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A RIDE IN MOROCCO.

L

THERE is an old story, told in some tale, of an
English housewife who was forever preaching from
the text “Early to bed and early to rise” Unlike
most of the unpleasant people who preach, this good
woman lived up to her principles. She was in the
habit of getting up so early in the morning that by
ten o'clock the household duties were done, and she
was at her wits’ end to know what to do with herself
the rest of the day. The Spaniard is not exactly like
the woman in the tale; he spends the time between
sunrise and sunset doing nothing by preference. But,
in order that the day may be thus profitably employed,
he does what little is done in Spain for the preserva-
tion and regulation of human life at an unreasonably
early hour.

Accordingly, the dirty Spanish steamer Mogador,
which conveyed me from Cadiz in Spain to Tangier
in Morocco, was advertised to sail an hour before
sunrise in order that we might be in Africa before
noonday. I was awakened at half-past four, and,
after dressing and hurriedly despatching some rolls
and coffee, driven through the dark streets to the
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water, where I descended a rickety ladder to a dirty
tender. The tender was already overcrowded. There
was more stuff, more baggage, more people on it than
there was room for, everything thrown together in a

heap. Forward I observed a number of grimy men
slouching around the engine, smoking, the man in
charge being apparently asleep, his head resting on
the coal bin. Aft there was a heap of bundles and (
women, presumably the passengers. The man who ]
received me at the foot of the ladder pointed aft; but {
it was impossible to tell in the darkness which was - 1
bundle and which wus woman, and I was afraid of : 1
sitting down on the wrong thing. So I stood still ] t
where I landed, and placing my coat on the gunwale, g
seated myself on it and lit a pipe. :
On the wharf stood a number of men in black
cloaks with cigarettes in their mouths, and an old
hag in a ragged shawl, who had her head tied up
in a colored handkerchief. The men walked up and
down languidly, hugging their cloaks and speaking
occasionally in whispers; but the voice of the
withered old woman echoed through the night. For
fully an hour she harangued the heap of bundles and
women below her on the tender at the top of her
voice, stopping only for a moment at intervals to
wipe her mouth with her hand. The women, like the
men on the wharf, were smoking, and seemed to pay
little attention to the advice tendered them. Finally
the old woman struck a light and proceeded to takea
whiff herself; and we all settled down to a quiet
smoke.
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) a dirty Nobody in Spain ever hurries—no wonder they

l. There distrust the American nation—even if a woman picks
1it than B up a pin she does it in the Spanish manner; that is
ther in a to say, she lets it lie. After sitting there for about an
imy men | hour, thinking of the warm bed I had left behind me

man in and the rolls and coffee that had remained uncon-
sting on sumred, I began to consider the advisability of going
1les and : on shore again and getting some more breakfast.

1an who : Happily it was not cold, though a little chilly, being
aft ; but ] the middle of January. When we started and why I
iich was ;- never knew ; I must have been asleep. Probably the
fraid of man at the engine woke up by accident, and decided
ood still to run us over and be done with it before taking

sunwale, another nap.
The sun was rising when the JMogador steamed out
n black - of the harbor of Cadiz, and the long line of white
an old 3 houses on the Pasco de las Delicias behind the ram-
tied up 4 ' parts lighted up with the first beams. Then we
up and 4 rounded Fort Catalina, and had a fine view of that
peaking E part of the city next to the sea. At the top of the

of the precipitous white cliff runs a wall, and behind the
it. For L wall rise tiers of dazzling white houses, the new
1les and P cathedral, a pretentious structure of white marble,

of her overtopping the picturesque old buildings around.
vals to - The city presents a superb appearance from the water,
like the rising with its white cliffs, white houses and white
L to pay walls, high against the blue sky; the long sandy
Finally plain forming the isthmus which connects it with the

> takea 8 mainland, increasing by contrast the majestic effect of
a quiet city and fortresses set on a high hill.
i The coast of Andalusia is beautiful and picturesque
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Nobody in Spain ever hurries—no wonder they
distrust the American nation—even if a woman picks
up a pin she does it in the Spanish manner; that is
to say, she lets it lie. After sitting there for about an
hour, thinking of the warm bed I had left behind me
and the rolls and coffee that had remained uncon-
sumed, I began to consider the advisability of going
on shore again and getting some more breakfast.
Happily it was not cold, though a little chilly, being
the middle of January. When we started and why I
never knew ; I must have been asleep. Probably the
man at the engine woke up by accident, and decided
to run us over and be done with it before takino
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—mountains all -along the shore, their sides covered
with the olive, whose foliage glistened a silver grey
in the sunlight. In the little bays and in the vallies
between the hills nestled villages and towns, their
white henses gleaming like pearls in the sun. I was
the only first-class passenger, and had the deck to
myself. The pile of bundles and women lay below me
amidships, a pitiful spectacle; for all the women
became seasick at the start, and lay, each on one of
the bundles head downwards, bundle and woman
altering their position with every lunge of the steamer.
At first they wept and lamented, one calling to
another; then, the pitching and rolling becoming more
violent, they fell to praying, each on her own account.
But this stage, too, had its limit ; before we were half
an hour out, their voices had become hushed, an
occasional moan alone giving evidence that life was
not quite extinct. It was a melancholy sight; there
were five bundles, and on each lay a woman with a
face as white as a sheet; they lay with the head
hanging over the end of the bundle and the hands
grasping it at the side. As the steamer rolled to one
side the bundles and their burdens would roll likewise,
while a chorus of groans with an occasional shriek
filled one with pity for the unfortunate creatures.
Then, the Mogador rolling to the other side, the white
faces and despairing eyes would involuntarily turn
the other way. On one occasion, having struck a
particularly rough sea, bundles and women rolled
over altogether and got mixed up in so terrible a
fashion that another passenger and myself felt
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impelled to fly to the rescue, and succeeded with some
difficulty in getting the several women extricated and
placed each on her own bundle again.

I did not like this other passenger. He was a short,
thick-set man with a florid face—a Portuguese. Of
Portuguese I did not know a single word ; of English
he knew two—Good-day. Nevertheless, he succeeded
in impressing me with the idea that he had a secret to
tell me, the knowledge of which would be of great
value ; but, as we could not make each other out, the
thing became monotonous. At length, by walking
away from him whenever he approached me, I man-
aged to convey the impression that I felt we were
uncongenial.

Much more to my taste were the “ Spanish sailors
with bearded lips,” who were typical specimens of that
lazy, good-looking and most polite of races. One of
them took me under his special care. I knew only a
few words of Spanish,and he could speak no other
tongue; but I make it a rule always to speak the
language of the country I happen to be in, whether I
know it or not; and it was surprising how well we

got along. We discussed the war in Cuba; and,
when he found that all my sympathies were with the
Mother-land and that I prayed night and day for the
success of the Spanish arms, he almost embraced me.
We were standing talking, looking into each other’s
eyes like two mesmerists, each giving his whole mind
to it in the effort to understand the other, when all at
once happening to glance for a moment over the sea,
he seized my arm, and pointing away to the south-east,
said, “ Capo Trafalgar!”
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Capo Trafalgar! The war in Cuba was forgotten,
and we went back in memory to a more momentous
struggle and a more eventful age. The cape juts out
sharply into the ocean, a mass of wild black cliffs
ris, - precipitously from the sea, the waves dashing
and la. Mg themselves at its foot, rising in clouds of
white spray. It is wild, grand, picturesque, almost
awful. Far away on either side one could see the
green olive-crowned hills sleeping peacefully in the
sunlight; and in the midst, standing out near to hand,
rose these sharp iron-grey rocks with the ocean dash-
ing against them in impotent rage—fit picture to
associate with the remembrance of the day of battle.
The Spaniard watched me narrowly, as if he expected
me to make some demonstration; which expectations
were doomed to disappointment. Then, breaking
forth into gesticulation and narration, he told me the
story of the fight, which I was able to understand
without effort, being already familiar with the same.

The wind was high and there was a rough sea on,
but not a cloud in the sky. The air was delightful
I felt devoutly thankful for the fine weather, for a
visit to the cabin in search of food was sufficient to
convince me that, in the event of foul weather, the
trip would have been miserable enough. It was
stuffy and dirty as might have been expected; and
the moment I put my nose inside the door, the whole
world seemed to become garlic. I drew back at first;
the smell of garlic is familiar enough if you have been
in Spain; but in this eabin it was concentrated and
intensified. However the sea-breezes had sharpened
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rgotten, my appetite, and I was determined to have some more
nentous o volls and coffee; so I persevered and made a second
juts out ! attempt which was more successful. The coffee was
'k cliffs excellent, and so were the rolls; while I was waiting
dashing 4 for them I inspected the staterooms, so that when
louds of g they came I was able to step back into the air of the

almost i saloon, and found it a pleasing change. Those state-
see the rooms—the pen of a Zola alone could do justice to
7 in the | them and the varieties of life that they contained.

;0 hand, 1 At last the coast of Spain was left behind; and the

n dash- 3 shores of Africa, with the Atlas mountains piled up in
sture to i masses against the sky, came into view. It was
t battle. 3 rough enough crossing the entrance to the strait of
xpected Gibraltar, and the women on the bundles thought

ctations i their hour had come; however about mid-day we

reaking anchored off Tangier. As we had to wait some time
| me the : for boats to come to fetch us ashore, I had leisure
lerstand to look around. The first view of Tangier, seen
e same. from the sea, is enchanting. The white houses, all
\ sea on, distinctly Eastern in style, rise tier above tier from
lightful the water’s edge to the citadel which crowns the

i, for a 3 summit of a high hill. The citadel is dilapidated,
cient to like everything else in Morocco, including the people ;
her, the : seen from afar, its crumbling walls with their
It was i little square windows half broken away and the
ed; and suggestion of old-time battles in its battered towers,

1e whole ] it is romantically beautiful. Some of the houses
at first; E and hotels are built on cliffs overlooking the sea, and
we been ] portions of the city lose themselves in little vallies
ted and - and ravines behind. The sounds and smells of the

arpened ; narrow streets were indistinguishable; and I sat
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contentedly on deck, looking over the blue water and
enjoying the view. Behind the city and far away as
eye could see on either side, rose the mountains, a
blaze of wonderful colors. At the base they were
green—a vivid green that would have put Erin herself
to shame ; then, farther up a greyish-green mingled
with a greyish-purple tint, which was lost in turn in
a dark sombre purple-brown around which the last
remnants of the white clouds were slowly dissolving
in the hot rays of the sun. At their feet rolled the
blue water with its wave-crests of white spray glit-
tering in the sunlight ; above them smiled the bluest
of blue skies.

We had to wait some time to be conveyed ashore;
but when once the boats put off to fetch us, it was
apparent that we would all be taken and none left
behind ; for there were more boats than there were
passengers. Each boat was propelled by two swarthy
Moors with red fezes on their heads ; and long before
they reached the Mogador they were seen to be
engaged in a violent altercation. When they were at
last alongside, I began to be doubtful whether, after
all, any of us would land. They pushed and shoved
one another about, fell upon one another, knocked
each other out of the way, and splashed water about
to such an extent that soon not a dry spot was left in
any boat to sit upon—supposing that, by happy
accident, we should succeed in getting into one. The
torrent of Arabic, the yells, the screaming, the gesticu-
lations and contortions of the boatmen were inde-
scribable.
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I stood ready to be transferred at an auspicious
moment, my gladstone in one hand and my coat in the
other, enjoying the fun. There were five boats, all
manned by Moors. In one of them, however, I dis-
cerned a man who was not a Moor, a solemn-looking
individual clad in a long coat of sober grey with a
cap on his head, evidently a Spaniard. He had large
Spanish eyes, a long moustache and an expression of
intense gravity. He looked neither at the Mogador
nor at the boatmen, but sat gazing placidly at what-
ever came into view as his boat was whirled around.
His expression was that of an Adventist waiting for
the millennium—calm expectancy, combined with a
total absence of hurried preparation.
made up my mind to get into his boat.

Ii was no easy task, and the people on board
cautioned me in Spanish against being premature.
The Portuguese gentleman was particularly officious,
and I told him in good horest English to mind his
own business. He understood the remark if he was
not capable of translating it word for word. As for the
women, when the steamer stopped they had all come
back to life again, and while we were waiting sat on
their bundles, combing their hair. At the sight of the
boats and the boatmen, however, they turned pale
again. It looked indeed as if it would be “ out of the
frying-pan into the tire.”

Whether the others landed or not I do not know.
The Mogador sailed for Malaga the next day; and
possibly some of the passengers never left her. I
know I was the first to venture.

I immediately

“I am not a
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Spaniard,” I said; “and therefore, having come to
Morocco, I am determined to be in Morocco.” Luggage
in hand I descended a step or two; and then, being
hastened in my descent by one of the Moors catching
hold of my leg and pulling it, went the rest of the
way headfirst—not, indeed, into the arms of the man
who had so kindly assisted me down—his boat was
pushed out of the way as I tumbled over; I fell in
a heap into another.

It was rather watery, but I had no time to sit still
and think about it. I looked hurriedly around, saw
the melancholy Spaniard near me, and threw him my
hat and stick. He caught them and made a dash for
me; and I went over again headforemost into his
boat. A yell arose from the two boats which I had
made use of in passing, and I received a splash of

water in the face. But I was safe with the Spaniard,
who said in French — Wait !” -

So I sat down beside him and waited. I found he
was a courier, and, after a few words of conversation,
thinking I might as well engage him as any other,
told him I should be glad of his services. In Morocco
one cannot get along without a guide, and the offer he
made was reasonable. We came to an understanding
and I felt that I had him. Not at all—ke had me.

This man was Moreno. He was of Spanish blood,
born in Morocco, and frequently acted as guide he told
me when British officers came over from Gibraltar to
ride through the country. His English, what there
was of it, was excellent. When at a loss for an
English word he used a French one. But his know-

et N o — e 7
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ledge of both languages was limited, and he was
frequently obliged to resort to Spanish. In Arabiche
was eloquent and long-winded—sometimes, I fear,
profane; but the Arabic was reserved for mules and
Moors.
I am at a loss to describe the relation in which he
stood to me. He certainly acted the part of courier
and servan’, bargaining and buying for me as well as
looking after my mule and escorting me from place
to place—and he was an excellent guide. But I could
not call him a servant : his was the tone of command,
the decisive voice, the dignity of ownership. I fol-
lowed and obeyed. He stood in the place of a father,
treating me as if I were a very small child whose
whims and notions were of no account, and who
required constant care. If I resisted, I was reasoned
with gently and told a story-——how some other foolish
person had wished to do as I wished, and what awful
consequences had resulted. I submitted for it was of
no use to argue; when he said it was bedtime I went
to bed, and when he came in in the morning and said
“Get up,” I rose. When the mule was brought I got
upon its back and there I had to stay until bidden to
dismount. He regulated the time for meals and pro-

. vided the food. From the time that I got into the

boat beside him until I left Morocco, I was no more
responsible for what was done than if I had been a
baby in arms. But he was honest and clean, respect-
ful and attentive, though very firm. One element of
a perfect character he lacked ; of what Carlyle calls
“the saving grace of a sense of humor” Moreno had
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not an atom. To him a spade was a spade, a mule
a mule ; never once in the many ridiculous situations
in which we found ourselves during the next few
days did the gravity of his countenance relax.

We landed, going up something that in Morocco
serves as a substitute for a ladder, and found our-
selves on a crazy pier. Here we were surrounded.
A crowd of Moors, some in fez some in turban, some
overdressed and others scarcely decently clad, but all
dirty and all clamorous, closed in around us and laid
hold of me by the arm or leg as it pleased them best.
All wanted money, or to perform some service for
which payment could be demanded. Moreno, taking
my baggage, beat his way through the screaming
mob, answering invective with invective. I followed
close behind, shaking off my tormentors as one does
the flies on a hot summer’s day, when for one brushed
off on one side a dozen settle on the other. We
advanced, however, by degrees, and soon reached
solid ground.

Tangier has been in possession of England, Spain
and Portugal ; each nation in turn gave it gladly away
to another with whom she was on bad terms and to
whom she wished to do a friendly ill. But no traces
of European civilization are visible in the streets or
in the habits of the people. There is still & European
population of over four hundred souls; but the effects
of Eastern despotism are apparent in every nook and
cranny. We passed through narrow streets, so narrow
that all sunlight was excluded, so ill-paved that it was
dangerous to walk without taking care at every step
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and difficult to walk at all, through a motley crowd
of men, women and children, many of whom clung
to one as one passed, and dodging mules and donkeys
at every corner. The streets were as filthy as one
could wish, the din indescribable; but the novelty of
the scene more than atoned for the shock to nose and
ear. Such color, such types of men, such aspects of
Eastern life, were worth coming far to see.

At last we reached a hotel. Entering it from the
street was like passing from one civilization into
another; for the hotels of Tangier, in the midst of
the squalor and wretchedness of a degraded and
degenerate Mohammedan population, are European
in their commodiousness and comfort, and in their
luxury almost Parisian. I was among the first to
visit Morocco after the quarantine had been removed,
and consequently found myself the only guest in a
large and well-furnished hotel. My heart sank, not
from fear of cholera microbes, but lest, having the
whole house to myself, I might be expected to pay
for the use of it. The proprietor spoke English
almost as well as his native Spanish; but as he
would bargain only with Moreno for me as if I were
a piece of baggage, a three-cornered battle took place.
Inamed my terms and eventually they were agreed
to; though I found, several days later, that we had
come to an agreement without a consensus ad idem
on one important point—I having stipulated to pay
mine host so many Spanish pesetas, and he having
bargained for as many English shillings; which, as

money goes in Morocco, meant a difference of seven
2
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shillings in the pound. However I had a bit of
paper written by Moreno, with the sum entered
thereon in pesetas, so I carried the day. I am bound
to say that I paid no more than my due for the
excellent food and kind treatment I received. When
the bargaining was over Moreno left me to enjoy my
luncheon, warning me not to go out until he came
back.

At luncheon I expected to be alone; but when I
sat down I found inyself one of two, the other guest
being the captain of a French merchant-ship. He
had either been drawing his pay or there had been
some other cause for celebration, for he had celebrated
to the utmost, and was as drunk as a lord. Like the
Moslems around us and in defiance of French taste, he
wore his hat at dinner. This compliance with the
customs of the country, however, appeared to extend
no further than the one particular act; abstinence
from strong drink, a precept strictly observed by the
devout Mohammedan, was no part of his creed.
Though luncheon was not yet served, he sat with
bottle and glass before him, enjoying himself greatly.
As each bumper was swallowed he would give his
hat a tilt back, until at last it rested on his coat-
collar behind, falling to the floor at the next glass.
The waiter, a supple young Moor in fez with a bare
leg, kindly picked it up and returned it to its owner,
who placed it back on his head drawn well down over
the eyes.

The captain glared angrily at the Moor, and asked
when dinner would be ready. The Moor, spreading
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his hands out like a fan, answered in English, “ At
once.” “Speak a civilized language and not Arabic,”
said the angry captain in French; whereupon the
Moor, who knew a little English and a little French,
replied in the latter language. “Do you speak
English ?” I inquired of the captain. The captain
did not, but expressed his pleasure at finding me to
be of that nationality. He congratulated me on not
being a German or a Spaniard. Then we had a long
conversation, in which the map of Europe was re-
arranged according to the captain’s idea of what it
should be; and many troublesome questions over
which the Powers are fighting to this day, were
solved in a few minutes. 'Had his advice been taken
and a war of extermination carried on against all
Turks, Arabs, Moors and Egyptians, there would have
been no Armenian massacres, no more trouble with
Abdul Hamid, and no Cretan embroglio. He had
Jjust glutted himself with the life-blood of the last
adherent of Islam when luncheon was served.

A noisy meal it was, and we both enjoyed it. The
captain drank to my good health and to the over-
throw of Islam, many times. I thought the food
excellent, but he found it otherwise, declared that the
Jfricassée was made of mouse-tails, and sent his soup-
plate flying across the table as if it had been a
curling stone. It was caught falling off the other
side of the table by the supple Moor, whose patience
and endurance seemed inexhaustible. The wine was
of the best—delicious red Spanish wine—and no one
could have found fault with it; but the jolly captain
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declared that what it possessed in quality it lacked in
quantity, and ordered a fresh supply.

Whether he finished it when it came I do not
know; when I left him he was doing his best.
Taking my pipe, I went out and sat on the steps
at the side of the street—if a narrow, ill-paved lane
with a high white wall on either side pierced by an
occasional latticed window, may be so called. Dirty
men in dirty clothing, some wearing the fez and
others the white turban, crouched in the mud, sleep-
ing, smoking or quarrelling. Dirty women, with their
heads concealed in a white burnoose showing only
one eye, glided back and forth noiselessly. Dirty
children played around in the doorways and the
gutters; and at intervals a succession of yells her-
alded the approach of dirty donkeys laden with
hampers coming as hard as blows could drive them,
each driven by a bare-legged man with a big stick,
who screamed at the top of his voice as he approached.
Whenever one appeared there was a great hustling
and scampering and much complaint. Here and there
a ray of vivid sunshine fell across the street, throw-
ing the rest into a deeper shadow and adding a
glorious color to the whole scene.

Only one person took any notice of me, and that
was a bright-looking boy who stood opposite, leaning
against the wall. He wore a red fez, a dirty white
bed-gown and yellow slippers. This individual smiled
on me graciously for some time, and then, getting an
answering smile, said :

“Good morning, sir; the English are nice people.”
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His English was excellent and I laughed, where-
upon he repeated the remark. I was about to go
over to continue the conversation, when some one
took hold of the white garment and flourished a
stick. Boy, stick and assailant disappeared around
the corner.

I thought of following, but the appearance of
Moreno on the scene prevented me. He was
mounted on a mule and leading another by the
bridle. They drew up at the foot of the steps, all
three looking very solemn, and I went down to
meet them. At the same moment all the street
gathered around us and began to clamor. Half a
dozen men and boys fought for the privilege of
holding my mule, a beast whom it required some
skill to move, but who would stand still forever of
his own accord. Moreno kept beating them off while
I mounted, and then we turned up the street, brand-
ishing sticks. We had them after us as thick as
mosquitos, but got clear of them eventually with-
out paying anything.

We passed up the crooked street, and rode in and
out through others of the same character. Now that
I was mounted, it was delightful; no more need to
pick one’s steps, uneven paving-stones and gutters
running zig-zag from side to side forming no obstacle.
I beat my way among the women and the donkeys,
and flourished my stick at the beggars with a feeling
of security. A strange city Tangier. Here I saw a
notice in French, announcing that within must be
posted letters for Europe; here one in English,




24 A RIDE IN MOROCCO.

offering tobacco for sale; and then others in Spanish,
informing you that you could buy a hat inside and
get your hair cut for so much. The Spanish were the
most numerous ; but all looked odd and out of place
amid the turbans, the squalor and the beggars.
Strangest of all are the hotels for tourists which
have a thoroughly European aspect, and look as if
they had been caught up in France or England by
a whirlwind and dropped by accident where they
stood.

We went up hills and down hills, the mules picking
their steps carefully over the jagged stones that lie in
heaps everywhere. “No one walks in Morocco,” said
Moreno; and it was unnecessary to ask why—no one
could. We met mules and donkeys, and a few horses
and cu.mels. The horses are small and graceful crea-
tures with short necks like the beautiful horses of
Andalusia; but they are not as valuable as the mules
which are large and strong, as well as more sure-
footed. The animal you meet oftenest, however, is
the donkey ; and the poor donkey, half-starved, ill-
treated and dirty, seems more in keeping with the
place and people than the high-bred Arab. The
crowds of people whom we encountered everywhere
seemed to be doing nothing in particular. They slept
or smoked, or sat quietly on the ground waiting for
something to turn up. We were always something;
when we approached they begged. Married men
wear a white turban, bachelors a fez; so it is unneces-
sary to ask a chance acquaintance whether he is
married or single; if he wore the turban one might
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ask “How many?” only the question would be
thought improper. Children were everywhere, the
dirtiest, raggedest one ever saw. And the smells!—
but they pass description.

“ Where are we going, Moreno ?” I inquired, as we
turned from one narrow lane into another, always, it
seemed to me, getting into a dirtier place than ever.
“ Where are you taking me ?”

“To prison,” was the answer.

“Good heavens !” I said, “ what have I done ?”

Moreno looked at me doubtfully, as much as to say,
“Is he really as stupid as that ?” and I put on a very
serious expression, and asked “How long shall I be
obliged to stay there ?”

“ One half hour—as you please.”

“ Shall I be handcuffed ?”

Moreno sighed, and then said, “It is a visit; it is
not a prisoner.” He had no conception of a joke,
then or ever. We rode on in silence.

Now it so happened that I had been reading a book
of travels in which the writer described his visit to
this place; and the difficulty of getting there had
been, according to his account, very great. He had
begun by calling on the American consul, and the
consul had accompanied him to the palace. There an
audience was obtained of the Cadi, to whom he inti-
mated his desire. The answer had been a shake of
the head and the pronunciation in Arabic of the
word “impossible.” Then had followed a long pala-
ver and some shaking of the Stars and Stripes in
the Cadi’s face. Finally, as a mark of especial favar,
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the traveller, escorted by a retinue of servants and
officials, had gone to visit the dungeon.

I saw nothing of cadis or palaces, officials or consuls
around, only beggars and dirt. We stopped once at
an entrance gate ; but the only person of importance
we found on guard was an old man who sat in the

" mud, leaning against the wall, humming. He had

long skinny brown legs, and enough muslin on his
head to have made a pair of bloomers, which would
Lave been an improvement. The old man held out a
hand, but did not stop humming. Moreno said he
was “ holy,” though to an unprejudiced eye he seemed
imbecile. Him we “ tipped ” as we rode through.

Inside was a courtyard so disreputable that I was
obliged to hold my nose as we entered. All the
noises that distract the ear and odors that distress
the nose seemed to be distilled and presented together.
It was veritably a slum, a most unclean spot. The
pavement was o bad that the mules were obliged to
pick their steps inch by inch. The dirt that covered
it was indescribable, and the human creatures who
gathered around us, shouting and bickering, seemed
to have been made out of it. There were many of
them, and all were clamorous; the maimed, the halt
and the blind, all crying together for backsheesh.
Not one of them seemed to be whole; some had lost
an eye, others a leg. If anybody had both eyes and
both legs left, the eyes were in a shocking state of
disease or the legs useless. All, without exception,
looked to be villains of the deepest dye.

Our saddles, bridles and legs were laid hold of, and
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a great cry for backsheesh went up to heaven. But
a warning voice came from Moreno, “ You will pay no
money to these people,” and I clung to my beast and
resisted. Moreno dismounted. His mule was seized,
but he beat off his assailants and came to me. Then
I dismounted, Moreno keeping off the natives with a
stick.

We left the mules, merely tying them together,
and entered a narrow covered passage, Moreno
leading, I following behind. The crowd hung on to
me, crying for backsheesh in a manner to which I had
become accustomed, though I had been in Morocco
but a few hours. It was a very narrow passage,
scarcely four feet wide, and the dirty pavement as
elsewhere was very uneven.

We had not gone far when a formidable obstacle to
further progress presented itself. Seated on a stone
square across the passage was the figure of a gigantic
Moor, black as a Nubian and armed to the teeth with
a long Moorish gun and daggers. He was fast asleep,
but the noise we made coming in was enough to
wake the dead. Pulling himself together with a
start, his weapons clashing as he moved, he thrust a
magnificent arm across the passage-way to bar our
entrance, and in a voice of thunder ordered us back.

I stood still; the aspect of affairs was not very
reassuring. “A nice place this, Moreno,” I said;
“ that big fellow with his knives, in front of us, and
a pack of unclean maniacs hooting behind !”

But Moreno preserved a business-like composure.
“This is the place for the money to go,” he whispered;
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and, pulling a handful of copper coins out of his
pocket, he counted them leisurely and emptied them
into the sentinel’s lap. The effect was magical and
instantaneous. The brawny arm relaxed, dropping
as if paralyzed; the colossal head sunk weakly on
the mighty breast; the clangor of weapons ceased.
In less time than it takes to write the sentence this
Boanerges was again in a state of somnolence. We
went in.

After so much trouble in getting there, it would
have required a great deal to satisfy one’s expecta-
tions. The interior of the prison, however, was
somewhat disappointing. The crowd inside resem-
bled very much the crowd outside; their faces were
not a whit more villanous, nor was their condition
more disreputable. Movement was, indeed, more
difficult, for each of the prisoners had iron rings on
his ankles, the rings being connected by means of a
chain. They walked about, however, with consider-
able agility, considering the impediment, and gathered
together, clamoring for backsheesh, just as the free
citizens had done outside. It was a little better than
outside, for inside you have them only in front of
_you. An opening in the wall about four feet high
and oval in shape is the medium of communication
with the outer world. It is raised about two feet
from the floor, and I asked for no permission to step
over; the ground on the other side was like that of a
pig-sty.

A ragged individual who carried a gun stood
guard over the wretched creatures, ready to prevent
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disturbances; and he did the honors. Moreno held an
animated conversation with him ; and different crimi-
nals were brought up for my inspection. All crimes
were represented ; I made acquaintance with robbers,
cut-throats, murderers and other choice specimens of
the genus villain. They excited no loathing ; rather
it seemed to me hard that they should be confined
thus, and so many of their fellows running loose a
few yards away. They were all occupied ; for, as no
food is allowed them by the Government, they must
do something for a living or starve to death. Every-
body had something to cell, and if I did not wish to
buy I was invited to bestow charity. I made a small
purchase of a murderer to encourage him; he manu-
factured saddle-bags and was a benevolent-looking
young man—besides which I wanted a saddle-bag.
Moreno gave the guard a few copper coins, but I
had nothing to bestow on the prisoners except advice ;
and even that they did not get, for the disobliging
courier refused to translate. It was kindly meant,
for it referred to the cleaning up of their quarters;
and, if followed, would have greatly improved their
health and comfort. Then, having met the most
distinguished of the lot, we took our leave, passing
out beside the still slumbering sentry. On getting
back into the open air we found ourselves surrounded
by the same crowd of disreputables who had impeded
our progress on entering. Half a dozen of them were
holding my mule, a beast that was willing to stand
still till Doomsday of its own accord. The demand
for backsheesh was renewed with redoubled vigor,
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and Moreno drove away the mob while I mounted.
Then I looked around, selected the most villainous-
looking of the lot, and bestowed on him a small
copper coin of the value of about a farthing. What
impression it made and what thanks I got I do not
know ; flourishing our sticks we made our way out of
the courtyard; and then, urging the mules to a trot,
we left the voice of their supplication farther and
farther behind until it died away in the distance.

“ Well, Moreno,” I said, drawing rein at the summit
of a steep hill, “I have been in prison, now I should
like to go to the palace. Can I see the Cadi?”

Moreno did not know. “You may see him, sir, you
may not see him. If he rest himseif, you see him; if
he do not rest himself, you do not see him. We will

go.”

So we went to see if he was resting himself. The
approach to the palace was scarcely more imposing
than the approach to the prison had been. We rode
through narrow streets, full of noisy people, to reach
it. When we reached it, we entered a large court-
yard surrounded with white stone buildings. The
hot sun of Africa streamed down on the white pave-
ment, and was reflected in dazzling rays from the
white walls. On the farther side, some twenty or
thirty ragged men, each with a gun in his lap, sat
cross-legged in a row, resting in the black shadow of
the wall behind them. At one end of the court was a
covered arcade, to which a flight of many steps led up.
Under one of the arches sat, all alone in solitary
state, a fat figure robed in blue and yellow with a
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white turban on his. head. “That,” said Moreno,
pointing to the fat figure, “is the Cadi of Tangier—he
rest himself.”

We advanced over the white stones of the courtyard
as far as Moreno thought it prudent to venture, then
drew up and gazed at His Excellency—the four of us,
Moreno and I and the two mules—regarding him
with becoming reverence. He sat as motionless as a
statue, a bundle of blue and yellow drapery, a white
turban, two fat brown cheeks and a round nose com-
fortably set on the bundle and half hidden by the
white folds of the turban.

“He rest himself, the Cadi—it is the time of day,”
said Moreno.

“He does not see us,” I complained, feeling that
all the interest was on one side.

“ He does not see a Christian,” was the reply. “«If
you come from government, he must see; if you do
not, he cannot see an infidel. He say we are dogs—
no more.”

“Dog of a Christian "—even so. The Cadi, though
he saw, yet, as a true believer, could not notice. The
admiring gaze of a child of the west was to that fat
figure of no more account than the stare of the mule
upon which he rode. Not so much; for the mule,if it
had a religion, was a Mussulman, having the expres-
sion of those who believe in fate and not in reason-
ing.

“ And those men over there in the shadow,” I said
to Moreno, pointing to the ragged men with guns
who sat cross-legged with their backs against the wall,
“ who are they ?”
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“Those men—théy are his soldiers—they are to
guard him.” His body-guard—hence the guns.

“Well why don’t they run up to us and ask for
money as everybody else does in Tangier ?”

“When the Cadi is here they cannot see a Christian,”
said Moreno gravely. ¢ If the Cadi go they come for
money ; if the Cadi Lere, they do not see.”

“Are they paid well 2” T asked, looking at their

rags.
“They are not paid, these men. Sometimes he
pay them—not often. They beg—they work. The
Sultan has no money, except to get wives; they are
four hundred.”

I looked compassionately at the body-guard, who
were, one and all, unconscious of our existence, like
their master; and then back again at the Cadi. The
sun was hot, and the white walls dazzling; I put up
my hand to shade my eyes. All was so very still;
had they been so many statues, they could not have
been more oblivious of our existence. In this little
scene one could see the pride, self-sufficiency and vain-
glory of the eastern world as in a nutshell. It was
very striking. I half wished the Cadi would go in, to
watch the soldiers spring to their feet and importune
us; but His Excellency probably considered it infra
dig to move in the presence of such as we; he sat on
without winking an eye. In a few minutes more
Moreno placed his hand on my arm, and whispered
that we must not stay too long; so 1 took a last look
at them, and then, turning round, struck the mule on
the flank to spur him on, and we rode out again.
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re to a Moreno drew up before an open door, behind which
/ a flight of stone stairs led up to the floor above.
k for | From upstairs proceeded a chorus of yells of a differ-
ent nature to those to which I had become accustomed.
tian,” | I noticed the difference, and suggested that we go in
ie for and investigate. “I take you in,” said Moreno; “this
is school.”

their We left our mules and climbed up the stone stair-
way. At the top was an open door. We sat down on

'8 he the floor at the threshold and looked through.
The It was a small place, not more than fifteen feet
y are square. But little room was needed. An elderly
gentleman with an impressive turban and white
who beard, sat on the floor with his back to the wall.
like ~ Around him, sitting with their backs to him, squatted
The a number of little yellow boys, reciting the Koran.
1t up They were packed together as close as it was possible
still ; to pack them; each wore a fez, and their tiny shoes
have were lying all together in a corner. The children
little looked prematurely old, their faces were so serious
7ain- and so yellow. They lose the look in after life, for
was their faces turn brown; the Moors are a handsome
n, to race. Of course they took no notice of us, we were
tune unbelievers; and they had learnt their first lesson in
nfra life, that an unbeliever is a dog and need not be
it on noticed unless you can get money out of him. Not
nore - two feet from me sat a very small child, whose face
ered was as yellow as a buttercup. His little toes were
look peeping out from under his clothes, and I would have
eon muck liked to tickle him ; for, though we sat so near,

he was utterly unconscious of our presence. While
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I was looking at.-him and wondering what would
happen if I tickled those toes, his face puckered up
and he began to recite.

These children go to school to learn the Koran ; and
when they have learnt enough of it off by heart their
education is finished. Moreno pointed out the old
man who taught, and explained the process of teach-
ing. The old gentleman was quite patriarchal; but I
decided that, even in one’s school-days, it was better
to have been born in the wild West. It was a very
melancholy type of school.

The child recited with great vehemence ; and I felt
that if I had to listen to his piping voice much longer
I would be obliged to turn the school for a moment
into a similitude of one in the West, and spank him.
i The scorn of the true believer, expressed by so very
i | young a boy in so marked a manner, was too irri-
‘5 ! tating to be borne with patience. Lest this should

- happen I rose and we descended the stairs.

Then we rode through the market-place. A num-
ber of camels and donkeys stood together in groups
} in the middle of the square, leisurely eating their hay.
l Around them, in a circle, sat their owners, men and
I women from the country, all sitting on the ground
| with their produce displayed on mats in front of
i them. There were heaps of golden oranges and
I
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n
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mandarins, all kinds of fruit and vegetables, grain
and poultry. Gathered about each was a throng of
buyers, bargaining with much argument and gesticu-
lation in true Eastern style. Passing through the
market, we rode on into the country.
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The streets of Tangier are so bad as to be dangerous,
but the roads outside the city are, if possible, worse.
On each side of the road is a wall protecting the gar-
dens and vineyards ; and half of the wall is usually
standing and the other half scattered over the high-
way in the shape of heaps of stones. A ditch, some-
times a deep one, runs zig-zag along the road, keeping
as near the middle as possible; and often, or account
of the holes and the stones, one comes to a standstill
and is obliged to jump the ditch to the other side,
only to return again to escape a new obstacle. We
rode along, sometimes on one side of the ditch and
sometimes on the other; and not infrequently the
ditch divided into two, forming a little island, on
which we stood deciding which way to jump.

But if the roads were bad, I was more than repaid
for the trouble of riding over them. We ascended a
long hill, and the view from the top was superb. On
one side rose the city, looking like spotless marble in
the glorious sunlight, its white houses with their flat
roofs rising tier above tier, catching a faint yellow-
ish tinge from the mellowing rays of the setting
sun; while the crumbling citadel and the many towers
cast mysterious black shadows here and there, en-
hancing the beauty of the scene. Between us and
the city were patches of vivid green fields and
gardens, glistening like jewels; even the road, seen
winding in and out down in the valley, looked
alluring. The rains were but just over. They
commence toward the end of October and continue

for about nine weeks; consequently the season of
3 ! .
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verdure was at its height. The rain had just fallen,
the greenness was universal, the hot sun had as yet
wrought no blight on the vegetation.

But the view of the city was eclipsed by that on
the farther side. Away to the east and west and
south rose the mountains, piled up in purple masses
against a sky lovely as that of Naples, their soft
purplish coler blending in the shadowy parts into
a deep purple blue, sometimes streaked with grey
or lightened with floods of golden sunlight. Isolated
dwellings stood out here and there, on hillside or in
valley, like tiny cornelians set in amethyst and
emerald ; and down in the valley to the southward I
saw a long line of camels and horses, Arabs mounted
and on foot, with white turbans and flowing cloaks,
slowly making their way toward the mountains. It
was enchanting.

“Moreno, this is a fine country for the painter.
They are gloriously beautiful, those mountains!”

Moreno looked around with a dull and unsympa-
thetic eye. “You can go in three days, and no more,”
said he. “I am the man who will take you.”

I had told him I wished to cross the mountains; and
he had assured me that he was not only a good guide,
but the only reliable one in the country. There had
been no tourists in Morocco for many months on
account of the cholera; but two men had arrived
this very day in Tangier—Englishmen from the gar-
rison at Gibraltar—and Moreno was full of concern
lest they should come to grief, having engaged a
soldier and a guide in whom he had no confidence.
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“I should like to go to Fez,” I said, “but it will
cost too much ; you and your soldier and the mules,
among you, would break me.”

“Mahomet is a good soldier and I am a good man,”
said Moreno; “you are safe. We do not break a man
in Morocco, only the Rifs. Vous comprenez ?”

He frequently ended a sentence in this way, adding
“vous comprenez,” as if French had been my mother-
tongue and we were speaking English for practice.
When he swore, he swore in Spanish or Arabic—
Spanish if he swore at me, Arabic if at the mules.
I felt flattered at the distinction. The Rif country is
in a state of chronic rebellion against the Sultan. If
you travel in Morocco, you must have a soldier with
you; his presence ensures your safety. In the Rif
country, however, they kill you, soldier and all.

“I am not afraid of the Rifs,” I said boldly, not
having any intention of making a detour into that
part of the Moorish dominions where those amiable
people abound. “With you and Mahomet, J should
think one would be safe anywhere.”

“A man who goes into the Rif country is cut with
a knife,” said Moreno; “I do not go.”

“ Pernaps I shall go alone.”

Moreno swore—in Spanish. “Two men go to-mor-
row to Tetuan, the first since the cholera,” he said,
referring again to the Englishmen, as foreigners
always do, thinking that because one of your nation-
ality is doing a thing you must wish to do it also
—"and they have no guide, only Gilali who is a fool

and knows nothing. They come from Gibraltar,
these men.”
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“Well it will be best for me to go to Tetuan, too.
Are you sure there are no Rifs ?”

“You ride with me and Mahomet,” replied Moreno
gravely. “Robbers?—one, two or three, they are
nothing. After night you are not out—you will go
to Tetuan ?”

“ Nous verrons. Vous comprenez?”

Much more was said. I endeavor to transcribe
Moreno’s remarks correctly; but it is impossible to
give them exactly as they were uttered. He spoke
English in the fashion of a child who recites by rote,
and French and Spanish words frequently got in by
mistake, of which he was quite unconscious. He
waxed eloquent, dilating on the beauties of the
country to be traversed, the comforts of travelling
in Morocco on mule-back, the incompetency of all
guides (except Moreno) and the inexpensive nature of
the trip. I put off coming to terms until the evening,
telling him I had decided not to decide. “But all the
same, I must cross those glorious mountains!” I said,
turning again, and looking at the panorama which
lay spread out before me to the westward.

“No, those are the wrong mountains,” said Moreno
gravely. “It is eight days to go by that way.
Tetuan is over those mountains,” pointing eastward
with a fat finger; “it is one, two, three days and no
more.”

Moreno’s literalness was painful. I resolved not to
indulge in any more raptures while he was listening.
His next suggestion was that I should go back to the
hotel for dinner ; and accordingly we started.
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When we got back into the city we came to a level
plain fairly well paved, and started our mules to a
gallop. I had been so hot that my hat had become
heavy, and I was wearing it on the back of my head.
Turning the corner the wind took it. I never had
so much trouble getting a hat. To begin with Mor-
eno was angry, and swore as he went to fetch it.
Then he had to fight with the whole street for
the possession of it. I rode around laughing, as he
beat one dirty Moor after another for the pains they
took to get it back to me without the intermediary
of a courier. But Moreno was obdurate and dealt
blow after blow with his stick, until at last it was
dropped at his feet and he was able to bring it to me.

“I am very sorry, Moreno,” I said, “but you did
look so funny beating those beggars.”

“In Morocco we do not laugh at that,” said Moreno.

“I will never laugh again, Moreno.”

“In Morocco we keep our hat on our head,” he
said roughly, and kindly put miue on for me, jam-
ming it down tight over my eyes. We rode on, the
street following, clamoring for money because they
had picked up my hat.

At dinner I had the charming company of the
French captain again; but he was reduced to a state
of semi-stupefaction, and contented himself with one
bottle of wine. His hat was drawn down close over
his eyes, and his voice was heard only in feeble
mutterings. After dinner I sauntered to the door,
and lighting a pipe, sat down to watch the street life.
To my great amusement my young friend, the boy
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who held such a favorable opinion of the English, still
stood opposite, and when he caught my eye, saluted
me with the same words, “ Good morning, sir,” very
distinctly pronounced.

“Good evening, boy,” I answered, nodding; “you
must make a distinction between morning and even-
ing. What do you think of the English now ?”

“The English are nice people,” said the boy.

“So they are, boy; and perhaps as grasping as the
Moors, ouly we don’t show it in the same way.”

There was a short silence, and then the boy said,
‘“You are going to Tetuan, sir ?”

News evidently travels fast in Morocco, notwith-
standing the absence of railways and telegraph wires.
Heavens, suppose they were preparing for me in
Tetuan already! Instinctively I clutched my purse.
The boy seemed to divine my thoughts, for he wagged
his head and said solemnly, “Don’t pay more than
three pesetas apiece for your mules.”

The sum was what Moreno had suggested, so I
decided to let that item stand and fight others.
While I was thinking about it I felt a hand touch
me; the boy was at my side, his palm extended. He
held it right under my nose. I looked at him in-
quiringly, and he said, “ The English are nice people—
coffee.”

I took out a coin submissively and placed it in the
open palm. There were a few words, “ Good morning,
sir, the English are nice people,” and then a pair
of heels were visible, disappearing up the street. I
saw him no rore until I returned from Tetuan.
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When Moreno arrived he took me out with him to
a place which could only be described as a café chan-
tant—without the woman in white satin gown and
paste diamonds who usually figures on the stage in
such places. It was a long, low room, divided
half way across by a row of wooden pillars. The
entrance door was in one corner. At one end of the
room there was a divan on which we sat down,
Moreno and I; everyone else, performers and kabitués,
sat on the floor, cross-legged. The musicians, five in
number, sat in a circlee. What their instruments
were, what sort of music it was, I cannot say. To
the western ear it was one long, loud succession of
frightful discords. They sang to the music, and the
singing was in keeping with the accompaniment.
Moreno interpreted some verses for me, and the
subjects were the same as those to which we are
accustomed in the western world—Beauty’s eyes and
the stars of Heaven inspiring the sentiment. It
seemed to me that the melodies of Paolo Tosti were
more in accordance with the feelings they are intended
to express than those of the Arabian song-writers.
Perhaps, as the eyes of the African beauty are invari-
ably half hidden by an unsightly burnoose, the
Africen composer deems it consistent to veil his finer
feelings in a discordant jingle.

Other guests came and went, men and boys.
Turbans and fez were, of course, never doffed, but the
shoes were left at the door. In compliment to the
nation I kept my hat on my head; but forbore going
so far as to slip off my riding boots. As soon as we
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were seated a man shuffled up to Moreno and asked
him what we would take. Moreno wanted coffee and
I tea, at which Moreno shook his head. “If it
doesn’t agree with me I shall know better the next
time,” said I with some inward misgivings, as I
ordered the tea to be brought. Moreno was my
guardian, and I obeyed him in all matters of impor-
tance ; but I thought it hard nos to be allowed a cup
of tea, and was determined to have my own way.

The drinks were brought. Moreno’s coffee looked
very good ; it was strong and black with a delicious
aroma. The tea—well, in Morocco they make it weak,
and fill the glass (it is drunk in glasses) with green
mint, full up to the top; it is sweetened overmuch
with brown sugar besides. A more disgusting mess
cannot be imagined.

Moreno sipped his coffee. I put my glass to my
lips and sniffed. I detest the odor of mint. I have
never tasted Moorish tea; but that once I smelt it.
The smell made me quite ill. I put it down on my
knee and looked at it pensively. Meanwhile the
aroma of Moreno’s coffee was tantalizing.

“You do not like it ?” said Moreno in the tone of
“T told you so.”

“I don’t know,” I answered vaguely. And then,
turning to him, I said in a friendly way, “ Moreno,
will you swop drinks ?”

“‘Swop’ drinks,” said Moreno, “ what are they ?”

“Do you like tea ? ” :

“I can drink it,” said Moreno with dignity ; “you
can not. I will change.”
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We “swopped.” He drank the tea and I the ‘coffee
with the feelings of a child who has found “papa
knows best.” Then we paid for our entertainment
and went out.

When we returned to the hotel Moreno and I sat
down to calculate the cost of an excursion into the
mountains. To travel in Morocco one must have a
permit from the Cadi of Tangier. You are also
required to be accompanied by a soldier; if you go
without and are robbed or murdered you can make
no complaint; it is your own fault. Moreno under-
took to get a permit that night; and as for soldiers,
there was Mahomet, than whom a more trustworthy
person was not to be found in Morocco or out of it.
The name was suggestive, and I agreed to Mahomet.
Then I was bidden to go to bed, as we must be up at
half-past five and away. I remonstrated to no
effect ; we must start early in order to be in Tetuan
before the gates closed. To pass the night outside of
a walled town was dangerous on account of robbers
and murderers. I thought of the pleasing people
whom I had met in the prison, and agreed to an early
start. “ But I shall never wake at five,” I said.

“You will wake when I come,” said Moreno ; “and
then you will get up. Now you will go to bed.”

The door closed behind him, and I laid myself down
to rest with a new and rather pleasurable sensation—
that of being, for the first time since infancy, no
longer responsible for my actions.
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THE hotel was built on the top of a cliff which
overlooked the sea; and I was kept awake the greater
part of the night by the roaring of the wind and the
dashing of waves against the rocks. At last, how-
ever, I fell asleep, and was enjoying a sweet morning
nap when I became conscious that Moreno, booted and
spurred, stood beside me, candle in hand, announcing
in a business-like tone of voice that it was five o’clock.
Instead of leaping out of bed as he evidently expected,
I yawned and said there was time enough, which
made him look serious. He said that if we did not
start at once we might not reach Tetuan before night-
fall, and hinted darkly of robbers and bandits—so I
rose. Pointing to some coffee and a half of a loaf of
bread which he had brought with him, he went out
to see to the packing of our provisions.

I was choking myself with lumps of bread and
putting on a necktie at the same time, when he
reappeared and announced that the mules were
restive—which I can well believe. Nothing on earth
can move a mule if you are in a great hurry ; but if
you wish to take your time the mule burns to be
galloping on. “This tie is so troublesome, Moreno,”
I said; “it requires time and patience.”

“ In Morocco you do not want a tie,” said Moreno ;
“it is only Moors you see.”

“ Nevertheless I could not exist without a tie,” I
explained ; “it is self-respect, I suppose.”

Moreno did not understand; but he helped me on
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with the tie, and a terrible mess he made of it. I
scalded my throat with hot coffee, he put on my coat
for me, and down we went.

It was dark, damp and cool in the alley outside. A
young Moor was there with a lantern; and the fitful
light filled the quaint little street with weird shadows.
Under that archway, behind yonder latticed window,
in the shadow of the doorway, one could imagine all
kinds of grim and romantic forms. In the dim light
I saw three mules, and on one of them sat the pictur-
esque figure of Mahomet. Few people with suggestive
names fail to disappoint, when at last you see them
for the first time before the name has become indivi-
dualized for you. Mahomet was one of the few; his
name became him. He was a tall and well-built Arab,
slender, and graceful in his movements. His features
were regular and his smile prepossessing. A faint
moustache and the suggestion of a beard gave him a
benevolent look ; and the face was an index to the
mind within. He was well dressed, wearing a great
many clothes, Arab-like ; a loose white cloak that hung
over his shoulders and all around his body, showing
here and there under the outer one of dark reddish
color which he wore over all. His turban, falling
behind over his neck and kept in place by a loose
string, was spotlessly white. Crosswise in front of
him on the pommel of his saddle lay a long Moorish
gun covered with the brass-work in which the nation
delights; and a formidable-looking knife hung at his
side. Altogether he inspired me with great confidence
and respect at the outset; and the feeling deepened

A RIDE IN MOROCCO.
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on closer acquaintance. Moreno despised him; but
Moreno’s opinion did not alter mine, though I was
obliged to treat Moreno as if he were infallible.

The mules did not impress me so favorably. To
begin with, I was obliged to ride in a Moorish saddle
with Moorish stirrups, not having thought of provid-
ing myself with a European one. Their saddles are
broad, flat and ill-made, badly stuffed, lumpy, and
generally greatly the worse for wear. Moors have
apparently no bones, muscles or nerves to hurt. The
stirrups are square. As mules stumble at times on
Jjagged rocks or in pitfalls, a heavy square stirrup
has its advantage ; your foot, once in it, stays there.
The mule may roll over, stumble, pirouette, or leap
the wrong way ; you are on his back at the end, even
if every bone be dislocated. But the habits of the
mule, and a square, flat, ill-stuffed saddle make a
journey of the kind somewhat fatiguing. Tourists
coming from Gibraltar frequently bring their own
saddles and ride horses, which is a more comfortable
method of making the excursion into the mountains;
although the horse is not so surefooted as the mule on
the hills. As for me, I was “doing in Rome as the
Romans do,” and had to take the consequences. The
young Moor held the lantern for us to see to mount,
and we got off, Mahomet leading, then I, and last
Moreno, the mules, no longer so eage: to be going,
encouraged by volleys of Arabic in the front and
rear.

We picked our way down the steep, narrow street,
turning corners, passing under archways and crossing
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ditches, getting gradually down the hill, until we
struck a street leading to the shore. Unlike the other
cities and towns of Morocco, Tangier has neither walls
nor gates; you pass gradually out of the city into
the country. When we reached the shore, we found
ourselves on the outskirts of the town, the houses
rising on one side and the bare hills and fields on the
other.

The country around is very desolate. There are
detached houses here and there, and orange-gardens;
but the houses and garden-walls are in a ruinous
condition, the roads detestable, and the hills bare.
Consequently the country outside the town is rather
dreary ; though the state of dilapidation into which
everything has fallen in Morocco adds a certain weird
beauty to the scene. The background of mountains
renders every view sublime; but there are few trees
and no flowers along the roadside, and the evidences
of Asiatic despotism are visible at every step.

We reached the sea, and for some time the road we
followed lay along the shore. We rode on the wet
sand amid the sea-weed, the waves rolling in at our
feet, the breath of the ocean fanning our cheeks and
bracing us for the long climb over the mountains.
Nothing was ever lovelier than that ride along the
beach over the hard sand in the hour before the dawn
of day. We were travelling due east ; and, though it
was not as yet the hour of sunrise, looking out over
the Mediterranean, one could see a greyish glimmer
on the far horizon.” The water was of the deepest,
deepest blue, almost black, a silver fringe of foam
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showing itself along the curved line of the shore where
the waves broke on the sand. The sky overhead was
full of deep night, and yet with suggestions of the
dawn, paling stars and streaks of purple in the east-
ward telling the approach of day. Low down in the
east it glowed deep purple, like the purple after sunset,
against which stood out the picturesque figure of
Mahomet, with his long cloak and white turban flut-
tering in the wind that blew from the sea. To the
right rose the mountains, veiled in the white mists of
morning, the summits of the hills invisible, but the
base showing a dark tint of green almost black, in
vivid contrast to the clouds that hung above.

As we rode on and on, the light on the water be-
came more and more distinet, the color in the sky was
reflected below, and the dark purple in the east grew
ruddier and ruddier, until a golden tinge began to
spread itself over the horizon, and the first streaks of
sunlight shot upward from the sea.

I could have ridden for hours along that shore, but
our route lay elsewhere. Turning sharply to the
right, we began to follow a winding path that led up
among the wild hills. Then began a climb. Tangier
lay behind us; and as we turred and doubled the side
of the hill, a glance back showed the city rising
terrace above terrace, the white houses gleaming in
the first light of the morning.

There are no carriage roads in Morocco, nothing
but mule-paths. There are, however, mule-paths and
mule-paths. Sometimes you can see a path; and if it
is on the level, or a long smooth hillside, you can
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indulge in a gallop with impunity, knowing whither
you are going. But this is an exception; as a rule
you see nothing but boulders in front of you and
pit-falls on every side. There is nothing to be done
but sit warily and let the mule find his way. During
the war with Spain the Spaniards penetrated to
Tetuan, and left as a memorial of their conquest a
bridge over one of the rivers not far from Tangier.
This bridge, or a half of it, still stands, broken off in
the middle. The mule picks his way over the broken
stones of the fallen half, and then jumps up on the
remaining portion, and trots gaily to the river bank.
I asked Moreno why the Sultan did not repair this
bridge, but was told that “he has no money, only for
his wives—in Morocco we do not repair.” I noticed
with pleasure that there was only the one bridge.
Fording a stream has its disadvantages; but it is
preferable to crossing a bridge that is broken in two
in the middle, with one-half standing and the other
lying scattered in heaps of stones.

Mahomet in his dark reddish-brown cloak led the
way, looking, save for the long Moorish gun, like a
veritable picture of Ishmael. He went along at a
jog-trot, Arab-fashion, mule and man moving to-
gether and no rise in the saddle. This is all very
well for cavalry—a horse and a civilized saddle make
a great difference. I tried it in the Moorish saddle—
but a short experience was enough. I have never
been seasick ; but I felt the last stage of seasickness

that morning. Death would have been a happy
relief.
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The Englishmen we saw ahead of us, two gentle-
men with guide and soldier, riding on the mule-path
half a mile beyond, around the mountain. I was
pleased to think they were going my way, for the
people whom we met were all Berbers and Arabs,
riding on camels or mules; and the thought of seeing
an English face and hearing the English tongue at
the end of the journey was cheering. I whipped up
my mule, and we began the ascent.

It was fatiguing work, though the novelty more
than atoned for the fatigue. All day long it was
nothing but one mountain after another, with short
stretches of valley in between, vallies green as
emerald, covered with long, rank grass. There were
no trees; but low palmettos grew everywhere, and
some strange African plants of which I did not know
the name. Moreno never knew it either, except in
Arabic. In the vallies we could trot, which varied
the slow monotony of going stone over stone, up and
down; but the vallies were usually narrow, and the
trot short. A stream was always forded and then
the mules would begin their slow ascent, climbing
up on a huge boulder, looking about, and then
plunging down in a hurry, just where one least
expected them to go. “ Do not tie up your mule,”
Moreno would call out to me; “he is not a horse.
Untie him and he will find himself.”

This meant “ give him a loose rein and he will find
his way”; at first I did not understand it, and he
was obliged to show me what he meant. I had lost
all sense of personal responsibility for my actions, as
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far as Moreno was concerned; and now it appeared
that I was to be governed by the mule.

I dislike riding a beast without knowing its name;
“ Moreno, what do you call the mule ?”

“Je ne comprends pas.”

“ What is his name ?”

“He has no name—he is a mule.”

So I named him after a dear friend left behind in
Canada, whom the animal’s characteristics brought
into pathetic remembrance; he answered to the name
in more ways than one.

Progress, even with the mules untied and finding
themselves, was slow, the path was so steep, a path
for the most part over the rocks. Often I could not
tell which was path and which was not, the mule
and I usually differing on the subject. Four times
my stirrup broke; and each time Moreno tied it up
with a bit of string, saying it would never break
again. At last I got exasperated, and changed mules
with Moreno. His saddle, however, was much worn
and lumpy; he had given me the best; I was glad to
get back to my own beast. “The man who owns the
mule wants money,” said Moreno.

“He ought to be ashamed of himself.”

“He is not. He does not care. It:is all one—he
wants money, that man; he does not care.”

“He wants a good thrashing,” I said with some
indignation; “if I had him here he would get it.”

“No,” said Moreno gravely, shaking his head, “ he
is a big mamn ; you are not.”

“I would do something with him, if I had him,” I
4
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said savagely; and, brandishing my stick in the air,
I castigated the imaginary mule-owner with great
severity. Even that was better than nothing.

The sun shone bright, now up above the mountains ;
and no words can describe the beauty of the green
vallies, fading and merged in a lighter tint farther
up, which in its turn gave place to the rich purplish
brown of the rocky heights above. The deep blues,
almost indigo, the rich purple and the golden brown
of those mountain peaks were wonderful. And they
were wild, wild and rugged, no clustering foliage, no
trees to relieve the sides of the hills; yet such glori-
ous masses of rich color I never saw elsewhere. And
the people were as wild as the country—great dark,
rough-looking men, with strong limbs and morose ex-
pression, all dressed in loose garments of the same
c lor, a dirty yellowish white. The Moorish villages,
mostly perched high up on the hills, are simply col-
lections of huts, built of stones and mud and thatched
with straw. Only in the neighborhood of cities does
one see the white stone house, set in an orange garden
and surrounded with a high white wall, so common
in pictures of the land.

We were not aliowed to dismount, that is I was
not; Mahomet did, several times, to say his prayers.
It did not cause any delay, for he was not one of
those who expect to be heard for their much speak-
ing; a leap from the saddle, a spreading of his
shoulder-cloth on the ground, and a moment’s
kneeling with his face turned toward Mecca, was
enough. He would be up again in the saddle, lei-
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surely riding on as before, in less time than one could
conceive. When travelling, the devout Mussulman
need say no more than his creed, “ There is no God
but God, and Mahomet is His prophet,” which is done
in a moment. The grace with which Mahomet got
up and down, and the look of d.votion in his eyes as
he knelt for an instant to pray, were really incom-
parable. I noticed that he never prayed when I
stopped to talk to Moreno, or when the stirrup
broke; he smoked hasheesh in a short yellow pipe,
with a bowl the size of one’s little finger, regarding
the mountains with a dreamy, contemplative air.
Hasheesh is intoxicating, and, if you smoke enough,
stupefying. As they are forbidden wine by the Koran,
the Moors use it as a stimulant. Mahomet must
have been an old toper, for he smoked much, and it
seemed to have no effect on him.

Let no one suppose that this was a quiet journey ;
never, for one moment, did we hold our peace. It
was all Arabic, spoken to the mules in a high key ;

-and, though ignorant of its meaning, I caught the

words parrot-like, and the hills echoed with a per-
petual trio. Trio, do I say? Rather a chorus, like
that of demons; for we kept meeting people all the
way—men on camels, men on asses, men on mules,
As soon as anyone saw us coming, he would scream
out to urge on his beast and warn us to make room.
Mahomet and Moreno invariably disputed the right
of way, and kept shouting to them and beating their
mules and donkeys back; and a volley of Arabic
would be shot from both sides, leading to the con-
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clusion that a bloody conflict was impending. Once
I remonstrated; but the fire in Moreno’s eye was
more alarming than the hostility of the Moors, so I
changed my mind, and did as the others did. When-
ever I saw a donkey coming, I leaned over and struck
it with my stick. I dislike cruelty to animals; but
if every man you meet curses you and strikes your
mule, what can you do but curse him and strike
back? Once we met a party of over twenty; the
majority rode mules and donkeys, but there were two
horsernen. Among the crowd were two Spaniards, a
man and a woman. The latter wore a white veil,
and looked as if she was tired enough of the com-
pany she was obliged to keep. A crowd of dirty
Moors, yelling and screaming, surrounded her, form-
ing her escort. She and the Spanish gentleman
who rode with her were the only ones of the party
who did not order us to stand aside and make way.
As we passed through this horde, my mule was be-
labored on both sides at once; and I was unable to
return the compliment in full, though I struck out.
and hit whatever came within reach.

The women were uncommonly quiet when we met
then,, sitting mutely on their donkeys or at the side
of the road. All the talking was done by the men,
which seemed unnatural. They all wore the yellow-
ish white burnoose, showing only one eye; and never
lifted up their voices, whatever the cause for com-
plaint. But they were real women. While the men
invariably passed me without condescending to look
at me, contented to curse with averted eyes and to
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strike my poor mule, I found that the one visible eye
of the woman always met mine. One delicious
spectacle presented itself; a huge Moor, very fat and
very yellow, came along riding a mule, his four wives
on donkeys following in a line. The Moor looked
neither to the right nor to the left, passing the “dog
of a Christian” in quiet scorn. But the women—the
wives—as they approached, turned, each of them, her
one visible orb full upon me with true feminine
curiosity ; and I gravely saluted each in turn.
What, O what, was there hidden behind those yellow
veils? And was one old and ugly, and another young
and fair, and another—but, alas! I shall never know.
What a land !

It was half an hour past midday, and we had been
climbing up and climbing down for several hours in
the scorching sun, when we came in sight of the great
caravansarai on the top of the mountains. It looked
like a fortress ; a high stone wall about a hundred feet
in length and breadth with one door in the middle of
one side, is what it appears from without. It is built
of the roughest masonry, and must be centuries old—
delightful to the student of Ruskin and medisval art,
for no modern restorer has ever laid sacrilegeous hand
thereon, or taken up a subscription for repairs. There
it stands, there it has stood, there it will stand ; cen-
turies come, centuries go, it changeth not, save for the
occasional falling of another stone, which, like the tree
in the hymn, “as it falls, so it must lie.” Some stones
had fallen on the ground under the arched entrance,
and looked as if they had lain there for a century ;
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no one, I suppose, had ever thought of taking them
away. Ifelt tempted to do it myself; but I was stiff,
and, besides, the act in Moorish eyes would have
seemed an evidence of unsound mind.

The inside is like the outside—unrestored through-
out. A rough arcade runs around the inner side of
the wall; and under the arches is shelter for man and
beast. The court in the middle is covered with loose
stones, left there when it was built. When it rains,
they lie there among the mud; when it is fine, the
dust blows on them ; half an hour’s labor would cart
them all outside, and make a level courtyard. In
one corner the caretaker lives, along with a few
ragged, unkempt individuals, who carry guns and
are supposed to act as protectors from robbers and
other ills.

Rude as it was, I rejoiced greatly at thesight of it.
Moreno rejoiced also. He felt the heat, I the fatigue
of climbing and the discomfort of a Moorish saddle.
As for me, I revelled in the hot sunlight, and chaffed
him on finding it warm in January. In the summer
months the heat on these hills must be intense, to the
European almost unbearable; though, for my part, I
prefer (in this present world) a land -with a warm
climate. We left the mules in the court in charge of
a Moor, and made our way over to the corner of the
caravansarai reserved for human beings. On a wide
divan covered with brown matting lay a dissolute-
looking young Moor, stupefying himself with the
fumes of hasheesh. Some one gave him a shake and
a kick, and he disappeared into an inner room, while
I took his place.




king them
1 was stiff,
ould have

d through-
per side of
»r man and
with loose
yn it rains,
is fine, the
would cart
rtyard. In
vith a few
' guns and
'obbers and

;sight of it.
the fatigue

yrish saddle.
and chaffed
the summer
tense, to the
r my part, I
[ith a warm
in charge of
worner of the
On a wide
a dissolute-
sIf with the
a shake and
» room, while

A RIDE IN MOROCCO. 57

The Englishmen with their escort we met riding
out as we rode in, which I half regretted and half not,
being more intent, for the moment, on food and wine
than the forming of new acquaintances. The appear-
ance of Moreno, bringing cold chicken, bread and
mandarins, with a bottle of wine under his arm, was
more refreshing than anything else could possibly
have been at that moment; and we fell to, and began
to feast.

It was truly delicious, that lunch at the caravan-
sarai ; and I ute and drank like a half-starved creature,
Moreno having proved himself a good caterer. He
sat on the divan beside me and shared my meal,
Mahomet sitting cross-legged a short distance away.
The latter had provided his own refreshment, and it
consisted of half a loaf of hard brown bread, which he
munched in dignified silence. T desired to share my
better provision with him ; and, though at first refus-
ing utterly in Scriptural fashion, he ended by taking
something of everything—except the wine, which
being a devout Mussulman, he refused to touch. This
commandment they seem to keep. A member of the
Woman’s Christian Temperance Union coming over-

worked and disheartened to Morocco, might, as long
as she remained among the natives, enjoy complete
repose. Should the call to arise and be doing suddenly
come to her, she need only attach herself to the first
European she meets ; for in this cholera-ridden country
no one ever ventures far without a goodly supply of
wine.

After we had finished our food, the Moors brought
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us coffee, which they made in the inner room over a
fire of charcoal. Moreno and I both appreciated it.
Mahomet preferred tea—or hot mint and sugar—and,
having lighted his hasheesh pipe again, presented it to
me with some ceremony, as is the custom of the
country when you desire to pay a compliment.

I bowed gravely in acknowledgment. Hasheesh, or
Indian hemp, is not to be indulged in with impunity
by the novice; a pipe or two produce intoxication ;
one or two more stupefaction. However, I took the
pipe and had a few whiffs, Moreno warning me not to
smoke much of it, and returned it with several bows.
I found my own pipe and tobacco preferable.

“In half an hour we start to go,” said Moreno sol-
emnly, not looking, however, as if he were in a hurry
to move. I remonstrated on the short time allowed
for a rest, and was again threatened with bandits. A
party of English, men and women, had, he said, made
the journey in three days, having tents and an escort
of soldiers. If I had wished to goslowly, I could have
done it of course—for a consideration. Speaking of
money suggested the land of freedom. “Do American
women ever come this way?” I asked. “Have you
ever acted as courier to any ?”

The effect of this question was painful to see.
Moreno’s happy expression vanished, he assumed a
tragic air, and said, “ Once—but do not ask me!”

“But why can you not tell me? You acted as
courier to some ladies—"

“Once—it was a bad time—do not ask me.”

Nevertheless I persisted in knowing. “It can do
you no harm to tell me now, Moreno; it is all over.”
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“Two American women come—come to Morocco—
come to Tangier; and they say they ride to Tetuan.”

“ Well, go on, Moreno; don’t be ill.”

“They dress in silk—silk—to come to Morocco;
silk—dresses of silk—it is true.” Moreno’s face was
a study.

“Very unwise. And they rode to Tetuan ?”

“They dress—it is for the theatre—to ride to
Tetuan ; it is true.”

“Did they get there ?”

“No! They say donkeys, I say mules; they say
.donkeys, I say horses; they say donkeys, I say
anything not donkeys; they say donkeys. We ride
donkeys.”

All his charges had evidently not been as obedient
as L.

“And then, Moreno, having got their own way
about the donkeys, what happened ?”

“My God! In the mountains came a storm, came
a wind, came a rain—rain, wind—rain, wind—rain,
wind. Donkeys fall all the time ; dresses wet all the
time ; women cry all the time.” And then followed
an outburst in sonorous Spanish, in which the un-
fortunate women were consigned to a land many
times hotter than Morocco, and to the care of guar-

dians compared to whom the savage bandits of the
mountains were lambs.

“What on earth did you do, Moreno ?”

Moreno lifted his hand and raised his eyes with
the air of a tragedian. “God Himself, in heaven,
know what I do that day—I do not !”
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Mahomet, having smoked several pipes of hasheesh,
rose and went to fetch the mules. I would willingly
have rested for several hours on the divan, and slept
and dreamed away the hot afternoon; but such a
blissful experience was not to be mine. Instead
there was the Moorish saddle and the rocky hills;
and prudence dictated an early start. We paid the
keeper of the caravansarai for our coffee, distributed
a few coppers among the ragged individuals who
hung around, and took our leave.

The sun was now very hot, and beat down fiercely
on us as we descended the hillside. The first two .
hours’ riding after you leave the caravansarai, is by
far the worst part of the journey; it is all climbing
up and going down steep hills over the rocks. The
only alleviation is a delightful view of the city of
Tetuan, lying in a green valley, far below in the
distance. It is fifteen miles away, or “four hours,”
as they say in Morocco, counting distances by the
time it takes to traverse them, having no measure-
ments by the mile. The two cities, Tangier and
Tetuan, are forty-five miles apart, a good day’s
journey when you take into account the country to
be crossed. To be done comfortably. one should take
two days to it. But there in the valley, far away,
lay Tetuan, a long white streak, looking like a string
of pearls and opals lying on emerald velvet; a back-
ground of soft purple mountain towering above it,
blending with the blue of the sky. There it lay, the
full gleam of the sunlight upon it; for we were
travelling due east, and the sun was now behind us.
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As we descended we lost it, and two weary hours
passed before we saw it again; and then it began to
appear as we went up and down, again and again,
seeming always to be as far away as ever. It seemed
a long afternoon; but gradually one felt the sun was
getting lower and lower, and hot upon one’s back.
The shadows of the mountains grew longer and
longer; blue shadows crept over the green vallies
around us, and the purple hill-tops lighted up before
us, and shone like purple-gold. And we kept slowly
on our way, step after step, Mahomet’s white turban
and flowing cloak disappearing down the hillside in
front of me, and Moreno swearing in Arabic to urge
on the mules behind—a solemn procession.

The road improves as you approach Tetuan, and
the last hour and a half is by far the best part of the
journey. The path leads through a long valley, which
presently becomes a gorge, the purple mountains rising
almost perpendicularly a little distance away. The
sun shone brightly through the gorge, the entrance
being full west; but in a short time we emerged upon
a plain, a large valley completely shut in by the high
mountains ; and, turning to the right, found ourselves
in the shadow of the hills. Here we started the mules
into a gallop, and went briskly along in the shade for
about two miles, until we came to a river. The river
was forded, and then we found ourselves in the sun-
light again, with a hill in front of us to be climbed.
But it was the last hill, and we took it leisurely.

When we at last got down into the green valley
again, Moreno informed me that there were no more
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mountains to pass over. We could not see Tetuan,
but he assured me that we were getting there in good
time, before the gates closed. So we rode on in peace,
in the shadow of the mountains, the hilltops all aglow
with the glory of the sunset.

Moreno fell quiet at the end, and even left off talk-
ing to his mule. In perfect silence we rode, now at a
walking pace, now at a trot, through this wild valley,
‘with the glow of evening around and above, and an
even stillness in the earth and sky. And, though it
seemed that we would never do it, yet in the end the
last hill was rounded, the last brook forded; and we
began to ascend the slow-rising plain, with the white
walls of the city gleaming golden in the rays of the
setting sun before us.

Here it became noisy again, for we mingled with a
stream of people who were returning from the country
for the night, some driving their flocks and herds
before them. Flocks of black goats, sheep with the
shepherd going before them, donkeys toiling under
heavy loads, women carrying baskets, men on foot,
men on mules, a motley crowd—we all mingled
together, picking our way over the worst of roads,
Jjumping ditches, and stopping occasionally at the
boundaries of vineyards to decide which was the
pathway and which the wall.

Tetuan is a walled town, lying in a green valley,
forty-five miles east of Tangier. Mountains, destitute
of vegetation, rise more or less precipitously, a few
miles away, on every side. The white walls are pic-
turesque, old and ruinous, weather-stained and crum-
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bling ; here and there are the dilapidated remains of

towers, and here and there a gate, which is closed at
sunset. Seen in the golden glow cast by the setting
sun, this dilapidated old wall with its crumbling
towers and its old-time gateway with the black
shadows under the arch, looked like the picture of
another age. It all had a dead-and-gone look, as if
it were but the ghost of the city one saw; and one
seemed to smell the grave. Yet it was full enough
of life, and noisy enough within and without—the
strange fantastic life of the East unveiled in all its
novelty and charm. One can image, not describe, the
scene—camels, mvles, donkeys, flocks of sheep and
goats, crowds of men and women, all hurrying along
together, jostling, crying, swearing, struggling along
pell-mell up the stony path, close to the ecrumbling
walls, under the archway, through the gate; while
the setting sun threw a halo of glory around every
nook and cranny, and made the dirty yellow burnoose,
the tawny cloak of the Arab, the red fez and the
white turban, gleam brightly with gorgeous color as
the mob struggled along.

We went in with them, and passed out of the sunset
into a narrow street, whence all sunshine, except when
the sun was directly overhead, was excluded. Inside,
the city was all animation. The hour for closing the
gates was drawing near, the day's work was done, a
motley crowd filled the narrow streets, and we were
surrounded on all sides. As we turned to the right
and took the street leading to the “ Christians’ quar-
ter,” where there was an inn, a crowd of young men
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and boys gathered around us, beating the mules,
asking for money, and urging us on, with shouts
and laughter, over the uneven pavement.

The fonda, or inn, to which we made our way, was
kept by Spaniards; and here let me say that, what-
ever be the discomforts of travel in Morocco, a clean
bed and a good dinner are obtainable in Tetuan. The
inn was a good one. It was a quaint, square building,
several stories high, with three small rooms on each
flat ; and from a distance looked like a tower.

I was tired enough to drop with fatigue, but decided
to dine first. Messrs. X. and Y., the two Englishmen
who had ridden on ahead of us, had dinner with me;
and so good was the dinner and so excellent the wine,
that we forgot we were fagged out, and sat up till
midnight, talking about Morocco and comparing our
experiences on the mountains.

III.

MoRENO was always waking and calling me early ;
he did not exactly suggest the “May Queen,” being
very prosaic; but his habits recalled the first line of
that poem to one’s mind. I was aroused from a sweet
sleep to find him, dressed for riding, standing by my
bedside. His expression suggested that of a mourner
at a funeral come to find another mourner, and fearful
lest the burying take place without him.

“You will be up at once ?” he enquired, anxiously.

“No, I think not—in faet, I think I shall stay in
bed.”
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“Sir!” in an accent of dismay.

“Is it a fine day, Moreno ?”

“It is a fine day. You will get up ?”

“Not I; T am going to stay in bed awhile. Seven
o'clock ? T mean to stay here until ten.”

When we had retired to bed we had all registered
a solemn vow that we would have our own way for
once, and remain in bed till we chose to rise. I could
hear Gilali, the other courier, trying to arouse Messrs.
X.and Y., as I lay there. Whatever weakness they
might show, I was determined I would keep to my
purpose.

For a few minutes Moreno was unable to speak ;
then he stammered out a few sentences.

“There is Tetuan—you will see Tetuan? There
are gardens—orange gardens; you will see orange
gardens ? It will take all day; in five hours with the
mules”—

“Ah, those poor mules! they must be so tired. Let
them have a rest, Moreno.”

The disgust in Moreno’s face at the idea of giving
the mules a rest was worthy of a picture. His jaw
fell ; he looked at me again, and said doubtfully, “ Are
you well 2”

“I never felt better,” I said cheerily, which was
true; I never did. “But I don’t know how I should
feel if I went riding; I might be stifft. We say in
English, ‘Let well alone.’”

Moreno did not understand. He stood a minute or
two looking at me, and then began to tell me a story ;
as a fond parent will sometimes tell a troublesome
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child how differently a neighbor’s little boy behaved
under similar circumstances. “There was a man,”
said he, “and he was an English man—and his name
was Mr, F.—and he came to Morocco, and he said
he would ride to Tetuan; and he did ride. And
when he came to Tetuan he could not lift himself on
the mule, because he was a—sick ?—no, not sick—he
was a”"—

I suggested, “ A delicate man.”

“He was a delicate man; and he came to Tetuan,
and he could not move himself on his legs "—

“He was stiff from riding ; so am L.”

“ And Mahomet took the legs of him, and I took the
arms of him, and we took him up the stairs and we
put him in this bed.”

“If I had only known, I should have saved myself
three flights of rather steep stairs,” I said, inter-
rupting. :

“ And we put him in this bed, and he was a delicate
man "—he raised his whip—*“in the morning—HE—
got up!”

I threw my head back and laughed. “I am deli-
cate, too, Moreno. I shall get up, too—in time. Not
now—not to see paradise, much less dirty Tetuan.
Let me alone. Come back at ten. And let those poor
mules rest and eat barley ; it will be a day for them
to look back upon all their lives.”

So Moreno, finding it hopeless to think of infusing
some of his own spirit into me, was forced to go away
and mourn alone. He first brought me some coffee,
remarking that the delicate Mr. F. had got out nf bed
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to take his, But I ignored the precedent. Then I
was left in peace.

At ten o'clock I went out with him to see Tetuan.
We first wended our way to the market-place, through
a number of ill-smelling streets. Moreno often as-
sured me that the inside of a Moorish house is clean ;
it ought to be, for everything in the shape of dirt and
refuse is flung out of it into the street. So bad is the
pavement and so numerous the heaps of garbage, that
one is obliged to walk as if tipsy—on both sides of
the street at once.

The market place, a great square, was a busy sight,
full of country people who had come to sell, and
towns-people who had come to buy. To buy any-
thing, even an orange, requires much bargaining;
needless to say, there was a great clatter of tongues.
The donkeys, who had brought the produce of the
farms in on their backs, stood in groups, looking
sleepy and contented in the bright sunshine, occa-
sionaily chewing a wisp of straw or nibbling at each
other’s necks. Around on the four sides of the square
rose glittering white walls, dazzling in the sunlight as
only a whitewashed wall can be; and, looking be-
yond, one could see the minarets of the mosques
standing out against the blue sky.

The scene suggested Naples. Everyone was begging,
and chattering without a pause for breath; while, at
the same time, no one seemed capable of any other
exertion. The vendors of fruit sat on the ground in
groups, with heaps of splendid oranges and man-

darins spread on mats before them, patches of golden
5
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yellow glittering here and there in the sun. Those
who sold fruit and vegetables were mostly women,
and they sat on the ground, cross-legged like the men,
the unsightly burnoose hiding all the head but one
eye. But though preserving the strictest decorum in
this respect, according to eastern ideas, it may be re-
marked that in the land of the Infidel some of them
would have been considered scarcely decently clad.

We walked about followed by children who asked
for money, and urged by the market-women to buy
as we passed. A sharp eye and a brown hand would
emerge from what appeared to be a bundle of un-
bleached cotton; and, while the eye held us, the hand
would deftly finger the heap of oranges in front,
turning them over to show off their glorious color and
size, a voice from an unseen mouth speaking volubly
in an unknown tongue.

As I stood at the upper end of the square, I sud-
denly became aware that I was the centre of an
interesting crowd. An old Arab Shereef or descen-
dant of the Prophet, who was followed by a number
of little boys and beggars, had approached me, and was
going round and round me in a circle, intoning a sort
of chant. He was a very old man, with a beard like
cotton wool. His head was surmounted by some-
thing that looked like a flower-basket turned upside
down and embroidered with sentences in green. The
remainder of his costume consisted simply of a dirty
white bedgown and slippers. In one hand he held a
large basket, not unlike the one that adorned his head ;
and, as he went round and round intoning, he kept




Those
women,
he men,
put one
yrum in
y be re-
»f them
clad.
o asked
to buy
1 would

of un-
he hand
1 front,
slor and
volubly

3, I sud-
> of an
descen-
number
and was
T sort
ard like
y some-
d upside
m. The
' a dirty
e held a
iis head 5
he kept

A RIDE IN MOROCCO. 69

swinging the basket backward and forward in my
face. “Who on earth is he?” I called out to
Moreno, who stood apart.

“That old man is holy,” said Moreno.

The old wretch smiled on me, and waved the
basket with more muscle. He kept on turning,
moving round me in a circle; and I began to turn
also, so as to keep facing him. This caused much
merriment among the crowd ; and a number of small
boys began to circle outside the old prophet, so that
we formed g sort of “circus with double rings.”

“What does he want, Moreno?”

“ He want money, that old man,” said Moreno.

I might have guessed as much. I gave him a few
coppers, for I was getting dizzy, turning round this
way. The money had its usual effect. These Moors
and Arabs are not like organ-grinders who play on a
little longer to show their gratitude ; the moment your
money is in their hands you become but a “dog of a
Christian,” and as the dirt under their feet. The old
swindler turned his back on me and went his way.
Moreno and I wended our way to the bazaar.

There are many. Members of the same craft dwell
in the same street. We went first to see the shoe-
makers. A shoe-shop in Tetuan is a small square
room, with a divan running round two sides. One
side is open to the street; and on the fourth are
arranged shelves, whereon are displayed the shoes
ready for sale. The shoemaker sits cross-legged on
the divan, cutting, polishing and sewing; a solemn-
looking individual he is. And they all look the same.
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Carlyle, in his fruitless search for the ideal workman
in this age of quackery and sham, would have found
him in Morocco. For the shoemaker does his work
in a manner that would have charmed the Sage of
Chelsea, sewing away as if all the world was a pair
of shoes, and he had the making thereof.

From the shoemakers we went to the Jews, for it
was only a step to the Jewish quarter. I did not
remain long among the sons of Abraham; neither
their appearance nor their dwellings invited a close
acquaintance. Ragged as the poorer Moors are, one
felt in the Jewish quarter that there are infinite
degrees of raggedness. The same may be said of
dirt. I can only hope that the inside of the Jews’
houses was cleaner than the outside. Compared with
the Jewish quarter, the rest of the city was clean.
It is a melancholy fact, however, that in Morocco
neither Jew, Christian nor Moslem seems to have any
leaning toward that virtue which is next to godliness.

One of the most interesting sights in Tetuan is the
street of the gun shops. These little shops are all in
arow; all are very small, and the tools used therein
are of the most primitive kind. But there were the
gunsmiths hammering, sawing, chopping, polishing,
twisting, in little holes with a floor of clay, a bench
for furniture, and a fire, a knife and a hammer for
machinery.

It was most interesting; and we stood in different
doorways watching the workers inside. In one place
we saw a man with a hatchet cutting pieces of walnut,
until they took the shape of a stock for a gun.
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These, when cut into shape, were held in the smoke
of the fire until they were blackened with it; then
they were hastily oiled and stood up against the wall
to dry. In another shop a man was polishing a
barrel, and it looked to be a very poor barrel indeed ;
in fact I had my suspicions, when I examined it, that
it had served as a piece of gas-pipe in its better days.
A few steps farther, and I saw a gun being put
together. They are very clumsy weapons as far as
use is concerned ; but it must be confessed that they
are extremely ornamental, for the Moorish gun is
very long and is covered with brass-work. When a
Moor carries one, and has one or two knives besides
in their glittering brass sheaths, he is quite a formid-
able looking person, reminding you of Byron’s Tales,
dear old Monte Cristo, and such things.

We saw the prison and the palace, but not the
Cadi, for which I was extremely sorry. I heard
about him, however; he had bought his way to
power, just as our rulers do in the West, paying the
Sultan to put him in instead of the sovereign people.
It seems to me the Moorish way is the better, as far
as the politicians themselves are concerned; you
certainly know where you are. The Cadi in power
had his predecessor in prison, carefully guarded, and
with iron rings on his ankles. With us the pre-
decessor is leading the Opposition in Parliament,
making mischief every moment. In Morocco, if you
are in, you are in; if you are out, you are out. I
was very curious to see the late Cadi, but it was
impossible, Moreno said ; the man in possession kept

B e S et o
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him closely guarded. They told me he was quite
contented with his lot, grateful to be allowed to exist
at all, submissive to destiny. I could not see him, but
was obliged to be content with a view of his dungeon
from the outsidle—a massive stone building whose
grim walls we passed on our way to the chief glory
of Tetuan —the great mosque.

They won'’t let you go into the latter. A plank is
placed across the entrance, over which may step
neither dog nor Christian. A3 a matter of fact, the
whole place is visible from the outside, so it matters
little whether you go in or not. Wide horse-shoe
arches form the entrance; and by standing with my
feet against the plank and my body bent forward, I
could survey the whole of the interior at my leisure.
It was a big, oblong court, covered at the top, and
with an arcade running around every side. The
arches of the arcade were the usual horse-shoe arch,
and all covered with arabesque mosaic in white and
blue. I saw no other color. The floor was paved
with white marble, and in the middle was a slab of
marble a foot in height, with a slight hollow in it.
From the ceiling, within about ten feet of the pave-

ment, hung at least fifty ostrich eggs, of a pale opaque

white or bluish color. It was a beautiful interior in
its way, but cold and bare. After the palaces one
sees in the south of Spain, those of Morocco look poor
indeed. 1 was told that at Fez there are to be seen
courts and galleries in the palace of the Sultan in
which the beauty and design of the ornamentation
are scarcely inferior to that of the Alhambra itself.
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Whether it be so or no, I cannot say ; a British consul
told me, and the consul had been told so by a
Spaniard who was a plumber, and who had been
hired by the Sultan to do some plumbing in the
royal residence. How a Sultan of Morocco, with
the power of life and death in his hands, came to
allow a plumber to escape with his head on his
shoulders the consul could not say.

Moreno suggested at last—I thought he never
would—that we should go home; so we returned to
the inn. When I reached the fonda I was greeted
by X. and Y., who congratulated me on having gone
into the town to spend the day, instead of to visit the
orange gardens outside the gates. They had gone to
the latter. I asked about the orange gardens, but X.
and Y. remembered nothing about them; they could
recall only stones, ditches and mud ; and declared that
a visit to the gardens was but the last straw in the
way of breaking one’s back and dislocating one’s
jemts. I went out and told Moreno. Moreno’s face
lighted up almost into the semblance of a smile, and
he gave vent to a loud “Ha, ha!” With a guide like
Gilali and a soldier like Ibrahim, what else was to
be expected? Let me ride out with him and
Mahomet, and he would show me a paradise—the
mules were all ready and were eating their heads off.
But to his entreaties I turned a deaf ear, and went
back to my friends.

X. was a handsome bachelor, Y. a married man;
and one of the advantages of matrimony, omitted by
St. Paul and not enumerated in the Book of Common
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Prayer, became apparent : Mrs. Y., not knowing what
sort of fare would be provided for her husband, had
given him a package, which, when opened, was found
to contain some Ceylon tea. We ordered hot water,
and soon had a delicious brew. There was no milk
to be got; but they brought us some strips of bread
toasted and some stiff jelly made from oranges, which
formed a most palatable accompaniment to the tea.

Having discovered that there was a British Consul
at Tetuan, X. and Y. had resolved to go out and look
for him; and when we had finished our tea, they set
forth. As they proposed bringing him back to have
dinner with us, I did not go with them ; but, instead,
ascended to the house-top to get a good view of the
city, and pry, as far as possible, into the affairs of the
neighbors.

As I have before mentioned, the fonda was built in
the shape of a tower. My room was on the third flat;
and, after ascending another flight of stone stairs, I
found myself on the house-top, around which ran a
low wall. The view of the city was a splendid one.
I could look down into several of the narrow filthy
streets, and watch the people and the donkeys seram-
bling together in the dirt beneath. The minsrets of
different mosques rose here and there, and very white
and clean they looked, standing out against the sky.
The sun was descending, and the great mountain
which rises west of Tetuan concealed it from view,
throwing a deep blue shadow over the open land and
the greater part of the city; while the green valley
and the hills rising to the eastward shone brightly in
the sunlight.
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I had also the satisfaction of looking down into our
neighbor’s garden. Seen from the street, one could
just perceive a touch of green above a high white
wall ; looking down from above, one saw the touch of
green to be the top of a large orange-tree, fairly bend-
ing under the burden of fruit it bore—large yellow
oranges, the whole tree a blaze of color with them.
The oranges of Morocco are, I think, the most deli-
cious in the world; and I am sure these were the
finest oranges in Morocco.

But I should not have cared to stand under that
tree, or, indeed, anywhere near it. The garden was
simply a pool of filth, mud and water that looked to
be knee-deep. There was a fig-tree in one corner and
a vine grew against the wall; but there was no sign
of verdure nor even a path to be seen—nothing but
the ground of a pig-sty. It was far, indeed, from
fulfilling one’s idea of “living under your own vine
and fig-tree "—even with the oranges thrown in. The
place looked desolate. A ragged man, sitting on a
stone in the gateway, was the only visible occupant ;
and he sat as still as a statue, with a vacant look in
his eyes. Mine host of the fonda, who had come up
after me to point out different “objects of interest,”
suggested that he was waiting to say his prayers. I
suppose it had never entered into his head that it
would be nice to clean up the garden.

I stood watching the shadows creep over the vallies,
and the people coming in from the country for the
night, until a noise below announced the return of X.
and Y. They had found the consul, and brought him
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back with them. After a little while dinner was
served, and we sat down at the table, a party of
four.

The consul was a most interesting person. He
was a man of considerable parts, and possessed the
gift of tongues in a high degree. Eight years’ resi-
dence in Morocco had made him familiar with all the
manners and customs of the people; and we learned
more about the country from him in a few hours than
we could have learnt in a month from guides and
books. How that man did talk! It was eight
months since he had seen an English face and heard
his mother-tongue—but he made up for lost time
that night! I felt rather pleased that I had known
so little of the people before coming among them, for
the tales he told us were blood-curdling. One felt
like the man above whose head hung the scimitar
suspended by a hair.

After dinner, the consul suggested that we should
all go home with him to spend a quiet evening ; and I
went below to tell Moreno that I was going out with-
out him. Moreno thought I was running a great
risk, going about the city with no better guide than
Gilali. I remarked that, besides Gilali, we were four
Englishmen, and had Moors with lanterns to light us
on our way. He allowed me to go, but waived all
responsibility for the consequences.

Two Moors with lanterns went in front, and we
came behind with Gilali, X. and Y.’s courier. The
streets at night are dark and dismal, and a lantern is
indispensable. The consul lived in one of these dark
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lanes, but not in the Christians’ quarter, to which he
told us he had refused to move. The Christians, a
few Spanish of the lowest class, live in a very unde-
sirable locality ; and the consul preferred to dwell
apart from them. Every week or so, he said, he
received a message from the Cadi, requesting him to
go to his own place; but hitherto he had resisted all
efforts to dislodge him, professing, like Abdul- Hamid
of Turkey, a keen wish to satisfy all demands—and
holding on.

An iron gate was unlocked by a servant within,
and we entered a small triangular court, off which
the rooms of the house opened. He led us into the
chief of these, a long, low room, the furniture of
which would have driven a European woman of
fashion wild with envy. During his eight years’
residence in Morocco he had collected an immense
number of curios, and the place was crammed with
them, stuffs such as one cannot buy elsewhere,
pottery, and all manner of odds and ends. We spent
some time in examining these, and the interest was
increased by the curious tales attaching to many.
When we finished our examination of the furniture,
we stretched ourselves on a comfortable divan, and
our host brought out a jar of whisky and some
tobacco, bidding us make ourselves at home—which
it need hardly be said we did.

The best tobacco can be secured in Tangier, brought
thither from England. As for the whisky, we needed
it to buoy our spirits up, for our entertainer pro-
ceeded to tell us stories of the country. He had told
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us some at dinner; but, with true art, had reserved
.the best for the hours of evening. I shall never for-
get those stories. They are not to be told here, nor
would it be possible to give all the gruesome details
which heightened the effect. Every vice under the sun
must flourish in Morocco in its most aggravated form,

and every villainy which it entereth into the heart of
 man to devise must lend a dramatic interest to the
dullest of Moorish lives. No one tale, taken alone,
would convey an idea of the scope and ingenuity of a
Moor who wishes to break a commandment. And
his manner of telling was most impressive ; he used
few words and indulged in no superlatives, recounting
what he had himself seen, as if he had been in tbe
witness-box. We listened, sipping whisky at inter-
vals, reflecting that we were in Tetuan, and could not,
by any conceivable effort, get out of the country
within forty-eight hours.

The evening passed rapidly, and we were loath to
leave. But we were all tired; so we roused the
Moors who were sitting in the court jabbering, and
proceeded to say good-bye. The lanterns were lighted,
we all made our way out, and the consul himself
locked the heavy iron gate after us. We were sorry
to part from him, for he was a fine fellow. His life,
spent in that wretched corner of the world, would if
written, read like a tale of the Dark Ages.

Again we sallied forth into the dark streets, picking
our way over the uneven pavement and round the
puddles with the help of the lanterns in front.
After winding in and out through a labyrinth of
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lanes, our guides came to a stand-still at a spot where

three streets met. Around on every side were high,
crumbling walls without a window to be seen, dark
archways indicating the entrance to a house or lane
as it might be. The Moors with the lanterns had a
long story to tell Gilali, and kept pointing this way
and that, the flickering light, as the lanterns were
swung around, forming weird shadows, now on this
side, now on that. The three were talking hurriedly
in low tones, and gesticulating; all were enjoying it
hugely, for Moors love a sensational story. Gilali
understood no English, but spoke a little Spanish.
X. was the only one of the three of us who could
understand him ; and he, after some coaxing, learned
the reason of the stoppage. A dark and bloody deed
—robbery and murder—had been done a few nights
previously in this lonely spot. Gilali gave very few
particulars; but the gestures of the Moors were
sufficiently suggestive.

Glancing around, I thought I saw somebody
crouching in the darkness under one of the arch-
ways. We went toward the spot, and a flash from
the lantern revealed the dead body—not of a man
but of a donkey. The poor beast had evidently
dragged itself up to the wall and leaned against it for
support, when death had come to end its life of toil
and tribulation. Despite the associations of the spot
selected, it had not been a violent death. To judge
from its expression, indeed, it looked as if the animal
had died of grief.

We hurried away from this uncanny spot, feeling
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as if we were to.figure in one of the consul’s future
tales. Our footfalls echoed on the stones as if they
had been the sound of robbers in pursuit; assassins
lay concealed in every shadow; every puddle was a
pool of blood. As a matter of fact, the streets were
almost deserted. Now and then we saw a form
crouching under an archway, or a solitary figure dis-
appearing round a corner; but these people were
silent, and might have been ghosts. We seemed to
be the only living beings in the city. Not a light
was to be seen, save the fitful glare of our lanterns
lighting the path ahead; not a sound but our own
footfalls broke the stillness. At last, after a good
deal of turning in and out, we arrived safe at the
fonda. Moreno was sitting up for me, and was, I
think, a little disappointed at seeing me return with-
out a wound. However he sent me to bed without a
scolding ; and we all went to sleep to dream of battle
and murder and sudden death.

IV.

MorNING, however, dispels all fears: and a lovelier
morning than that which broke the following day
never dawned. It is needless to say that Moreno
was the first to taste of its delights, and that he rose
with intent that I should share them with him.
Early, early, while the purple mountains were light-
ing up with the first tints of misty sunshine, we
were in the saddle and away.

We all rode out together, Gilali and Moreno,
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Ibrahim and Mahomet ahead, I following with X.
and Y. But while X,, Y. and myself rode side by side,
enjoying each other’s conversation, discussing the
incidents of the previous evening and drinking in
the fresh air of the mountains with thankful souls,
the same happy state of things did not exist among
our servants. Moreno and Gilali had a deadly feud,
and Mahomet and Ibrahim regarded each other with
feelings of the bitterest disdain. It was pointed out
to me by Moreno, and I had noticed it before myself,
that Ibrahim carried no gun. So poorly are the
Sultan’s soldiers paid that they are frequently obliged
to beg for food, or have recourse to other trade than
that of soldiering ; and it often happens that, no other
remedy being available, they are compelled to pawn
their weapons to obtain the means of subsistence.
Ibrahim’s gun was in pawn; and he was trusting to
the munificence of Messrs. X. and Y. to get it out
again.

Fineness of feeling is apparently not one of the
Arab characteristics ; for Mahomet rode side by side
with Ibrahim, taunting him the while. Violent alter-
cations in dignified Arabic disturbed the serenity of
the morning; and we rode on, Moreno and Gilali
quarrelling behind, and Mahomet jeering and mocking
in front. Mahomet, I was pleased to ohserve, pre-
sented much the better figure of the two, with his
long gun and good clothes; Ibrahim was ragged.
These soldiers go with one to protect one from Rifs,
the tribe of brigands who are one of the curses of
Morocco; but it looked as if all the fighting we were
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to have would -be among ourselves. Finally I
thought it wise to put an end to the dispute, and we
separated, X. and Y. going on ahead with their escort,
and I following in the old way, Mahomet before
me and Moreno behind. Thenceforward all went
smoothly, the disputants reserving their curses for
the poor mules.

I had been too tired at the end of the journey
thither to fully appreciate the country around 'I'ctuan.
We were riding through a wide valley which ended
in a gorge between the mountains; and the path ran,
twisting and turning, among the greenest of low-
growing palmettos. Such green, then to be seen at
its best after the winter rains, was wonderful ; so
deep, so rich, so full, glowing in the sunlight. All
around us were mountains rising precipitously into
the hlue heavens, tinted with green and greenish-
grey, and blue-brown and richest purple, lighted with
the sun of Africa. There is little sign of vegetation
on these hills, they are arid; to the agriculturist,
such as he is, they are waste land; to the man of
commerce they are an obstacle great beyond measure.
But to the traveller who looks for richness of color
and picturesque form, they are sublime. The path
ran along on the level for two or three miles; and the
mules went along at a gallop, making good time.
Indeed Moreno said that if he had known we were to
ride so fast he would not have been up so early—
though that T cannot believe. I said as much. In
answer I was told that I might take my own time at
the caravansarai, and rest two hours if I pleased ; and
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I mentally decided to do so, though I was sorry after-
wards, as will appear.

At last we reached the mountains, and the vseari-
some climb up and down began. It seemed to me
sometimes that we were going at the rate of a mile
an hour. But the mules were the sole judges of the
pace ; and they go through life on the copy-book
principle of “slow and sure” Climb after climb,
deseent after descent, the same stones carefully
arranged across the path, the same giddy turns, the
same jumps, the same streams to be forded. When-
ever there are two paths, the mule chooses the one
the rider would avoid; whenever there is a choice
between walking near the mountain-side and walking
on the brink of a precipice, the mule chooses the
1 rocipice—acting from a desire, doubtless, not uncom-
mon in human-kind, of showing that he can do it if
he likes—*“and always untie him and he will find him-
self ” shouted Moreno at a bad place; so that we
invariably went along the brink wherever there was
a brink to keep clear of.

It was a delightful ride, however; and we kept
meeting the same curious and interesting types of
native—Arabs and Moors, or Berbers, as they are often
called in books; and stately camels, and camels that
had had their day and were no longer stately ;
and donkeys in whose expression whole gencrations
of resignation seemed concentrated ; and mules—but
all mules look alike-—and occasionally a horseman,
haughty Arab with magnificent eyes and flowing

turban, who would ride up, meeting us with a grave
6
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salute, which no Moor ever condescended to do. It
was delightful. And in due time we arrived at the
old caravansarai, and found X. and Y. already lunch-
ing on the greensward outside. Moreno wished to go
inside and recline on the divan; but I refused. So
two Moors brought out some matting, which they
spread on the grass against the wall ; and I sat down
beside my friends to eat my mid-day meal in the
sunshine.

After half an hour or so, the other party set out;
but I, mindful of Moreno’s promise, decided to rest
long. Moreno sat beside me, his back against the
wall; and Mahomet, disdaining support, spread a mat
at my feet and sat cross-legged thereon, smoking
hasheesh and sipping mint tea between whiffs of the
pipe. Moreno drank copiously of the wine, of which
we had a plentiful supply: and seemed, for once,
inclined “to rest and be glad of the gods” The
truth of the old saying,“ In vino veritas,” was again
exemplified ; for, under the influence of wine, Moreno
became as stolid-looking as a statue of the young
Buddha. I ate one delicious orange after another,
Moreno preferring some Moorish fruit, which I tasted,
but found unpalatable. As to its taste, go into a
turnip-field, pull up a tough swede and eat it raw,
a little of the earth with it to give it a bitterish and
acrid taste, and you will enjoy Moreno’s favorite
fruit, which, I think, will never become popular out
of Morocco.

After finishing the oranges, I leaned back against
the wall to enjoy a smoke, and lapsed into a sort of
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dream, in which Mahomet’s flowing turban and pipe
of hasheesh mingled with visions of distant lands.
Moreno lit a cigarette ; and we were all three dreaming
lazily, the smoke going up in little thin wreaths, when
an old man of the mountain, a shrunken creature of
hideous aspect, came hobbling up to us. When he
reached us he squatted on the ground at our feet, and,
with threatening gestures, assailed us violently.

He was the most withered specimen of humanity I
ever saw,even in that withered land—so lean,so skinny
and so brown—Ilooking as if his flesh and blood had
been extracted by an embalmer and the skin and bones
steeped in tobacco-juice. His clothing consisted of a
yellow shirt, leggings and turban ; and their condition
suggested the dirty man in Punch, who writes, “Thirty
years ago I used Pear’s soap, since which time I have
used no other.” Seating himself in front of us, his
whole frame convulsed with passion, he began to curse
at the top of his voice, rocking himself backward and
forward the while. There were periods of spasmodic
convulsion and then intervals of comparative calm,
tempered with muttering and gurgling; then, all of a
sudden, both arms would rise convulsively and his
body would sway again. Every few moments, when
the screams subsided, he would hold out a withered
hand and shake it at me. The fingers were like those
of a skeleton.

What it was all about I had not the slightest idea.
Mahomet preserved his imperturbable serenity of coun-
tenance ; and Moreno, looking at the old maniac out of
his matter-of-fact eyes, contented himself with shaking
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his head solemnly from time to time. The old wretch
made a most picturesque study, seated there with the
blazing African sun beating on his ycllow clothes and
withered brown skin; and he was not in the least
alarming, for he had no weapon, not even a tooth. ¢

“What is it all about, Moreno ?” I whispered, full
of curiosity to know what we had done.

Moreno spoke ; but it was in Arabic, and in answer
to the old man. What he said was not well received.
Fire shot from the eyes of the old Moslem, and, throw-
ing up both arms, he blazed out anew. Then Moreno
answered again at greater length ; and the old man,
though hardly condescending to listen, was evidently
at a loss to meet the argument. He beat his breast,
swaying his body to and fro; and then, suddenly
clawing the air, gave vent to a succession of yells,
wagging his head the while and showing his toothless
gums.

“He is a fool, this old man,” said Moreno.

“That is a self-evident fact,” I remarked. “ What
I should like to know is, what form his monomania
takes.”

Moreno did not understand me. He was talking to
the old man again in Arabic; in fact they were both
talking together—one might say screaming at each
other. Mahomet sat placidly, taking whiff after whiff
of hasheesh, showing his teeth, set in a smile, in be-
tween times. Evidently he enjoyed the argument;
but wisely forbore to take a side.

“He is a fool, this old man,” said Moreno again in
English, both parties having paused for want of
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breath. “He is a fool, this old man; he trust too
much in God.”

A peculiar form of monomania, to say the least. I
showed some surprise. “ He trusts too much in God ?
How ?”

“He is a fool, this old man. They trust too much
in God these people.”

There was another, but shorter, outbreak on both
sides; and then the why and the wherefore of all the
trouble was explained to me. The French, during the
cholera epidemic, had sent doctors over in the interests
of science, who had attended the Europeans in Tangier
with much success. In the eyes of the Moors, medi-
cinal treatment is regarded as a personal insult to
the Deity, and all doctors are supposed to be acting
in concert with the devil to oppose the Divine will.
The old man of the mountain had heard of this
infamous attempt on the part of the Infidel to inter-
fere with the decrees of Providence; and I was the
first unbeliever who had crossed his path since the
epidemic. He had been apprised of my coming, and
was come out to curse me in the name of God and
the Prophet.

“I tell him among us sixteen dic, among him three
thousand in Tangier and three thousand in Tetuan;
because doctors say, < Boil drink-water and live clean’
—and we do and they do not,” said Moreno.

“ And what did he say to that ?”

“He is a fool, this old man ; he trust too much in
God,” repeated Moreno, grimly. “ He say, ‘If God
will a man die, he die; if God will a man live, he
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live ; doctors and drink-water are nothing but devil.’
They trust too much in God, these people.”

The old man now, it appeared, was asking for a
drink. I handed him my glass. It had contained
wine ; and when the old fanatic smelt it, he rinsed it
several times before he put it to his lips. After
drinking some water he began again in the same
strain.

“It is no use to talk to him,” said Moreno,
solemnly. *“They are all the same, these people;
they trust to God for everything, and to themselves
for nothing—they are Moors.”

The old man of the mountain had thus the last
word. When he found that Moreno disdained further
argument, he rose and held out to me a bony hand.

“ Wants money,” said Moreno.

I refused to give him anything at first ; but Moreno
insisted, remarking that it was the wiser course
always to propitiate them—at least he used a
Spanish word which I took to mean “ propitiate.” So
I placed a few coppers in the withered hand, feeling
that it was hard lines to be obliged to pay for one’s
own cursing. Taking the money, the old wretch spat
on the ground and turned away, giving expression to
a pious wish that the epidemic might claim at least
one more victim. Then he hobbled off; and was soon
lost to sight among the rocks.

Having got rid of him, we bethought ourselves of
continuing the journey, and Moreno went for the
mules. Refreshed with food and wine, we rode off
again, but made slow progress, the path now lying
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among the rocks, and the way leading up the high
mountain. When we were about at the summit, a
threatening cloud appeared in the sky; and in an in-
credibly short time the storm burst. It seemed to
gather all at once ; and before we knew it was coming
it was on us. The rain fell in torrents, coming down
like a thunder shower, and so thick as to almost hide
us one from the other. Moreno wrapped a coat
around my shoulders, which was a protection as far
as it went; but my legs was exposed to it, and in a
few minutes I was wet through from the hips down-
ward. Down it came, a perfect deluge, blinding one;
and it was very dismal there on those wild mountains,
going along at a snail’'s pace, knowing that it was
impossible to hurry a single step. I began asking
myself, as all travellers do at odd times, “ Why does
anyone ever want to travel ?”

But these rains do not last long. After a little it
slackened somewhat ; and when it was beginning to
subside into a drizzle, an incident occu red. Moreno,
who was riding behind me, but who kept a sharp
look-out in spite of the rain, was heard to say in
solemn tones, “ Here they come.” At the same moment
Mahomet said something in Arabic, and Moreno
answered, adding in English, “ Walk him steady, walk
him steady, walk your mule and do not mind; here
they come.”

“Who are coming?” I had a vague idea that
figures were approaching; but could make out
nothing in particular calculated to alarm.

“One, two, three, four,” said Moreno solemnly;
“here they come ; one, two, three, four.”
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“I see them; who are they ?”

“ Robbers,” said Moreno grimly.

“Oh, real brigands ?”

“Do not mind,” said Moreno. “Walk your mule,
and do not look at them.”

“It has been my dream from a child to meet bri-
gands,” T said; “but I am too wet to enjoy it.”
Indeed the rain had washed all feeling out of me.
Go on mule-back in a Moorish saddle through a
mountain storm, and you become insensible to hope
or fear.

Had they meant to attack us, they would have lain
in wait for us, and not come out to meet us in the
open. There was no cause for alarm. One, two,
three, four, they came in single file up the hill-side;
and savage-looking brutes they were. After taking
a look at them, I decided that Moreno was right, and
it would be a mistake to travel in Morocco after dark.
As they approached, Mahomet turned toward the
leader with a grim smile, showing his #eeth; and, as
they passed, turned round and covered them. They
had no intention of molesting us, it was quite evi-
dent; but Moreno said, “ Walk him steady, and do not
look at them..”

Curiosity, however, conquered my fear of disobey-
ing Moreno ; and the leader and I exchanged smiles.
He was a wicked-looking brute, and I felt no desire
to come to a closer acquaintance. They were all bare-
headed, and wore coarse cloaks of the roughest sack-
ing. Each carried a clumsy gun. As they passed,
Mahomet stood guard, looking quite formidable ; but

.,
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they walked steadily on round the brow of the hill;
and soon we saw them no more.

“Do they rob many people ?” I enquired, now that
we were free of them.

“They do,” said Moreno solemnly”; “a village
burnt, it is two days to-day, and a man killed. It
was these men we have met—I do not know, it might
be.”

“And I suppose there are many gangs of them,
just such as these ?”

“TIt is the same anywhere in Morocco,” said Moreno
—“robbers. One house burnt one night, another
house burnt another night—and they kill people.”

“Ts it not safe, then, to ride alone ?”

“I have ride alone,” said Moreno; “not often. I
ride fast, and no stop between Tangier and Tetuan ;
but it is better not.”

“You are a brave man, Moreno,” I said, smiling;
he was behind me and could not see the smile.

“I am a coward,” said Moreno grimly; “I have a
wife and I have two children.”

“That is not evidence of cowardice,” I answered
gravely. “I think it is a brave thing to have a wife
and two children.”

The story, however, was only just beginning; that
was but the prelude. “I am a coward,” he said;
“and I have a wife, and she is not a coward. The
cholera come to Tangier, and my wife say, ¢ Moreno,
you are a coward, you will go to the mountain; I am
not a coward, I will live in Tangier’ So she live in
Tangier and the two children—a~nd I go to the moun-
tain, because I am a coward.”
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“Did she take it ?”

“She did not take it—untie your mule.”

“I keep him untied ; but what can one do in such a
place as this ?”

“This is a bad place,” said Moreno.

It was. It would have been hard to find a worse.
The rain was now holding up; and, after descending
the hill, we found ourselves for a while on a level
plain.  Our condition, however, was worse than ever,
and I found myself regretting the rocks. Though
the rain had ceased, it had wet everything thoroughly ;
and we were riding over clayey ground, full of pit-
falls. At every third step the mules stumbled.

Nothing could be more exasperating. 1 was wet
through and getting numb, in addition to which the
perpetual stumbling of the mules seemed to dislocate
every bone. When you ride with Moorish stirrups
there is no danger of ever falling off'; but the torture
of the thing is aggravating. Whenever one of the
beasts stumbled, Moreno gave vent to a loud “Ha, ha,”
ag if it were the first time on record that such an
accident had happened. This irritated me; and so
whenever my mule took three steps in succession
without a stumble, I took to erying “ Ha, ha,” which,
Moreno said, confused the poor beast. Finally I
became exasperated; and once when we were down,
I quickly slipped my feet out of the stirrups, and
announced that I was going to walk a bit for a
change.

“You can not do that,” said Moreno.

“Why ? My legs are cold and wet, and I am going
to warm them.”
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He dismounted and came up to me. “ You will not
walk,” he said.

“ But why not ? It will only be for a few minutes,
and we could not go more slowly than we are going
now.”

Moreno’s countenance was troubled. He saw signs
of rebellion. Then a happy thought struck him, and
he reverted to the old parental method of argument.
He told me a story.

“There was a man,” said he, “and he was a Ger-
man; and he came to Morocco, and he said he would
walk—and he did walk.”

“ Exactly ; and so shall 1.”

“ He said he would walk, and he did walk. And in
the end they saw him, and he sat on the hill; and
there was one Moor on one side of him and another
Moor on another side of him ; and one Moor on one
side of him gave him an orange, and another Moor on
another side of him gave him a piece of bread.”

“Very kind of them. What next ?”

“There was no more of him. It was three days
after that day, and they found him; and there was
nothing of him but himself.”

“You mean to say he was naked—and alive ?”

“He was naked—and he was not alive. There
were twenty places in him—and they were cut with
a knife.”

I mounted.

I had heard this story the evening before; it was
one of the many told by the consul. This German, a
merchant, had been foolish enough to walk up the
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mountain without guide or soldier. He had been seen,
as Moreno said, .itting on the hillside in company
with two Moors, sharing their evening meal. After
that he disappeared; and in three days his body was
found in a secluded spot, stabbed in twenty places.
Not a trace of his clothing was to be seen; in other
words, “there was nothing of him but himself.” I
had little fear of coming to an untimely end; but it
was better to be influenced by the story. Spaniards
never walk, and they cannot conceive of anyone else
doing anything so foolish. I should, no doubt, have
felt much the better for the tramp, bad as the road
was; but it was of no use to argue with Moreno.

Mahomet, who had taken advantage of our stoppage
to enjoy the fumes of hasheesh, put his pipe away
again, and we went on as before. However disagree-
able it might be, it was impossible to move along at
any but a snail’s pace, for the rain had made the road
in some places almost impassable. I now regretted
having spent so long a time at the caravansarai, as
Moreno said it would not be possible to reach Tangier
before nightfall.

We went on, up and down, sometimes stumbling,
sometimes not, but always slowly. Owing to the
clayey nature of the ground in the vallies, the path
over the mountains was now the most tolerable part
of the journey. The chief difficulty was in crossing
the brooks at the foot of the hills; the banks were so
slippery ti-t the feet of the mules would give way;
and more than once I thought that the animal and I
were going to .. over together, to land in the stream
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below, a confused mass of mule and human flesh.
Mahomet had an unpleasant habit of bending his
head back until we behind him could see the whites
of his eyes, and then emitting a gurgling noise from
his throat. Whenever he did this, Moreno would say,
“This is a bad place ; you will untie your hands and
feet "—which meant in plain English, “ Be ready to
roll off if the mule slips.”

One amusing incident, however, occurred. We came
down a hill, at the bottom of which was a river, not
very deep, indeed, nor broad, but perhaps a hundred
feet from bank to bank. This stream had, of course,
to be forded ; and, after some careful working of their
feet down the slippery bank, the mules plunged in.
To get a mule into a river is one thing; to get him
out again, another. The poor beasts were hot and
tired; and they had been cursed and beaten shamefully
for what was, after all, not in the least their fault.
They found it cool and refreshing in the river; and
in the river they chose to stay.

A ridiculous sight we must have presented, had
there been anyone looking on from the river bhank.
There we were, the three of us, in the middle of the
river, beating, coaxing, scolding the obstinate mules,
and unable to make them move forward. Instead
they went round and round in a circle, kicking,
splashing and capering, indifferent to the blows that
were showered in quick succession on their poor
backs, or the curses heaped upon their obstinacy,
working, now up stream, now down, but never a bit
nearer the farther shore. The water came over the
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stirrups; but as we were already wet to the skin, that
mattered little. Mahomet and Moreno were beside
themselves with rage; the air was lurid with oaths
and curses in Arabic. Moreno’s cheeks puffed out
until he looked like an owl, and his eyes gleamed
like fire-balls. But the anger of their riders had no
effect on the beasts; there we were, turning round
like tops, seeing first one side of the river and then
the other, and enjoying in turn a view up and down
stream. I could not help laughing aloud, it was so
absurd ; but the laugh jarred on the nerves of Moreno,
who said, “ In Morocco we do not laugh at a mule.”

Needless to say, we eventually got out of the river,
or this narrative would never have been written.
Mahomet’s mule set the example by suddenly making
a bolt; and I saw the stately Arab one moment and
the heels of his mule in the same place the next; and
then saw no more—for my mule was accustomed to
follow where Mahomet’s led, and tried to get even
with it. I had just time to fling myself forward on
its neck as it scrambled up the bank, in Biblical
phrase “ by leaps and bounds.” Moreno's ascent was
not visible to us who had gone before; but as it is
impossible to conceive of Moreno in other than a
dignified position, I presume his mule followed with
more deliberation.

Night was coming on, the last gleams of sunset
were fading on the hills, the sun was sunken below
the horizon. The beautiful green tints of the vallies
had darkened into black ; the stars were beginning to
twinkle above. Here and there masses of dark cloud
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hung over the mountains, taking wild and weird
shapes in the gathering gloom ; but above us the blue
sky deepened into the softness of night, clear and
serene. Owing to the darkness we were compelled
to move along more slowly than ever; and every few
minutes Moreno would call out to me, “ Do not tie
him, he can see his way,” and I would let the mule
go his own gait. Then there were complaints—* Sir,
you do not keep the path.”

“Moreno, the mule is choosing his path, and he
refuses to follow Mahomet;” to which Moreno would
reply, “ He is a mule.”

This sort of thing went on for some time, until my
attention was attracted by a horrible noise proceeding
from the hill in front of us. We were approaching
a village, and could just distinguish the conical houses
and the glare of a few fires ahead of us in the dusk.
A fearful sound emanated from this settlement that
sent a thrill through me. We were entering a gorge
between two mountains; and the village was perched
on the hill to the right of the pass. The night was
on us; the hills rose before and behind in black
masses that presented a dim, blurred outline against
the sky. As we descended the mountain path, we
seemed to be passing into a black chasm, the sides of
which rose precipitously. On the tops of the pre-
cipitous wall flickered the fires; and forms of men
were distinguishable here and there, looking down
from above ; while their voices rang out in the dusky
twilight in a wild, weird chant. It sounded like a
war song, as if intended to terrify any wayfarer who
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might be wandeéring, as we were, over the hills at
night-time.

As we approached, the chant seemed to grow wilder
and faster; and I could see more plainly the forms of
men, dressed in the rough costume of the wild
creatures of the mountain, sitting on the brow of the
hill and looking down. Mahomet heeded them not;
he went on solemnly and majestically as ever, his
white turban serving as a guiding star to me in the
darkness. “Moreno,” I said suddenly, wheeling
round, “ Moreno, what is all that noise about ? ”

“ It is the Moors—there is a village—these are the
hill-men.”

“TI know that. What are they doing? What does
it mean?”

“ They sing, these Moors.”

A tiresome man Moreno. But to ask question
after question and be told what you already know, is
one of the inevitables of travel. The only way is to
persevere.

“I know they are singing; what is it all about ?”

“ They sing at night, these Moors,” said Moreno.

“ Man, don’t tell me that—of course they do. Can
you sing ?”

“Sometime. Now I do not sing.”

“ No, quite right. What are they singing ?

«It is Arabic.”

I kept on. “They are singing in Arabic, Moreno?”

“They are.”

“ And they are singing a song ?”

“They are.”
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“ And there are words to the song?”

“There are ; Arabic words.”

“ And what are the words about ?”

“It is a song they sing at night.”

“Exactly. They sing about the hills and the sky,
and the birds and flowers and sweet breezes, do they ?”

“It is not that.”

“ Oh, they sing about war and blood, cutting people
in twenty places with a knife, eh ?”

“It is not that.”

“Then what is it 2”

“TIt is love,” he answered ; and he said it with such
feeling that all the poetry of passion seemed to be
concentrated in the three words.

Love—I stopped again to listen. That fantastic
chant, that wild cry, that hideous yell—love. It rose
on the wind, it filled the valley, it echoed among the
mountains, it rang out in the darkness; it might have
been the howling of demons. And yetit was “love”—a,
love-song ; a song of love and passion, inspired by those
queer objects in burnoose, showing one eye, which, in
Morocco, are the substitute for women. There was a’
fascination about it, now that I knew what it was;
and I turned my head and gazed long and earnestly
at these strange creatures sitting, just above us,
among the rocks, and filling the air with their wild
cries. And we went on in solemn procession—
Mahomet, myself and Moreno—along the pass, the
silence broken only by the sound of the mules’ hoofs
on the stones, and the echoes that were flying among
the hills.

7
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When we had passed away from them and were
alone with ourselves again, it became very dismal. I
know of nothing more wearying than to be obliged
to ride very slowly at night when you are wet, cold
and hungry. Every few minutes we came to a “bad
place,” ditch, stream of water, pile of rocks, or bridge
that was broken down, and no longer a bridge but an
obstacle. And Moreno would say, “ Untie your mule,
untie him much, and untie your hands and feet;”
which meant, “ Be ready for any emergency,” though
we met with no accident nor misadventure.

I thought we would never reach Tangier; but we
did. Moreno saw the lights of the hotels in the city,
several miles away, through two mountains that inter-
vened. I had given him no credit for possessing any
imagination, but he was evidently gifted with a little.
When we actually did arrive, and bad climbed up
through the town to the hotel, I expected to be like
the delicate Mr. F. who “ got up,” and be carried in.
But the sight of a cheerful interior, seen through an
open door, had a vivifying effect; and I was the first
to dismount, jumping off the mule and serambling up
the steps in a manner quite astonishing to Moreno,
who, for some time past, seemed to have decided that
I had lost all bodily and mental power.

I found my bedroom just as I had left it, except
that the bed was unmade and there was nothing but
a mattress visible. An ugly Spanish woman was
lighting a candle; and I explained to her by signs,
that, being cold and wet, I preferred to have my
dinner in bed, and desired that the bed be made
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ready at once. She smiled and nodded, as if she
thoroughly understood me’; and went out, as I fondly
thought, to get some sheets and blankets.

Nothing of the kind. She came back bringing a
bottle of whisky and some water, things very well
in their way, but not what I wanted at the moment.
My first wish was to get rid of my wet clothes; and,
as I had no others, the only thing to be done was to
go to bed. However, I said “Gracios,” took some of
the whisky and again explained by signs what I
I wished done. Again she went away.

This time I stood awaiting the sheets and blankets
with confidence. In a few minutes she returned, with
a dish of fruit, another of cheese, and a plate. I
stormed in English; she answered in Spanish; I
pointed again to the bed and went through a panto-
mime which any woman—keen-witted creatures as
they are—could understand. She nodded her head
and said, “Si, si, senor,” several times. Again she
departed.

This time I was sure of her; so I took off my boots
and coat to be ready as soon as possible. In no long
time she came back—with a bottle of wine in one
hand and a table-cloth in the other. This was more
than flesh and blood could bear. I shut the door and
placed myself against it, while she proceeded to lay
the table. As she had so far brought only two
bottles and two plates, this did not take long. Then
she tried to get out. But I stood against the door,
scolding. She nodded and smiled in a provoking
fashion. I talked; she talked; each of us speaking
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his or her native tongue. “ Woman,” I said in
English, “ you and I understand one another perfectly
well, though we are speaking different languages; I
am determined that you shall make up that bed; you
are determined that you wont! Don’t protest; you
know what I mean as well as I do myself; it is
nothing but the cursed contrariness of your sex,
doing everything but the one thing you are told !
But do that you shall!” And, opening the door a
crack, I called loudly for Moreno.

The much-enduring Moreno came rushing upstairs,
and I explained to him in a few words what I wished
done. Moreno repeated my orders in Spanish, and
she gave me a look that spoke volumes. Moreno
went out for the sheets and blankets, and I stood at
the door and held it until he brought them. Then
she began to make the bed. When the sheets were
spread she made another effort to get out, but I -
noticed a pillow-case lying on a chair, and pointed to
it. She saw herself outwitted, and smiled at me
sweetly, taking her defeat with resignation. Then I
let her go, and was soon in bed ready for dinner, which
the woman was again engaged in bringing in. Send-
ing Moreno out to buy some English tobacco, I sat
down on the side of the bed to enjoy my dinner. It
was an excellent dinner—soup, fish, chicken, cheese
and delicious fruit. with a bottle of red wine to wash
it down. After the wetting I had got, I was looking
forward to all the ills to which the flesh is heir on
the morrow, being, like Mr. F., “a delicate man.”
The dinner was superb, and I felt doubtful whether I
should ever eat another; dum vivimus vivamus, If
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this was to be the last, I determined to make the
most of it. On the morrow the curse of the old man
of the mountain might take effect; the night was
mine. Morenoarrived with a cigar and some English
tobacco. He carried away the dinner—what there
was left of it—and insisted upon my taking some
more whisky, which he called “ English drink.” Then
I bade him good-night, saying I was doubtful
whether I should ever get up again.

Moreno had no such doubts. “You will get up
when I come,” said he; “you do everything that I
say, when the time is come.” And with this kind
word of encouragement, he went away home to his
brave wife and two children.

I thought I was now alone for the night; but a rap
at the door, a few minutes after Moreno’s departure,
announced the return of the ugly Spanish woman.
In her hand she carried a bottle full of hot water.

Coming to the bedside, she made signs that I was
to put it to my feet, going through a pantomime
which intimated that it would be a preventive of all
the ills to which I was looking forward. Taking it
from her with many thanks, I did as she directed me;
and she went away carrying my blessing with her.
The spectres of fever-and-ague, rheumatism, pneu-
monia and Asiatic cholera, which had been hovering
around my head, vanished into thin air under the
benign influence of that hot bottle. And for it I was
indebted to the despised chambermaid. The incar-
nation of contrariness was become a ministering
angel ; or, putting the two characters together, she
was but—the usual woman !




A GLIMPSE OF ROME.

I

“Ir there be any truth in the orthodox faith of
these churches, I am damned past redemption, and,
what is worse, damned to all eternity. I am deeply
read in Boston’s Fourfold State, Marshal On Sancti-
Jication, Guthrie’s Trial of a Saving Interest, ete.;
but there is no balm in Gilead, no physician there—

for me; so I shall turn Arminian, and trust to
“gincere, though imperfect, obedience.””

So speaks Robert Burns, writing on the subject of
religion; on which subject I have not a word to say,
being neither Roman nor anti-Roman. But one
morning the words of the poet came into my head as
I stood on the top of St. Peter’s dome, and looked down
over the Eternal City. On my mind, as possibly on the
minds of ninety-nine out of a hundred, Rome left the
sense of a lost faith. Everyone goes to worship;
many come away sceptics. All the gods are there to-
gether, all their symbols and incarnations—ancient
mythologies and the successor of St. Peter, Imperial
ruins and Tiber embankmeats, Michael Angelo frescoes
and the Corso Vittorio Emmanuele, Papal Dominion
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and Italian Unity, Bones of the Martyrs and Protest-
ant missions, the First Century and the Nineteenth
—whatever be your god, go to Rome.

And whatever be your fad—go to Rome! Thither
turns the enthusiastic soul, yearning for the reunion
of Christendom; and thither also goeth the agnostic,
to witness the crumbling-to-pieces of a worn-out
faith. There gather multitudes from every land and
of every tongue to receive the blessing of an infallible
pontiff; and there the accumulated curses of centuries
rain down on priest and papal power. Thither goeth
the worshipper of the art of the Renaissance and the
triumphs of antiquity, to behold with rapture the
stanze of Raphael and the Apollo Belvedere; and
thitherward also flock the devotees of Modern Pro-
gress, to exult in the draining of the Tiber basin and
the hideous rows of houses in architecture of the
packing-case style that abut the castle of St. Angelo.
In Rome, if anywhere, Triumphant Democracy is
trumpeting the approach of a newer and brighter
day ; and yet, surely, on the Capitoline Hill, Carlyle
himself might sit down to witness the descent of a
“hag-ridden and hell-ridden world ” into the nether-
most abyss.

At first sight, the city is oppressive to the imagina-
tion and disappointing to the eye. After the incom-

parable beauty of other Italian cities it appears .

modern and comman-place, even vulgar. There is a
certain gloomy grandeur that answers to the questions
in your soul, “ This is Rome ”; but you stop over and
over again, stunned, and confess to yourself “it is not
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the Rome I looked for.” I had come, like St. Paul’'s
Athenians, ready to worship all the gods together;
it was difficult to know where to begin; so I deter-
mined to saunter about for a few days, and see nothing,
to wait until I had breathed the breath of the Eternal
City and walked its streets before I fell down to wor-
ship at the shrine of new or old divinity.

This, in Rome, you cannot do. I remember my
first day. I went out intending to see nothing, my
guide-book and tiresome travellers with a taste for
archzology, carefully left behind. I rambled about
awhile, and presently found myself in front of a
building which could be no other than the Pantheon.

Of course, I went in ; and, on entering, the dullest of
mortals could not fail to be impressed. An inscrip-
tion over tne door tells you at the outset that it was
built by Agrippa, the son-in-law of Augustus, so that
as you cross the threshold you walk in, in the
Augustan age. A great vault, a great dome, no
windows light coming from a round opening in the
dome above, lighting up a round hall with monu-
ments of marble and gilded inscriptions on the wall ;
all this is taken in by the eye at the first glance. It
had been raining, and the brown marble pavement
was wet where the rain had come through; but
stand:ng under the opening, I could see the blue sky
above. Then I looked round into the shadow at the
marble monuments. Where once stood the statues of
the gods now stand tombs and altars ; you come from
the Augustan age through the centuries into the era
of papal dominion, and read the inscriptions of the
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Paul's 3 Popes. A little farther, and you are in the age of the
sether ; 1 Renaissance, standing by the tomb of the prince of a'
deter- | painters; for Raphael rests under the dome of the
othing, ‘ Pantheon, and, in his memory, there is a statue of the
iternal 3 Madonna on the high altar, facing the door.
;0 Wor- k. It is not, however, to worship the divine genius of

3 the greatest of her painters that modern Italy comes
er my to the Pantheon. Next to Raphael’s there is another i -
ng, my and a statelier tomb, a tomb fairly buried in masses
ste for 1 of flowers and wreaths piled up by the hands of
about k- hundreds of pilgrims. At the right of the high altar
b of a ] rest the remains of the first king of Italy, the liber- i
1theon. E ator, the wer galant’ womo, the incarnation of E
llest of : modern Italian history, Victor Emanuel. And so, i
nserip- having walked across the church, I had walked il
it was through nineteen centuries; and two thousand '
so that : years with all their great names and their
in the ] changes of civilization, their tale of growth, glory, | {
ne, no 2 decadence, destruction and renaissance, came crowd- il
in the ing in on my mind with crushing intensity, and
monu- 4 seemed to hang over my head, visible to the bodily
> wall; ] eye. For one who had come out to see nothing, I felt
ce. It 4 that I saw much.
rement | I took leave of the Pantheon and sauntered on.
13 but ~ In a few minutes more I stood still with admiration
ue sky - before the Fountain of Trevi. Rome is noted for her
at the 3 fountains, the most beautiful in all the world; and the
tues of ; most beautiful of Roman fountains is the Fountain of %g
e from - Trevi. Often described and pictured every day, I i
she era i shall attempt no description. Neptune reclines there 2
of the 3 in splendid majesty, with Health and Fertility on
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either side of him as they ought to be, and the water
pours in magnificent streams here and there, so ex-
quisitely arranged that no arrangement is apparent;
one might faney that the god had stationed himself
there, and asked old mother Nature to send the water
in whatsoever direction that seemed to her good.
Around the fountain stood groups of peasants and
beggars, drinking and chattering, or asleep on the
stone steps; and visitors were taking a draught of
the water or throwing pennies into the basin, in ac-
cordance with the old superstition—drink of the
Fountain of Trevi and throw a penny into the basin,
and good fortune will follow you and you will come
back to Rome.

I sauntered cu, determined to see no more, thread-
ing my way through a number of narrow streets
past stately and gloomy palaces, stopping finally in a
square, the central part of which was railed off, having
been excavated. A number of pillars, all broken off,
stood below me, looking miserable and out of time, as
if asking mutely why they were there, obliged to
stand thus, broken and battered, to witness the busy
life of a barbarous age as it throbbed on backward
and forward in the narrow streets around. This was
the forum of Trajan—all that is left of what was
accounted in ancient times one of the wonders of the
world. At one end rises Trajan’s column. It still
stands, looking down on the ruins of what was once
his glory, pointed out to millions of earth’s pleasure-
seekers and hero-worshippers as they come and go.
But Trajan stands on the top no more; perhaps as
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well, for surely the scene would be too much for even
marble to bear. Instead, one of the Popes has put
St. Peter there; and the apostle, keys in hand, gives
his episcopal benediction to the ruins of that civiliza-
tion which it was his mission on earth to overthrow.

Some people revel in ruins, nay gloat over them;
going about, book in hand, too happy if only they
can identify a pillar here, a statue there; even sitting
down on them and listening to lectures about them.
Others pass them by as tiresome, too ignorant to
know what it all means, too careless to ask. With
neither class have I any sympathy. These unsightly
wrecks of what was once Imperial Rome sadden me
beyond measure ; nor could I ever, during the many
weeks I was in the city, pass the Forum Romanum
without a shudder, so complete, so utter, so hopeless,
is the desolation of a spot for ages the centre of the
world !

I got back to my hotel, having finished the day
which was to have been spent in doing nothing; and
discovered that, in Rome as elsewhere, from the
sublime to the ridiculous is but a step. On going
down to dinner I found myself placed next to Little
Dotty.

Little Dotty was a small person with a round head,
almost completely covered with narrow braids of hair.
She was an Englishwoman and a widow, but might
have been anything of any country as far as her
appearance went, or manners; for she was, as people
said, “ Well, you know, poor little thing, she means
well; but she’s not—not—you know what I mean.
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She’s not dangerous — O dear no, not a bit—and

not quite off ; but, you know, she isn’t "—and she

wasn’t. She talked unceasingly about nothing, telling

you what the state of the weather was in a tone from

which one might expect to hear that the dome of .
St. Peter's had fallen in and the Pope been buried

under it.

“Do you know what Mrs. Nincompoop has been
doing to-day ?” said Little Dotty impressively, laying
her hand on my arm. “She’s been on the Pincio!
And she saw the King of Italy driving along in his
carriage with an officer beside him; and he took off
his hat and bowed to her—to Mrs. Nincompoop—
fancy! And, dear me, such a time as it was! There
was such a crowd of people, carriages and horses, as
you never saw—people coming, people going, and
officers riding by—and the band playing and feathers
flying and all !”

Now everybody goes every afternoon to the Pincio ;
the band plays; people pay and receive visits in their
carriages; and the King and Queen drive around,
bowing right and left as they pass; and have bowed
to everybody, time and again, all through the winter.
This adventure of Mrs. Nincompoop’s was not as
exciting as it might have been.

But we were obliged to listen every evening to
these recitals. Mrs. Nincompoop, herself, never spoke.
She was a damp-looking woman, who suggested the
idea that she had brought some of the fog of old
England abroad with her. She had a habit of coming
to the table in her bonnet, with the veil half down ;
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and would sit as meek as Moses while her doings
were proclaimed to the multitude. Like Moses, how-
ever, she had someone to speak for her; and day by
day we learned from Little Dotty what she was
doing, thinking and saying. As her expeditions were
strictly confined to what an American gentleman
called the “guest portion of the city,” and as her
opinions differed in no wise from those of the guide-
books, I cannot say we were greatly the gainers
thereby.

I never repeated my experiment of walking about
Rome and seeing nothing. On the contrary, for two
weeks afterwards, I never went out without an object.
With me was a triend whom I shall call Buzz, an
excellent man, but with one decided weakness—he
had the church mania. There are some three hundred
and sixty-five churches in Rome, and Buzz was fired
with an enthusiasm to see them all. We did not—
for, as he never hurried, it would have taken months
—but we did very well. As he did not understand
Italian and I did, I was obliged to keep by his side,
and act as the medium of communication between
him and the monks, sacristans and priests. He would
miss nothing—was there a picture or a relic (and
what church in Rome is without these attractions ?)
Buzz must see it. Doors were opened, curtains were
lifted for us, and we were taken down into cellars to
look at skeletons. I think I can say truthfully that
we neve: escaped a picture or missed a bone.

At St. Peter’s, needless to say, we spent many
delightful days; but of St, Peter's it were better not

i =
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to write; for, having begun, when would one ever
end? Indeed, one might almost say the same of all
the Basilicas; to do them justice one would need to
fill many volumes. St. John Lateran, first in rank of
the five patriarchal churches, omnium wrbis et orbis
ecclesiarum mater et caput, is perhaps the most
interesting, it is so old, and the name is suggestive of
so much that is venerable. As you approach it, a
glance at the old Lateran palace to which it is
attached, takes one back, in imagination, to the Dark
Ages; though the building, as it appears at present,
dates only from the sixteenth century. On entering,
this great church is somewhat disappointing. Look-
ing down the nave it is bare; and the colossal statues
of the apostles in front of the pillars have neither
grace nor dignity. The vast choir, however, is won-
derfully rich in historic treasures, and glitters with
polished marble, ancient mosaic, and the gilded tracery
of the balconies that overlook it. Then when you
have examined the famous canopy over the papal
altar, which is said to contain the heads of St. Peter
and St. Paul, you feel the impress of the spirit of the
place; and the suggestions associated with the name
of the old church on the Lateran are individualized
for you for evermore. The gorgeous ceiling, glit-
tering with gold and full of saints and angels, the
grand and gloomy choir whose walls are one vast
treasure-house, and the long, empty nave with its
sombre pavement and colorless statues, group them-
selves together and form one consistent whole. You
look up at the Gothic canopy, with its red curtain

5
i
¥




e ever
y of all
1eed to
ank of
t orbis
» most
tive of
h it, a
L it s
» Dark
resent,
tering,
Look-
statues
reither
3 won-
3 with
racery
n you
papal
Peter
of the
name
alized
, glit-
Is, the
» vast
th its
them-

You
rtain

-3

A GLIMPSE OF ROME. 113

behind which are kept the heads of the apostles and
under which is a wooden table, said by tradition to
have been used as an altar by St. Peter; and then
down on the stately bronze figure of Pope Martin V.,
who kneels facing it in front. Around are the peasant
women of Rome, kneeling and telling their beads.
You realize that you stand, as it were, in the very
heart of the old Latin church; and the centuries are
linked together above you in wood and stone, marble
and precious mosaic, until you feel yourself drawn
back into the twilight of the Dark Ages.

Far different are one’s feelings ot the Basilica of
San Paolo—to give it its full name, San Paolo fuors
le mura, St Paul’s outside the walls. This magni-
ficent church was destroyed by fire in 1828, and has
been rebuilt since; it is, therefore, entirely modern.
With its splendid pillars of Simplon granite, its costly
marbles, its glittering malachite, its altar columns of
oriental alabaster and its portrait medallions of all the
Popes, it is possibly the most gorgeous church in the
world. But it is not beautiful. The glitter is not the
glitter of tinsel; all parts of the world have contri-
buted their quota of precious marble, and one Roman
lady gave her jewels, in order that her favorite pontiff
might have diamond eyes. But it is cold, and appeals
neither to the artistic sense nor to the imagination, a
gorgeous Roman Basilica of the nineteenth century, a
Christian church that has no suggestion of religion
—unless it be the worship of wealth and grandeur.
The Benedictine monastery, to which it is attached,
has been suppressed by the Italian Government like
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all institutious of the kind, and is turnsd into a
museum. The monks are gone, and there are no
worshippers—only tourists running around with
guide-books in their hands, exclaiming aloud at the
profusion of precious marbles, and peering through
their glasses at the pope with the diamond eyes.
You stand at the end of the vast nave, surveying all
this empty magnificence, and ask, was it worth the
while ? In answering the question, one must remem-
ber that a church dedicated to St. Paul has stood on
this spot ever since the fourth century; and that the
two Popes, Gregory XVI. and Pius IX.,, who were
chiefly responsible for the building and decorating of
the edifice, never contemplated that a time would
come when the order of the Benedictines would be
suppressed, and their residence converted to a national
museum. It takes a long time to get there, and the
site is as uninteresting as a place in the vicinity of
the Eternal City can be No historic associations
cluster around any portion of the building. The
effect is melancholy—one feels as one might feel upon
visiting a superb mansion erected by a departed
friend, into which he had not lived to enter and
which can find no tenant.

Santa Maria Maggiore, or “ Great St. Mary’s,” is not
a favorite church with the tourist; I cannot remember
meeting anyone but myself who loved to go there and
linger under its stately roof. It is the most conspic-
uous church in Rome, standing on the summit of the
Esquiline, with vast open spaces at the front and
back. From whatever side you approach the Esqui-
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line, this stately pile looms up before you, serving as
a landmark, seated in solemn grandeur on the summit
of the hill. It is sombre inside; a grey note seems to
pervade, lightened here and there with a gleam of gold
or mosaic of many-colored marble. The magnificence
of St. Paul’s, the suggestiveness of St. John Lateran,
the variety of San Lorenzo, are wanting; there are a
dozen smaller churches containing greater trea-
sures; yet Santa Maria Maggiore seems to me the best
type of the Roman Basilica, it is at once so majestic
and imposing, and, at the same time, so pre-eminently
suggestive of the purpose for which it was built.
Perhaps it was the “dim religious light” that
wrought the charm--or, it may be, the little groups
of worshippers who were forever coming and going,
or the tired old peasants who were wont to sit and
nod dreamily under the shadow of the grey pillars—
but charm there was; and, of all the great churches
in Rome, I visited it oftenest and liked it best.

San Lorenzo fuori le mura, the fifth and last of
the five patr’archial churches, is, like San Paolo, some
distance from the city. Instead of a monastery there
is a cemetery attached to it; and cemeteries are one
of the few relics of papal dominion which the Italian
Government has not suppressed. The church is very
interesting, for it is built in “ pieces”; there is a new
part, an old part, and a very old part; but all these are
one church, though you notice inside, going up and
down steps, that it was not planned entire as it now
stands. At the back you go down a long flight of steps

and find yourself in the chapel wherein lie the remains
8
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of that much .fought-over pontiff, Pius IX. He
asked for a simple tomb, and the white marble sar-
cophagus is devoid of ornament. But the Church
desires to do all honor to the staunch upholder of her
temporal rights; and, accordingly, the chapel which
contains his body is to be a marvel for all ages. The
whole world is contributing to the decorating thereof,
each bishop having a little piece of the wall set apart,
to be filled in with costly mosaic and stamped with
the arms of his province. The effect is brilliant in
the extreme.

It would take some time to barely enumerate the
churches we visited ; and every church has its history,
its relics and its treasures. There was San Carlo and
San Lorenzo in the Corso; Santa Maria and Santa
Cecilia, in Trastevere; Santa Maria sopra Minerva,
celebrated because it is the only Gothic church in
Rome, and very peculiar “ Gothic ” at that ; the Santi
Apostoli, the Gesu; Santa Maria degli Angeli, at the
Baths of Diocletian ; the Ara Coeli, with its celebrated
image, the Santissimo Bambino; San Pietro Montorio,
with its marvellous view of Rome; and San Pietro in
vincoli. The last contains the celebrated statue of
Moses, by Michael Angelo.

Michael Angeio—the mention of his name suggests
to anyone who has ever been in Rome, hours of futile
argument, passionate invective and furious declama-
tion. Ever since his day artists and sculptors have
worshipped him with blind and unlimited devotion.
Perhaps, even in his own times, there were people
who thought his Moses impossible. Even the wor-
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shippers admit that the drapery is so, and that the
law-giver, seated as he is, could not get up. A few,
also, agree that it is impossible for a man’'s knees to
be bigger than his head. His beard, too,is impossible,
and he is represented with horns. Whenever you
approach Michael Angelo you are entangled in a
web of impossibilities—but with all the artists and
sculptors around worshipping criticism is impossible.

To go on to tell of other churches and other im-
possibilities of Michael Angelo would weary the
reader. Every day we seemed to hear of a new
church to be visited, and began again.

One day, however, I felt tired of it all, and ran
away. I was standing at the door of the hotel, and
saw the delightful Mrs. B. hailing a cab. She was
alone. I called out to ask her if she was going for
a drive; and, if so, begged that I migh* have the
pleasure of going with her.

Mrs. B. got into the carriage, and arranged herself
comfortably on the cushions. Then, fixing her bright
eyes upon me and smiling sweetly, she said, * Yes,
you may come, and I will drive where you like, and
as long as you like—but on one condition only. Ask
me to go into a church, and I shall go raving mad!”

Needless to say I was at her side in a moment; and,
casting a hurried glance up at the window of Buzz's
room, called out to the cabby, “ Alla Porta Pia—al
piu presto possible,” and we were off.

It was quite exciting. She, too, had friends
afflicted with the church mania; and we felt as if we
mwight be pursued. The cabby went well; Italians




118 A GLIMPSE OF ROME.

like to drive at-a breakneck pace; and we flew up the
Via Venti Settembre, past the Ministry of Finance
and the Embassy, through the Porta Pia, as if we
were driving for a wager. Only then, when we were
outside the city, did we breathe freely. True there
are churches outside the walls; and we passed two,
which the cabby, after the manner of Roman cabbies,
pointed out. But we screamed so violently at the
sight of them that he cracked his whip and increased
speed again; and we were soon fairly on the road to
the Campagna.

It was one of the loveliest of spring days, though,
in Italy, the remark is inapplicable, for all spring
days are the loveliest. We soon left the houses and
churches behind us, driving up a gently undulating
hill and then down the other side. Here we were
really on the Campagna; stretching away for miles
and miles ahead, of us, lay the green plains, green
with the fresh greenness of the spring; and the air was
laden with the fragrance of innumerable hyacinths.
We drove down over a long winding road in the open
country, stopping at last at the Osteria built beside
the mineral springs of the acqua acetosa, the
efficacy of which waters is held in great esteem by
the Romans. The well-house was designed by
Bernini, that Bernini whose bad taste did its best to
spoil the City of the Pontiffs, and whose over-
ornamentation did deface St. Peter’'s. It has not,
however, spoilt the acqua acetosa, nor does the well-
house detract from the charm of the scene on which
it stands:. We refused to drink of the water, but our
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cabby drank a quart bottle of it, drinking out of the
bottle-neck; and then asked for more, graciously
explaining to us his state of health, and the beneficent
effect which he expected the water to produce. Then
we drove on again over the wide Campagna.

After awhile we forsook the road, and drove over
the green grass. The white hyacinths grew in
thousands everywhere, and we got out of the carriage
to walk among them. Mrs. B. and I commenced to
pick them; and when the cabby saw us doing it he
followed our example; and we soon returned to the
carriage with three armfuls. We got tired of stoop-
ing at length, and told the cabby to desist picking
them also, as we should not know what to do with
so many; as it was, the carriage reminded us of
carnival time in Nice, when one drives to the
Promenade des Anglais with a cavriage-load of
blossoms to participate in the battle of flowers.

Far away on every side stretched the Campagna,
though in the distance we could discern the Sabine
mountains, with towns and villages dotting their
sides, whose white houses were glowing in the bright
sunlight. The cabby kindly indicated the direction
of Tivoli, which we knew already very well, and
afterwards named a few other places, to any one of
which he said he would be happy to drive us. But
we assured him that although fleeing from our friends,
we were not prepared to cut ourselves utterly adrift
from them by anything so rash and improper as a
flight to the mountains. On the contrary, when we
got into the carriage, we ordered him to drive back to
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Rome by the Porta del Popolo; and the horses’ heads
were turned in the direction of the river.

- So we drove #'ong the bank of the Tiber, following
it in its windings, watching the dirty yellow water
flowing oetween the green banks of grass, and finally
crossing it by the Ponte Molle of ancient and modern
fame. We were now on the road by which formerly
the traveller from the north approached the Eternal
City, when, as yet, railways were not. To the right
rose Monte Mario, with its stately pines and white
villa, where I once spent nearly a whole day, lying
under the laurels and smelling the yellow mimosa,
only to be evicted as a trespasser at the end. On the
left we passed the Villa di Papa Giulio, when, for the
last time, the cabby tried to lure us into sight-seeing,
saying to himself mournfully, after each refusal,

““Papa Giulio, Papa Giulio”—as if the Pope Julius,

who had sat to Raphael for his portrait, had been a
personal friend recently deceased. Then the stately
Porta del Popolo came into nearer and nearer view,
until we drove up to it and passed under into the
city.

In the Piazza del Popolo we dismissed the cabby,
who no doubt thought it a very tame home-coming,
after such an exciting departure; aund climbed up the
stairs leading to the Pincio. On the Pincio all was
animation, as the Roman world goes there, every after-
noon the hour before sundown, to take the air. The
band of the Bersaglieri was playing airs from “ Caval-
leria Rusticana ”; people of fashion were driving round
and round the triangle, or sitting in their carriages,
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paying and receiving visits; and pedestrians were
sauntering lazily up and down. The best known of
all resorts in Rome is the Pincio, but never an unin-
teresting sight. If you tire of the people and the
music, you can stand by the wall that runs along the
precipitous sides of the hill, and look down into the
green alleys of the Borghese; or, walking along to
the front, you can look over into the Piazza del Popolo,
with its stately obelisk in the centre, surrounded
by four water-spouting lions. Facing the Porta del
Popolo is the entrance to the Corso, with its churches,
Santa Maria del Popolo and Santa Maria de’ Miracoli,
on either side. The carriages are coming and going,
in and out of the Corso, in a long black line; and a
long half-circle of them extends from the Corso to the
inclined plane leading to the Pincio, the beginning of
which is just under you and the end beside you at
the top. They come and go, and come and go, and
frequently all come to a standstill, the crush is so
great. Then, each side of the Corso, is another street,
beginning beyond the two churches, the Babuino on
the left and the Ripetta on the right, main arteries,
second only to the Corso, of the old city of the Popes.
You watch and watch and watch until you are weary ;
and then, raising your eyes, you see, far beyond, the
mighty dome of St. Peter’s standing out against the
sunset sky, grim and gigantic, towering aloft, keeping
guard over the Eternal City at its feet.

!
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IL

ON the evening of the Annunciation I was in a well-
known café-chantant in the Via de' due Macelli,
sipping my coffee, when a young woman of beauti-
ful but artificial complexion, r~splendent in white
satin and diamonds (?), appeared on the stage and
commenced to sing the “ Ave Maria.”

Both words and air were familiar, yet I fancied I
must be mistaken, a hymn seemed so out of keeping
with the place and the performer. It might, perhaps,
be a parody—from the character of the singer, judged
by her face, one might have expected anything—but
psalm-singing. So I turned to an Italian officer who
sat next me, and made enquiries.

“She is singing the ‘ Ave Maria,’ signore; it is in
honor of the day, I’ Annunziazione.”

I bowed, and said, “A thousand thanks,’ as is
proper ; but if I said little, I thought the more. In
no place but in Rome could such a thing happen ;
but in Rome—well, you may expect anything, and
need be surprised at nothing. I went on sipping
my coffee, prepared to listen with due reverence;
but, to my amazement, the rest of the audience were
not of the same mind. She had not gone far before
the whole room was in a ferment. A few were crying
“ Brava,” but the majority were hissing and hooting ;
the louder the one cry, the louder the other. In a
short time all the occupants of the caf¢ were engaged
either in encouraging her to go on, or insisting that
she should stop and sing something else. It wasa
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perfect uproar. Again in dilemma, I appealed to
the gentleman beside me; and again the matter was
explained.

The singing of the “ Ave Maria” was a recognition
of the festival; the recognition of a church festival
was nothing less than a recognition of the Church;
the recognition of the Church was treason to Italy ;
all loyal Italians were protesting. As for those who
cried “ Brawva,” and who were quite as eager in their
way, they were of the Pope’s party, and were seizing
on the occasion to “demonstrate.” All was clear.

No harm was done. The “ Ave Maria” was sung,
even if no one heard it ; the singer retired, hissed and
applauded ; a clown came out to perform, and every-
one cooled down under the influence of his buffoonery ;
but the incident was a glimpse into the Roman char-
acter. The Romans are as fickle as the wind; they
shout for united Italy to-day, and may shout for the
Pope to-morrow, only to dethrone him and declare for
a republic the day after. Without any “inward and
spiritual grace,” they have faith in the “ outward and
visible sign;” and, in their advocacy of a policy or
doctrine, show neither moderation nor sense of justice.

All Ttalians, however, are extremists on one side or
the other when you mention the Church question. I
never mentioned it ; but was frequently called upon to
listen to fierce invective, delivered quite regardless of
what might happen to be my own feelings or pre-
judices. I was once on board of a small coasting
steamer, going through the Tuscan Archipelago, with
a captain who spent the best part of two days playing
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on the mandolin and preaching a sermon against the
papacy. .

It was a trip to be remembered. The first day was
wild and winterish, the rain was falling in torrents,
and the Tramontana was blowing a stiff breeze.
Besides myself there were two passengers—a girl,
who sat in front of the cabin fire combing her hair,
and a man, who, fearing that he was going to be ill,
leaned on me for support. The latter was the more
objectionable, for he had breakfasted on garlic, and
clung very close. Everyone knows that sea-sickness
is a blessing in disguise, so I prayed old Father Nep-
tune to bless the two of them, and do it as speedily as
possible.

The prayer was heard. The girl was the first to
feel it. She left one or two tufts of hair hanging
straight, and fled, overpowered by a stronger instinct
than that of vanity; and while I was rendering
thanks for this release, my other fellow-traveller
began to find his caro amico a broken reed, and,
ere long, sought refuge in his berth. I was left
alone with the captain, who lay on a sofa singing
love-songs to the accompaniment of a mandolin.

He was the most peculiar skipper I ever chanced
to meet, though I have met with many kinds. Occa-
sionally one of the officers or men came below and
gave him some information as to wind and weather,
which he would acknowledge with a curt “ Va bene”;
but the mandolin never left his hand. He sang songs
of all countries, having been in all—“ Annie Laurie,”
“Ta-ra-ra-boom-de-ay,” “ Dixie,” and airs from “ Cav-
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ainst the alleria Rusticana,” following each other, all sung to
Italian words and with Italian grace—until, all at

day was i once, the mandolin was flung away, and he gave vent

torrents, y to a loud “ Thank God !”

" breeze. A short silence ensued, and then came an outburst

—a girl, of invective. The occasion of the “ Thank God” was

1er hair, the passing of the Civil Marriage Bill in Hungary,

;0 be ill, and the invective was levelled at the Church. It
he more would be impossible to repeat even the mildest phrases
slie, and ] which he used; such frenzy and such ferocity could
sickness ] not be expressed on paper. It fairly staggered me;
er Nep- 3 and when I had a chance to get in a word, I said so.

edily as “Ha,” said he, “you are English—what do you care ?”
And then followed a long dissertation on the English
first to and their modes of thought, which, though uttered in

anging a tone of reproach, was, from my point of view, a
nstinct - compliment to the nation I represented. The next

dering breathing space he took, I said so.

aveller “ What is your religion ?” said he, asking the ques-
1, and, tion at rather a late hour, considering what had been
18 left K said on the subject.

inging I told him. “And you,” I asked in return, “ what
in, i are you ? Nothing, I presume?”

anced 4 “ Nothing ?” cried the man, with open eyes ; “ me—
Occa- I am a good Catholic.”

~ and This assertion I received with a laugh of incre-
ather, 4 dulity ; but he was in earnest, he was a good C‘atholic,
ene”’; though, to the northern mind, a man who made his

songs ; four sons curse the Church every night when they
urie,” : said their prayers, seems an anomalous sort of church-
Cav- : man. Nevertheless he explained his position, and
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carried conviction with his words—for Italians are
nothing if not plausible. He was a good Christian
and a Catholic, but full of passionate hatred toward
the Pope and the Church, as enemies of united Italy,
the House of Savoy and Garibaldi, the gods of the
modern Italian. The argument—for I argued with
him all the time—continued during the evening and
thoughout the next day, broken only by interludes of
music, when his feelings found expression in more
amiable words, sung to the accompaniment of the
mandolin.

He was not a solitary case. On one occasion I
went to the railway station in Rome to meet a train
due at eleven in the evening. It was two hours be-
hind the time; I had taken a biglietto d'ingresso to
the platform and felt disinclined to go out again; so I
sauntered up and down, turning at last into the
baggage-room where I hoped to find a seat.

The baggage-master, a nimble old man with a fiery
eye, was the only occupant ; and he was leaning over
the counter, reading the Tribuna. He asked me what
I was looking for, and I told him; whereupon he
politely handed me a chair.

I sat down. The old man continued his reading,
making an occasional remark about the weather and
the great number of forestiert in Rome; and I
answered in monosyllables. Finally, having finished
his paper, he asked me how I had spent the day.

As it happened, I had been on the Janiculum, ad-
miring the view of the city and inspecting the statue
of Garibaldi. At the mention of the name the old
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man’s eyes flashed fire, he drew himself back and,
with one movement, threw off his coat, which fell to
the floor behind. Then, rolling up his shirtsleeve,
he thrust his bare arm under my eyes—“ZEcco,
Signorino !'”

There was the scar of a sword-thrust running from
the elbow diagonally across, half way to the wrist.
As he showed it, his eyes continued to flash and his
face glowed with a smile of triumph.

“ Una cicatrice ? "—a scar.

“A memorial of that great day!” And then fol-
lowed a perfect torrent of words, as he described the
scene. I think even one who knew not a syllable of
Italian would have understood him ; it was wonderful.
I could see Garibaldi in plumed hat, his red cloak
flying in the wind, standing on the summit of the
hill and pointing to the great city, while his voice
rang through the air, thrilling every soul vrith the
magic words, “ Roma o Morte !”—* Rome or Death!”—
the enthusiasm of the revolution, the rush forward, the
fire and fury of the conflict, all were there, living,
burning again. And then there followed invectives,
cursings, and maledictions, showered hot on poor old
Pius IX—curses on him living, curses on him dead—
they fell like thunderbolts from the thin withered
lips, while the lightning flashed in his eye. Him I did
not contradict. He was entertaining me ; and, in any
cage, it would have been unkind to interfere with
such joy as was born of the memories I had
awakened. I let him bless and curse. Garibaldi
rose serene to the highest heaven, to be for evermore
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the light of the world; while the Pontiff sank,
with the unanimous consent of humankind, to the
bottom of the bottomless pit—if such a Hibernianism
may be allowed. Viva Vittorio Emmanuele! Viva
Ultalia ! but, above all, Viva Garibaldi !

The partisans of the Church are just as extreme
in their way ; but as such of them as I chanced to
meet belonged to a different class, the exhibition of
feeling on their part was not so violent nor so
picturesquely expressed. It may be remarked, how-
ever, that some people do not consider it quite decent
to mention the name of Garibaldi in good society ;
and the evening after I met the old man at the rail-
way station, I had the pleasure of spending a few
hours with an old lady who held very extreme views.
An allusion to the statue on the Janiculum was met
by a wave of the hand and the curt remark, “ We do
not mention such people in this house.”

When Holy Week arrived, we had ample oppor-
tunity of seeing such church ceremonial as lingers
under the blighting influence of Italian rule. To
Buzz I was indebted for much that I would other-
wise have missed; for he used to wake me in the
morning and bid me arise and come forth, when, left
to myself, I should probably have slept.

I think we saw everything and heard everything.
Little Dotty, instigated by Mrs. Nincompoop, went
about on the Wednesday, warning everybody who
had left a picture in a church unvisited, to go and see
it immediately, as the pictures would be veiled from
Holy Thursday until Easter. Buzz and I left for
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church at once; but found out later that, though the
pictures were veiled, the sacristan, for a few pence,
would roll up the veil and let you have a peep. On
that Wednesday, the finest of the services was the
singing of the “Miserere” at the Gesu, by the students
of the German college. But Holy Thursday was the
busiest day of the week. In the morning we saw
the oil consecrated, the relics venerated, and also
heard high mass, at St. John Lateran; and in the
afternoon, we heard the papal choir sing the “Miserere”
at St. Peter’s, and saw the exhibition of the most
precious relics and the washing of the high altar.

It was a curious sight, St. Peter’s, that after-
noon. A motley crowd, composed of all nations and
all sorts and conditions of men and women, thronged
the great nave and transepts of the church, all push-
ing and jostling one another, walking up and down,
praying, joking, chattering, eriticising, laughing, even
flirting. Grave priests were there, come from far-off
lands to worship at the tomb of the apostle, frivolous
women to see and be seen, pickpockets to ply their
trade, the devout to pray, the unbelieving to laugh,
the philosopher to moralize; and a few simple souls,
among whom I was one, to hear the musiec.

But no one else seemed to pay any attention to the
service; and I soon found that “in Rome you must do
as the Romans do,” and flutter about. I was intro-
duced to a gentleman from New York; and we
walked up and down, discussing an heiress whom we
had both met, and her chances. Once I heard an
irreverent Roman exclaim, “ Hist—there's the angel’s
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voice, he’s beginning a solo,” and I rushed toward the
choir to hear the Pope’s favorite chorister; but the
noise around me was too great; and I went back to
my new acquaintance, to ask more questions about
Miss Millions.

Notwithstanding these drawbacks, it was, in its
way, a most impressive sight. The vast cathedral
seemed vaster than ever, when one saw such a multi-
tude of men and women surging and swaying back-
ward and forward on the marble pavement, so infini-
tesimally small each one, and covering only the
ground like flies; while the massive pillars rose
heavenward, and the ceiling loomed dim and distant
with its sombre gold, far above, as if it had been
built to house a race of giants, and were desecrated
by the horde of restless pigmies who were strutting
about with such self-importance beneath. In the
midst rose the great Baldacchino, with its columns of
gilded bronze rising ninety feet in the air, over-
shadowing the high altar under the great dome. In
the dim light of the late afternoon there was a
mystery, a grandeur, a sublime beauty in the scene.
And there was nothing to relieve the duskiness;
the ninety-three ever-burning golden lamps, which
twinkle like stars before the tomb of St. Peter night
and day, were extinguished because of the Passion;
only the light that struggled in from the far away
windows in the north and south, made the twilight
visible, save when an acolyte or chorister went
picking his way through the crowd, carrying a
flickering taper. Truly a not-to-be-forgotten sight.
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And tramp, tramp went the people; and the hum
of voices rose and fell continuously in all languages,
broken now and again in the distance by outbursts
of song from the white-robed choir, who sat far away
in the shadow of the papal throne.

At last the “Miserere” came to an end, and there was

a rush from all sides toward the high altar. The
altar of St. Peter's is washed on Holy Thursday, a
ceremony which is said to take place nowhere else.
There is not much to see, but everyone, unhappily,
wishes to see what there is; and the pushing and
squeezing is very great. I found myself wedged in
between the crowd and one of the pillars of the
Buldacchimo, an excellent place from which to view
the ceremony, and an excellent place to be flattened
into the semblance of a pancake. The marble altar
was left quite bare, with nothing on it but a number
of glasses full of red wine. A procession of cardinals,
canons and other dignitaries, went up and solemnly
spilled the wine over the stone; then went down and
came back again with little bunches of hyssop, with
which they washed the wine over every square inch
of the surface.

When this was at an end, the crowd broke up to
collect again under the gallery of St. Veronica, where
the relics are displayed. This ceremony jarred on me
much, so irreverent was the crowd, so loud the
laughter, so audible the criticisms. For my own part,
I have no taste for these things; but the association
of ideas lends, or ought to lend, a solemnity to such

an exhibition. It was sadly lacking. The Romans,
9
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themselves, are a very irreverent people, and do not
behave differently in church from what they do in
the theatre or gaming-hall; consequently, foreigners,
“doing as the Romans do,” in Rome conduct them-
selves with a flippancy and want of the sense of the
fitness of things that jars on a sensitive mind, and
takes away from a religious service that elevating
influence without which it must degenerate into a
melancholy farce.

After this scene, the solemn ceremonies in the
Vatican, whither I drove in the early morning of
Easter Day to see the Pope celebrate his private mass
in the presence of the Embassies, were a pleasing
contrast. We arrived at the Bronze Doors about
half-past seven o'clock ; and, after showing our cards
of invitation to the Swiss Guards, were ushered up
the Royal staircase to the Sala Regia, or Royal
Saloon. All the guests were on the point of arriving,
to be in place when the Pope should enter, the men
in full dress, the women with black lace veils over
their heads and dressed in black silk or satin, re-
minding one of the churches in Southern Spain with
their rows of stately Spanish women, each wearing
the graceful mantilla, who kneel on the marble floors,
and look so beautiful in the sombre light.

The guards at the door of the Sistine Chapel
inspected us, and escorted us to our places. I found
myself in a good position to see and hear, standing
between an American monsignore and a couple of
French gentlemen, an old man and his son; who, if one
may judge anything from face and form, were of an
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ancient and honorable Legitimist family—so exquisite
and refined were their features, so polished their man-
ner, so devout their behavior.

To decorate the Sistine Chapel in honor of any
event would be sacrilege. A small altar, draped with
scarlet, and having a canopy above it of the same
color, stood against Michael Angelo’s “Last Judgment;”
and on it were eight golden candlesticks. This was
the only change in the chapel from what one saw
every day. A semi-circle of the Guard of Nobles, in
their uniform of blue and gold with silver helmets,
extended from each corner of the altar to the wall on
either side. Down the middle of the chapel, from the
altar steps to the door, there was a double row of
Swiss Guards in their flaming uniforms of red and
yellow, with lofty white plumes on their helmets and
antique pikes in hand, keeping the way clear for the
Pope’s procession. On either side were benches for
the guests of the day, foreign ambassadors and their
families having front seats. From the ceiling the
master-pieces of Michael Angelo looked down; and
before the eye, around and above the altar, the figures
of the “Last Judgment ” stood out with tremendous
force—demons, wild and raging, souls falling into
the abyss—and far above the golden crucifix that
stood in the midst of the golden candlesticks, appeared
the vision of the Crucified seated on the clouds, a stern
and relentless judge, with arm uplifted pronouncing
sentence on the world.

We waited for some time ; but at last the papal
choir burst into song. At the same moment the

i
il
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procession appeared at the door, Swiss Guards and
Knights of Malta, followed by cardinals and grand
dignitaries of the household; and last, borne in the
sedia gestatoria, a red-and-gold chair, on the shoulders
of twelve ecclesiastics in crimson gowns, came the
successor of Hildebrand and Gregory the Great.

Unlike many of the men who stamp their impress
on the history of their time, Leo XIII is not dis-
appointing in the bodily presence. I knew him well
from his portrait, as everybody else knows him ; and
he impressed me much more favorably than the
pictorial representation. He is very old and very
white, with skin as soft as a baby’s; but there is a
greater fulness in his cheeks than is observable in his
photographs; and this softens his smile into one of
winning sweetness. However winning the smile may
be, no one could suspect it to be the senile smile of an
old man in his dotage; for, under his small white
brows and above those soft wrinkled cheeks, look
out the sharpest of little eyes, full of intellectual
vigor that twinkle and sparkle with wonderful keen-
ness, telling the world that the greatest pontiff the
Roman Church has had for two centuries, retains,
at the age of eighty-six, all his mental force and
vivacity.

He advanced slowly, blessing everyone on either
side, with a smile sweeter than honey. But the eyes
belied the smile. There is no malice in those eyes,
only keenness of intellect and capacity for seeing
straight and far. As I looked into them, they
seemed to be saying, “ Ha, ha; I see you, you dear,
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devout people, bending with such reverent faces, who
talk so much about my troubles and do so little to
help me out of them ; and you, you well-bred heretics,
with your courtly manners and curious glances, I see
you, too; and I bless you, one and all, with right good
will—if there be any benefit in it, heaven knows you
need it !”

Neither is the resemblance to Voltaire, of which so
much has been said, as striking as in the portraits of
the Pope. The greater fulness of the cheeks accounts
for this, and takes away that sharp cynical look that
seems to lurk in the lips, as seen in photographs.
This resemblance to Voltaire is said to be a sore point
with the pontiff; but it is hard to say why. The time
has surely come when the world may cease to frighten
itself with the name of the great Frenchman ; and the
venerable successor of Benedict XIV. might look back
over the intervening century and say, with a smile,
“Yes, here I am, in face and form an image of your-
self, building up where you threw down, governing
the Church you thought to destroy, doing good where
you did ill,"—for what the great Frenchman did for
humanity is now patent to all the world; and what
he did and said, in his biting, witty fashion, against
the Church and its rulers, has, even if they remember

it with resentment, shown them a wiser and better
way to lead mankind than known of in the days of
Louis XV.

And so he advanced by degrees to the altar, where
he was robed and said mass, giving communion to the
embassies, Then a low mass was said by his chaplain,
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and from him the pontiff received the communion,
sitting in a low chair to the left of the altar. Then,
after having retired through a side door into an
adjoining room to breakfast, he came out and took
his seat on the throne; and the embassies did homage
and kissed his foot.

The service was imposing and full of grandeur;
yet not even tiie sublime figures of Michael Angelo,
looking down on one from above the altar, awoke
that sense of spiritual awe produced on entering the
great churches of the north. Neither St. Peter’s nor
the Sistine Chapel, nor any of the gorgeous churches
of Rome, tell of the rise and triumph of the faith. If
they speak, it is to suggest the Renaissance ; and their
glory is the glory of world-wide dominion. But in
the north, whether one rests under the golden mosaics
of St. Mark, or the vaulted roof of SS. Giovanni e Paolo,
or stands, with awestruck soul, on the old red brick
pavement of Santa Croce, comes, like a mighty torrent
full upon the inner man, the spirit of the ages of faith.
Glorious may be the mosaic, matchless the art; yet
they speak to one of heaven and not of earth. In the
old church of Santa Croce in Florence, with its gaunt
grey walls, its red brick floor and its marvellous
Giottos, this feeling is felt to the full. One realizes
something of the faith of those who wrought of old,
building for the glory of God and in the hope of
heaven. As you pace up and down, the bare walls,
the massive tombs and the gloomy roof far above,
speak of the toil and the conflict, the burning zeal,
the martyrdoms, the living faith, of a long-past age.
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