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FAR AWAY AND LONG ^GO

CHAPTER I

Earliest Memories
Preambie^e house where I wa. bom_The .u.g«I.r omW

J^ I^, ""''^T " "•'"^-The pI.i„_The ghct o".murdered .lave-Our playmate, .he old .heep-dog-AU
^,vIe«o„_The cattle : an evening Kene-My mother-Captau, Scott-The hermit and hi. awful penance

It was never my intention to write an autobiography.
Since I took to writing in my middle years I havefrom time to time, related some incident of my boy-*hood and these are contained in various chapters inne Naiuraljsi in La Plata, B,rds and Man, XZresamong Btr^s, and other works, also in t^o or three

^riT'/^r^. '" '^' "'^^^"^^ ^°"W have beenkept back If I had contemplated such a book as thisWhen my fnends have asked me in recent years Ihy
I did not write a history of my early life on thepampas, my answer was that I had already told allthat was worth telhng in these books. And I really

recall his early hfe m its entirety he finds it is not
possible

:
he IS like one who ascends a hill to surveythe prospect before him on a day of heavy cloud and
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shadow, who sees at a distance, now here, now there,

some feature in the landscape—hill or wood or tower
or spire—touched and made conspicuous by a tran-

sitory sunbeam while all else remaii." in obscurity.

The scenes, people, events we are able by an effort

to call up do not present themselves in order; there

is no order, no sequence or regular progression

—

nothing, in fact, but isolated spots or patches, brightly

illumined ^nd vividly seen, in tb • midst of a wide
shrouded mental landscape.

It fasy to fall into the delusion that the few
things th"s distinctly remembered and visualized are

precisely those which were most important in our life,

and on that account were saved by memory while all the
rest has been permanently blotted out. That is indeed
how our memory serves and fools us ; for at some
period of a man's life—at all events of some lives—in

some rare state of the mind, it is all at once revealed
to him . . by a miracle that nothing is ever blotted out.

It was through falling into some such state as that,

during whi. h I had a wonderfully clear and continuous
vision of the past, that 1 was tempted—forced I may
iay—to write this account of my early years. I will
relate the occasion, as I imagine that the reader Tvho is

a psychologist will ^nd as much to interest hun in
this incident as in anything else contained in the
aoolc.

I was feeling weak and depressed when I came
down from London one November evening to the
south coast

:
the sea, the clear sky, the bright colours

of the afterglow kept me too long on the fro.it in an
east wind in that low condition, with the result that
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I was laid up for six weeks with a very serious illness.
Yet when .t was over I looked back on those six
weeks as a happy time ! Never had I thought so
little of physical pain. Never had I felt confinement
Icss-I who feel, when I am out of sight of livinggrowmg grass, and out of sound of birds' voices and
all rural sounds, that I am not properly alive !

On the second day of my illness, during an interval

uur^"^''"?
'"'"' ' ^"" '"'° recollections of my

childhood, and at once I had that far, that forgotten past
with me again as I had never previously had it Itwas not like that mental condition, known to most
persons when some sight or sound or, more frequently
he perfume of some flower, associated with our earlv

life restores th.' past suddenly and so vividly that it
.s almo.

.
an illusion. That is an intensely emotional

condit^n and vanishes as quickly as it comes. Thi.

Zd rT'l
^° '''"'" '° the simile and metaphor

used at the beginning, it was as if the cloud shadows
and haze had passed away and the entire wide prospect
beneath me made clearly visible. Over it all my eyescould range at will, choosing this or that point to dwellupon, to examine it in all its details ; or in the case ofsome person known to me as a child, to follow his life
till It ended or passed from sight; then to return tothe sanie point again to repeat the process with other
lives and resume my rambles In the old familiar haunts.What a happiness it would be, I thought, in spite of
discomfort and pain and danger, if this vision would
continue I It was not to be expected : nevertheless itdid not vanish and on the second day I set myself totry and save it from the oblivion which would presently
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cover it again. Propped up with pillows I began with

pencil and writing-pad to put it down in some
sort of order, and went on with it at intervals during

the whole six weeks of my confinement, and in this

way produced the first rough draft of the book.

And all this time I never ceased wondering at my
own mental state ; I thought of it when, quickly tired,

my trembling fingers dropped the pencil ; or when I

woke from uneasy sleep to find the vision still before

me, inviting, insistently calling to me, to resume my
childish rambles and adventures of long ago in that

strange world where I first saw the light.

It was to me a marvellous experience ; to be here,

propped up with pillows in a dimly-lighted room, the

night-nurse idly dozing by the fire ; the sound of

the everlasting wind in my ears, howling outside and
dashing the rain like hailstones against the window-
panes ; to be awake to all this, feverish and ill and sore,

conscious of my danger too, and at the same time to be

thousands of miles away, out in the sun and wind,

rejoicing in other sights and sounds, happy again with

that ancient long-lost and now recovered happiness !

During the three years that have passed since I had
that strange experience, I have from time to time, when
in the mood, gone back to the book and have had to cut

it down a good deal and to reshape it, as in the first draft

it would have made too long and formless a history.

The house where I was born, on the South American
pampas, was quaintly named Los Veinte-cinco Ombues^
which means « The Twenty-five Ombu Trees," there

being just twenty-five of these indigenous trees

—

^^^m^^mi:t:^m^



EARLIEST MEMORIES
5

gigantic in size, and standing wide apart in a row
about 400 yards long. The ombu is a very singular
tree indeed, and being the only representative of tree-
vegetation, natural to the soil, on those great level
plains, and having also many curious superstitions
connected with it, it is a romance in itself. It belongs
to the rare Phytolacca family, and has an immense
girth-forty or fifty feet in some cases ; at the same
time the wood IS so soft and spongy that it can be cut
into with a knife, and is utterly unfit for firewood, forwhen cut up it refuses to dry, but simply rots awayhke a npe water-melon. It also grows slowly, and its
eaves, which are large, glossy and deep green, like
aurel leaves, are poisonous

; and because of its use-
Icssness it will probably become extinct, like the
graceful pampas grass in the same region. In this
exceedingly practical age men 4uickly lay the axe atthe root of things which, in their view, only cumber
he ground

;
but before other trees had been planted

the antiquated and grand-looking ombu had its uses •

It served as a gigantic landmark to the traveller on the
great monotonous plains, and also afforded refreshing
shade to man and horse in summer

; while the native
doctor or herbalist would sometimes pluck a leaf for
a patient requiring a very violent remedy for his
disorder. Our trees were about a century old and
very large, and, as they stood on an elevation, thev
could be easily seen at a distance of ten miles. Atnoon in summer the cattle and sheep, of which we had
a large number, used to rest in their shade ; one large
tree also afforded us children a splendid play-house
and we used to carry up a number of planks to'



6 FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO
construct safe bridges from branch to branch, and at

noon, when our elders were sleeping their siesta, we
would have our arboreal games unmolested.

Besides the famous twenty-five, there was one other

tree of a different species, growing close to the house,

and this was known all over the neighbourhood as

" The Tree," this proud name having been bestowed
on it because it was the only one of the kind known
in that part of the country ; our native neighbours
always affirmed that it was the only one in the world.
It was a fine large old tree, with a white bark, long
smooth white thorns, and dark-gi\-en undeciduous
foliage. Its blossoming time was in November—

a

month about as hot as an English July—and it would
then become covered with tassels of minute wax-like
flowers, pale straw-colour, and of a wonderful frag-
rance, which the soft summer wind would carry for
miles on its wings. And in this way our neighbours
would discover that the flowering season had come to
the tree they so much admired, and they would come
to beg for a branch to take home with them to perfume
their lowly houses.

The pampas are, in most places, level as a billiard-

table
; just where we lived, however, the country hap-

pened to be undulating, and our house stood on the
summit of one of the highest elevations. Before the
house stretched a great rassy plain, level to the horizon,
while at the back it sloped abruptly down to a broad,
deep stream, which emptied itself in the river Plata'
about six miles to the east. This stream, with its'

three ancient red willow trees growing on the banks,
was a source of endless pleasure to us. Whenever we
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went down to play on the banks, the fresh penetrating
scent of the moist earth had a strangely exhilarating
effect, making us wild with joy. I am able now to
recall these sensations, and believe that the sense of
smell, which seems to diminish as we grow older, until
it becomes something scarcely worthy of being called
a sense, is nearly as keen in little children as in the
inferior animals, and, when they live with nature, con-
tributes as much to their pleasure as sight or hearing.
I have often observed that small children, when brought
on to low, moist ground from a high level, give loose
to a sudden spon'.ieous gladness, running, shouting,
and rolling over the grass just like dogs, and I have no
doubt that the fresh smell of the earth is the cause of
their ous excitement.

Our house was a long low structure, built of brick,
and, being very old, naturally had the reputation of
being haunted. A former proprietor, half a century
before I was born, once had among his slaves a very
handsome young negro, who, on account of his beauty
and amiability, was a special favourite with his mistress.
Her preference filled his poor silly brains with dreams
and aspirations, and, deceived by her gracious manner,
he one day ventured to approach her in the absence of
his master and told her his feelings. She coula not
forgive so terrible an insult to her pride, and when
her husband returned went to him, white with in-
dignation, and told him how this miserable slave had
abused their kindness. The husband had an implac-
able heart, and at his command the offender was
suspended by the wrists to a low, horizontal branch of
"The Tree," and there, in sight of his master and
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mistress, he was scourged to death by his fellow-slaves.
His battered body was then taken down and buried in
a deep hollow at some little distance from the last of
the Jong row of ombu trees. It was the ghost of
this poor black, whose punishment had been so much
heavier than his offence deserved, that was supposed to
haunt the place. It was not, however, a conventional
ghost, stalking about in a white sheet ; those who had
seen it averred that it invariably rose up from the spot
where the body had been buried, like a pale, luminous
exhalation from the earth, ana, assuming a human
shape, floated slowly towards the house, and roamed
about the great trees, or, seating itself on an old
projecting root, would remain motionless for hours in
a dejected attitude. I never saw it.

Our constant companion and playmate in those days
was a dog, whose portrait has never faded from remem-
brance, for he was a dog with features and a personality
which impressed themselves deeply on the mind. He
came to us in a rather mysterious manner. One summer
evening the shepherd was galloping round the flock
and trying by means of much shouting to induce the
lazy sheep to move homewards. A strange-looking
lame dog suddenly appeared on the scene, as if it had
dropped from the clouds, and limping briskly after the
astonished and frightened sheep, drove them straight
home and into the fold

; and, after thus earning his
supper and showing what stuff was in him, he estab-
lished himself at the house, where he was well receivedHe was a good-sized animal, with a very long body a
smooth black coat, tan feet, muzzle, and "spectacles,"
and a face of extraordinary length, which gave him a
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profoundly-wise baboon-like expression. One of his
hind legs had been broken or otherwise injured, so
that he limped and shuffled along in a peculiar lop-
sided fashion

; he had no tail, and his ears had been
cropped close to his head : altogether he was like an
old soldier returned from the wars, where he had
received many hard knocks, besides having had sundry
portions of his anatomy shot away.
No name to fit this singular canine visitor could be

found, although he responded readily enough to the
word pecku/io, which is used to call any unnamed pup
by, like pussy for a cat. So it came to pass that this
word pec/iic/io—equivalent to « doggie "

in English—
St k to him for only name until the end of the
chapter

;
and the end was that, after spending some

years with us, he mysteriously disappeared.
He very soon proved to us that he understood

children as well as sheep ; at all events he would allow
them to tease and pull him about most unmercifully
and actually appeared to enjoy it. Our first riding-
lessons were taken on his back ; but old Pechicho
eventually made one mistake, after which he was
relieved from the labour of carrying us. When I was
about four years old, my two elder brothers, in the
character of riding-masters, set me on his back, and,
in order to test my capacity for sticking on under diffi-
culties, they rushed away, calling him. The old dog,
infected with the pretended excitement, bounded after
them, and I was thrown and had my leg broken, for
as the poet says

—

Children, they are rery little,

And their bonei are very brittle.
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When I think of her I remember with gratitude that
our parents seldom or never punished us, and never
unless we went too far in our domestic dissensions or
tncks, even chided us. This, I am convinced, is the
right attitude for parents to observe, modestly to admit
that nature is wiser than they are, and to let their little
ones follow, as far as possible, the bent of their own
minds, or whatever it is they have in place of minds.
It is the attitude of the sensible hen towards her duck-
lings, when she has had frequent experience of their
mcongruous ways, and is satisfied that they know best
what IS good for them

; though, of course, their ways
seem peculiar to her, and she can never entirely sym-
pathize with their fancy for going into water. I need
not be told that the hen is after all only step-mother
to her ducklings, since I am contending that the
civihzed woman—the artificial product of our self-
imposed conditions—cannot have the same relation to
her offspring as the uncivilized woman really has to
hers. The comparison, therefore, holds good, the
mother with us being practically step-mother to children
of another race

; and if she is sensible, and amenable
to nature's teaching, she will attribute their seemingly
unsuitable ways and appetites to the right cause, and
not to a hypothetical perversity or inherent depravity
of heart, about which many authors will have spoken
to her in many books :

But though they wrote it all by rote
They did not write it right.

Of all the people outside of the domestic circle
known to me in those days, two individuals only are
distinctly remembered. They were certainly painted
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I have not the faintest notion of who Captain Scott
was, or of what he was ever captain, or whether resi-
dence m a warm climate or hard drinking had dyed his
broad countenance with that deep magenta red, nor ofhow and when he finished his earthly career; for whenwe moved away the huge purple-faced strange-looking
man dropped for ever out of our lives; yet in mymmd how beautiful his gigantic image looks ! And
to this day I bless his memory for all the sweets he
gave me m a land where sweets were scarce, and for
h.s fnendlmess to me when 1 was a very small boy.

Ihc second well-remembered individual was also
only an occasional visitor at our house, and was known
all over the surrounding country as the Hermit for
his name was never discovered. He was perpetually
on the move, visiting in turn every house witnin a
radius of forty or fifty miles; and once about every
seven or eight weeks he called on us to receive a few
articles of food-enough for the day's consumption.
Money he always refused with gestures of intense
disgust, and he would also decline cooked meat and
broken bread. When hard biscuits were given him,
he would carefully examine them, and if one was
found chipped or cracked he would return it, pointing
out the defect, and ask for a sound one in return. Hehad a small, sun-parched face, and silvery long hair ;but his features were fine, his teeth white and even,
his eyes clear grey and keen as a falcon's. There was
always a set expression of deep mental anguish on his
tace intensified with perhaps a touch of insanity, whichmade it painful to look at him. As he never accepted
money or anything but food, he of course made his

ir
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own garments— and what garments they were ! Many
years ago I used to sec, strolling about St. James's
Park, a huge h airy gentleman, with a bludgeon in his
hand, and clothed with a bear's skin to which the head
and paws were attached. It may be that this eccentric
individual is remembered by some of my readers, but
I assure them that he was quite a St. James's Park
dandy compared with my hermit. He wore a pair of
gigantic shoes, about a foot broad at the toes, mad*"
out of thick cow-hide with the hair on; and on his
head was a tall rimless cow-hide hat shaped like an
inverted flower-pot. His bodily covering was, how-
ever, the most extraordinary: the outer garment, if

gaxment it can be called, resembled a very large m'at-
tress in size and shape, with the ticking m.ade of
mnumerable pieces of raw hide sewn together. It
was about a foot in ^hickness and stufl^ed with sticks,
stones, hard lumps of clay, rams' horns, bleached
bones, and other hard heavy objects ; it was fastened
ro- ^ him with straps of hide, and reached nearly to
the fe.v. d. Tiie figure he made in this covering
was most horribly uncouth and grotesque, and his
periodical visits used to throw us into a great state of
excitement. And as if this awful burden with which
he had saddled himself—enough to have crushed
down any two ordinary men—was not sufficient, he
had weighted the heavy stick used to support his
steps with a great ball at the end, also with a large
circular bell-shaped object surrounding the middle
On arriving at the house, where the dogs would
become frantic with terror and rage at sight of him
he would stand resting hinjself for eight or ten
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minutes ; then in a strange language, which might
have been Hebrew or Sanscrit, for there was no
person learned enough in the country to understand
it, he would make a long speech or prayer in a

clear ringing voice, intoning his words in a mono-
tonous sing-song. His speech done, he would beg,

in broken Spanish, for the usual charity ; and, after

receiving it, he would commence another address,

possibly invoking blessings of all kinds on the donor,
and lasting an unconscionable time. Then, bidding

a ceremonious farewell, he would take his departure.

From the sou- d of certain oft-recurring expressions

in his recitations we children called him " Con-ststir

Lo-vs»ir"
; perhaps some cleve pundit will be able to

tell me what th'^se words mean—the only fragment
saved of the hermit's mysterious language. It was
commonly reported that he had at one period of his

life committed some terrible crime, and that, pursued
by the phantoms of remorse, he had fled to this distant

region, where he would never be met and denounced
by any former companion, and had adopted his singular

mode of life by way of penance. This was, of course,

mere conjecture, for nothing could be extracted from
him. When closely questioned or otherwise interfered

with, then old Con-stair Lo-vair would show that his

long cruel penance had not yet banished the devil from
his heart. A terrible wrath would disfigure his coun-

tenance and kindle his eyes with demoniac fire ; and
in sharp ringing tones, that wounded like strokes, he

would pour forth a torrent of words in his unknown
language, doubtless invoking every imaginable curse on
his tormentor.
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For upwards of twenty years after I as a small child

made h.s acquaintance he continued faithfully purauing
his dreary rounds, exposed to rold and rain in winter
and to the more trying heats of summer ; until at last
he was discovered lying dead on the plain, wasted by
old age and famine to a mere skeleton, and even in
death stiU crushed down with that awful burden he had
carried for so many years. Thus, consistent to the end
and with. IS secret untold to any sympathetic human
soul perished poor old Con-stair Lo-vair, the strangest
of all strange beings I have met with in my journey
through life.

"' '



CHAPTER II

My New Home
We quit our old home-A winter day ioumey_A.pect of the

countnr-Our new home_A priwner in the Um-The

people of the hou.e-A beggar on hor«back-Mr. Trigg
our Khoolma.ter-Hi. double natur^Imp„.onate. an oJdwoman-Readmg D^ken^Mr. Trigg degenerate»-Once
more a homeleu wanderer on the great plain.

Thk incidents and impressions recorded in the pre-
ceding chapter relate, as I have said, to the last year or
two of my five years of life in the place of my birth.
1-urther back my memory refuses to take me. Some
wonderful persons go back to their second or even their
hrst year

;
I can't, and could only tell from hearsay

what I was and did up to the age of three. According
to all accounts, the clouds of glory I brought into the
world-a habit of smiling at everything 1 looked at and
at every person that approached me_ceased to be
visibly trailed at about that age ; I only remember
myself as a common little boy-just a little wild animal
running about on its hind legs, amazingly interested in
the world in which it found itself.

Here, then I begin, aged five,' at an early hour on
a bright, cold morning in June-midwinter in that
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southern country of great plains or pan: nas ; impatiently

waiting for the loading and harnessing to be finished
;

then the being lifted to the top with the other little

ones—at that time we were five ; finally, the grand
moment when the start was actually made with cries

and much noise of stamping and snorting of horses

and rattling of chains. I remember a good deal of

that long journey, which began at sunrise and ended
between the lights some time after sunset ; for it was
my very first, and I was going out into the unknown.
I remember how, at the foot of the slope at the top of

which the old home stood, we plunged into the river,

and there was more noise and shouting and excitement

until the straining animals brought us safely out on
the other side. Gazing back, the low roof of the house
was lost to view before long, but the trees—the row of

twenty five giant ombu trees which gave the place its

name—were visible, blu ? in the distance, until we were
many miles on our way.

The undulating country had been left behind
;

before us and on both sides the land, far as one could
see, was absolutely flat, everywhere green with the

winter grass, but flowerless at that season, and with the
gleam of water over the whole expanse. It had been
a season of great rains, and much of the flat country
hp.d been turned into shallow lakes. That was all there

was to see, except the herds of cattle and horses and
an occasional horseman galloping over the plain, and
the sight at long distances of a grove or small plantation

of trees, marking the site of an estancia, or sheep and
cattle farm, these groves appearing like islands on the

sea-like flat country. At length this monotonous land-
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scape faded and vanished quite away, and the lowing of
cattle and tremulous bleating of sheep died out of hear-
ing, so that the last leagues were a blank to me, and I

only came back to my senses when it was dark and they
lifted me down, so stifFwith col ^ and drowsy that I

could hardly stand on my fee

Next morning I found mr stlf in a iieu and strange
world. The house to my tnill-ih (.-yes appeared of
vast size : it consisted of a long range of rooms on
the ground, built of brick, with brick floors and roof
thatched with rushes. The rooms at one end, fronting
the road, formed a store, where the people of the
surrounding country came to buy and sell, and what
they brought to sell was " the produce of the country

"

—hides and wool and tallow in bladders, horsehair in

sacks, and native cheeses. In return they could pur-
chase anything they wanted—knives, spurs, rings for
horse-gear, clothing, yerba mate and sugar ; tobacco,
castor-oil, salt and pepper, and oil and vinegar, and
such furniture as they required—iron pots, spits for
roasting, cane-chairs, and coffins. A little distance
from the house were the kitchen, bakery, dairy, huge
barns for storing the produce, and wood-piles big as
houses, the wood being nothing but stalks of the
cardoon thistle or wild artichoke, which burn like
paper, so that immense quantities had to be collected
to supply fuel for a large establishment.

Two of the smallest of us were handed over to the
care of a sharp little native boy, aged about nine or
ten years, who was told to take us out of the way
and keep us amused. The first place he took us to
was the great barn, the door of which stood open

;

trntm iWillM
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it was nearly empty just then, and was the biggest
interior I had ever seen ; how big it really was I don't
know, but it seemed to me about as big as Olympia
or the Agricultural Hall, or the Crystal Palace would
be to any ordinary little London boy. No sooner
were we in this vast place than we saw a strange and
startlmg thing—a man, sitting or crouching on the
floor, his hands before him, the wrists tied together,
his body bound with thongs of raw hide to a big post
which stood in the centre of the floor and supported
the beam of the loft above. He was a young man,
not more than twenty perhaps, with black hair and
a smooth, pale, sallow face. His eyes were cast down,
and he paid no attention to us, standing there staring
at him, and he appeared to be sufl^ering or ill. After
a few moments I shrank away to the door and asked
our conductor in a frightened whisper why he was
tied up to a post there. Our native boy seemed to
be quite pleased at the efl^bct on us, and answered
cheerfully that he was a murderer-hc had committed
a murder somewhere, and had been caught last
evening, but as it was too late to take him to the
lock-up at the village, which was a long distance away,
they had brought him here as the most convenient
place, and tied him in the barn to keep him safe,
i^ater on they would come and take him away.

Murder was a common word in those days, but
1 had not at that time grasped its meaning ; I had
seen no murder done, nor any person killed in a fight •

1 only knew that it must be something wicked and
horrible. Nevertheless, the shock I had received
passed away in the course of that first morning in
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a new world

; but wh =t I had seen in the barn was
not forgotten

: the image of that young man tied to
the post, his bent head and downward gaze, and
ghastly face shaded by lank black hair, is as plain
to me now as if I had seen him but yesterday.
A little back from the buildings were gardens and

several acres of plantation—both shade and fruit trees
Viewed from the outside, it all looked like an immense
poplar grove, on account of the double rows of tall
Lombardy poplar trees at the borders. The whole
ground, including the buildings, was surrounded by
an immense ditch or moat.
Up till now I had lived without trees, with the

exception of those twenty-five I have spoken of
which formed a landmark for all the country round •

so that this great number-hundreds and thousands—
of trees was a marvel and delight. But the plantation
and what it was to me will form the subject of
a chapter by itself. It was a paradise of rats as
1 very soon discovered. little native guide and
instructor was full of the

:, and promised to let
us see the rats with our ovn eyes as soon as the sun
went down

; that would finish the day of strange
sights with the strangest of all.

Accordingly, when the time came he led us to a
spot beyond the barns and wood-piles, where all the
ofFal of slaughtered animals, bones, and unconsumed
meats from the kitchen, and rubbish from a wasteful,
disorderly establishment, were cast out each day
Here we all sat down in a row on a log among the
dead weeds on the border of the evil-smelling place,
and he told us to be very still and speak no word

;
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for, said he, unless we move or make a sound the
rats will not heed us ; they will regard us as so many
wooden images. And so it proved, for very soon
after the sun had gone down we began to see rats

stealing out of the wood-pile and from the dead
weeds on every side, all converging to that one spot
where a generous table was spread for them and for
the brown carrion hawks that came by day. Big, old,

grey rats with long, scaly tails, others smaller, and
smaller still, the least of all being little bigger than
mice, until the whole place swarmed with them, all

busily hunting for food, feeding, squealing, fighting,

and biting. I had not known that the whole world
contained so many rats as I now saw congregated
before me.

Suddenly our guide jumped up and loudly clapped
his hands, which produced a curious effect—a short,
sharp little shriek of terror from the busy multitude,
followed by absolute stillness, every rat frozen to
stone, which lasted for a second or two ; then a swift
scuttling away in all directions, vanishing with a
rustling sound through the dead grass and wood.

It had been a fine spectacle, and we enjoyed it

amazingly
;

it raised Mus decumanus to a beast of
immense importance in my mind. Soon he became
even more important in an unpleasant way when it

was discovered that rats were abundant indoors as well
as out. The various noises they made at night were
terrifying

; they would run over our beds and some-
times we would wake up to find that one had got in
between the sheets and was trying frantically to get
out. Then we would yell, and half the house would
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he roused and imagine some dreadful thing. But
when they found out the cause, they would only
laugh at and rebuke us for being such poor little

cowards.

But what an astonishing place was this to which we
had come ! The great house and many buildings and
the people in it, the fosse, the trees that enchanted me,
the dirt and disorder, vile rats and fleas and pests

of all sorts ! The place had been for some years in

the hands of a Spanish or native family— indolent,

careless, happy-go-lucky people. The husband and
wife were never in harmony or agreement about any-
thing for five minutes together, and by and by he would
go away to the capital "on business," which would
keep him from home for weeks, and even months, at

a stretch. And she, with three light-headed, grown-up
daughters, would be left to run the establishment
with half a dozen hired men and women to assist her.

I remember her well, as she stayed on a few days in

order to hand over the place to us—an excessively fat,

inactive woman, who sat most of the day in an easy-
chair, surrounded by her pets— lap-dogs, Amazon
parrots, and several shrieking paroquets.

Before many days she left, with all her noisy crowd
of dogs and birds and daughters, and of the events of
the succeeding days and weeks nothing remains in

memory except one exceedingly vivid impression—my
first sight of a beggar on horseback. It was by no
means an uncommon sight in those days when, as the
gauchos were accustomed to say, a man without a
horse was a man without legs ; but it was new to me
when one morning I saw a tall man on a tall horse
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ride up to our gate, accompanied by a boy of nine or
ten on a pony. I was struck with the man's singular
appearance, sitting upright and stiff in his saddlestanng straight before him. He had long grey hai;and beard and wore a tall straw hat shaped like an
inverted flower-pot with a narrow brim~a form of
hat which had lately gone out of fashion among the
natives but was still used by a few. Over his clotheshe wore a red cloak or poncho, and heavy iron spurson his feet, which were cased in the bota^ de potro orlong stockings made of a colt's untanned hide '

Arrived at the gate he shouted Ave Maria purissimama loud voice, then proceeded to give an account of
himself, informing us that he was a blind man and
obliged to subsist on the charity of his neighbours.They ,n their turn, he said, in providing him with

stint th'^^.l
";' °"^^ ^""^ ^°°^ '^ themselves,

seeing that those who showed the greatest compassion
towards their afflicted fellow-creatures were regardedwith special favour by the Powers above

as Ylt'^w""'"^
^'""''^^ °^ '" '^^ ^"^ '""^h moreas f preaching a sermon, he was assisted from hishorse and led by the hand to the front door, aftewhic. the boy drew back and, folding his arms aerohis breast, stared haughtily at us children and the othe

proud of h"'"'"^' " ^'^ ^P°^- ^-^-^ly he wproud of his position as page or squire or groom ofhe important person in the tall straw hat. r!d cloak

ribute'f ^'""l"'° 'f^'^'
^'°"^ ^^^ 1-d collect ng

Asked what he required at our hands the beggar
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replied that he wanted yerba mat^, sugar, bread, and
some hard biscuits, also cut tobacco and paper for
cigarettes and some leaf tobacco for cigars When
all these things had been given him, he was asked
(not ironically) if there was anything else we could
supply h.m with, and he replied, Yes, he was still in
want of nee, flour, and farina, an onion or two, a head
or two of garlic, also salt, pepper, and pimento, or red
pepper. And when he had received all these comes-
tibles and felt them safely packed in his saddle-bags he
returned thanks, bade good-bye in the most dignified
manner and was led back by the haughty little boy to
nis tall horse. '

We had been settled some months in our new home
and I was just about half-way through my sixth year
when one morning at breakfast we children were in-
formed to our utter dismay that we could no longer
be permitted to run absolutely wild ; that a school-
master had been engaged who would live in the house
and would have us in the schoolroom during the
morning and part of the afternoon.
Our hearts were heavy in us that day, while we

waited apprehensively for the appearance of the manwho would exercise such a tremendous power over us
and would stand between us and our parents, especially
our mother, who had ever been our shield and refuge
from all pains and troubles. Up till now they had
acted on the principle that children were best left to
themselves, that the more liberty they had the better
It was for them. Now it almost looked as if they
were turning; against us; but we knew that it could
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T^' 'T7'
''"'''

l^^'
'^""y ^''g^^«^ P^-" or grief

hat touched us was felt more keenly by our molher
than by ourselves, and we were compelled to believe
her when sne told us that she, too, lamented th^ re-
straint that would be put upon us, but knew that it
would be for our ultimate good.
And on that very afternoon the feared man arrived

Mr. Tngg by name, an Englishman, a short, stoutish'
almost fat little man, with grey hair, clean-shaved
sunburnt face, a crooked nose which had been broken
or was born so, clever mobile mouth, and blue-erev
eyes with a humorous twinkle in them and crow's-feet
at the corners. Only to us youngsters, as we soon
discovered, that humorous face and the twinkling eyes
were capable of a terrible sternness. He was loved I
think, by adults generally, and regarded with feelings
of an opposite nature by children. For he was a
schoolmaster who hated and despised teaching as much
as children in the wild hated to be taught. He
followed teaching because all work was excessively
irksome to him, yet he had to do something for a
living and this was the easiest thing he could find to
do. How such a man ever came to be so far fromhome in a half-civilized country was a mystery, but
there he was, a bachelor and homeless man after twenty
or thirty years on the pampas, with little or no money
in his pocket and no belongings except his horse-he
never owned more than one at a time -and itscumbrous native saddle, and the saddle-bags in which

h.'-^^' H 7-1'^^"''^' '"'^ ^^'''''' he possessed
besides He didn t own a box. On his horse, with
his saddle-bags behind him, he would journey about
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the land, visiting all the English, Scotch, and Irish

settlers, who were mostly sheep-farmers, but religiously

avoiding the houses of the natives. 'With the natives

1 ? could not affiliate, and not properly knowing and
incapable of understanding them he regarded them
with secret dislike and suspicion. And by and by he
would find a house where there were children old
enough to be taught their letters, and Mr. Trigg
would be hired by the month, like a shepherd or
cowherd, to teach them, living with the family. He
would go on very well for a time, his failings being
condoned for the sake of the little ones ; but by and
by there would be a falling-out, and Mr. Trigg would
saddle his horse, buckle on the saddle-bags, and ride
forth over the wide plain in quest of a new home.
With us he made an unusually long stay ; he liked
good living and comforts generally, and at the same
time he was interested in the things of the mind,
which had no place in the lives of the British settlers

of that period ; and now he found himself in a very
comfortable house, where there were books to read and
people to converse with who were not quite like the
rude sheep- and cattle-farmers he had been accustomed
to live with. He was on 1 best behaviour, and no
doubt strove hard and not unsuccessfully to get the
better of his weaknesses. He was looked on as a
great acquisition, and made much of ; in the school-
room he was a tyrant, and having been forbidden to
punish us by striking, he restrained himself when
to thrash us would have been an immense relief to
him. But pinching was not striking, and he would
pinch our ears until they almost bled. It was a poor
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punishment and gave him little satisfaction, but it had

bVr;- M ^ "' "^^^ ''' ^^"^P^^ -"^^ change as

ful Talf u
"" • '^'" '^' ^'^^' °^ ^'^^ ^-^<^' - delight-

ful talker with an mexhaustible fund of good stoficsa good reader, mim.c, and actor as well
'

Scotch dame, m a queer dress, su„!>o„net, and^cc aCes. who introduced herself as the wife of Sandy
Maclachlan. a sheep-farmer who lived about twenty^
five m.les away. It wasn't right, she said, that such

had Z^ r '^"^' "°^ '^"°" °- --^her, so she

like fTm ri'"
^"^^"" '"^ ^"'^ -^ -hat ;e wereIke. Established at the tea-table, she poured out a

r^Hkedtld ' '" '-"'"^ ''-'"'^ '" herVpitXd
cracked old-woman s voice, and gave us an intimatedomestic .story of all the British residents of thedis net. It was all about what delightful pecnk theywere and how even their 1. „• weaknesses-their loveof the bottle, their mcara...ses, their greed and lowcunning-only served to make them m'ore charmitNever was there such a funny old dame or one

"
ofe

fdorhe t7 ""f
^'^-^dal-mongering

! Then shetook he self off, and presently we children, still under

gate. But she was not there -she had vanished
unaccountably

;
and by and by what was our astonishment and disgust to hear that the old Scotch body wasnone other than our ovn Mr. Trigg. That Tuneedle-sharp eyes, concentrated for af hour on herface had failed to detect the master who was sopairw^ully familiar to us seemed like a miracle

Mr. Trigg confessed that play-acting was one of the
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things he had done before quitting his country ; but
it was only one of a dozen or twenty vocations which
he had taken up at various times, only to drop them
again as soon as he made the discovery that they one
and all entailed months and even years of hard work
if he was ever to fulfil his ambitious desire of doing
and being something great in the world. As a reader
he certainly was great, and every evening, when the
evenings were long, he would give a two hours' read-
ing to the household. Dickens was then the most
popular writer in the world, and he usually read
Dickens, to the delight of his listeners. Here he
could display his histrionic qualities to the full. He
in^ personated every character in the book, endowing
him with voice, gestures, manner, and expression that
fitted him perfectly. It was more like a play than a

reading.

" What should we do without Mr. Trigg r " our
elders were accustomed to say ; but we little ones,
remembering that it would not be the beneficent
countenance of Mr. Pickwick that would look on us
in the schoolroom on the following morning, only
wi?' at Mr. Trigg was far, far away.

Perhaps they made too much of him : at all events
he fell into the habit of going away every Saturday
morning and not returning until the following Monday.
His week-end visit was always to some English or
Scotch neighbour, a sheep-farmer, ten or fifteen or
twenty miles distant, where the bottle or demi-john of
white Brazilian rum was always on the table. It was
the British exile's only substitute for his dear lost

whisky in that far country. At home there was only
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would return o„ Monday morning, quite soCr ,„J

On o" o rhl
'"°'"™<"") "•= '--"P" of , devil,un o.,e of these occasions, something_our stuoiditvperhaps, or an exceptionally bad headihei, ied' h mbeyond endurance, and taking down hi, ^4„ o"native horse-wh.p made of raw hide, from the Jl

?urv tfa!^ r^ ^'""" '"" "'"^ -"> "'"ordirrifury that the room was quickly in an uproar. TheTall at once my mother appeared on the scene and thetempest was stilled, though the master, with the whipn h,s uphfted hand, still stood, glaring with rag^^^us She stood s,len, a moment or two, her face verywh,,e, then spoke : "Children, you ma*, go andZ
ofT *?' '{ °^" -•

" "•"' ''« ">= full purpmof her words should not be understood, she'^.ddedYour schoolmaster is going to leave us."
'

It was an unspeakable relief, a joyful moment • veton that ve:7 day, and on the next before he r"de a'way

lostft h"™
''-' "= '-ought tfhi:'Si':r;hf

less 1 ,r ""^««=<^ingIy bitter to him. Doubt-less my mother noticed it, too, and shed a few compass.o„a:e tears for the poor man, once more homZ"on the great plam. But he could not be keot SLrhat msane outbreak. To strike their children 1^to my parents a crime
; it changed their nature a^Jdegraded them, and Mr. Trigg could not be fo^ venMr. Tngg, as I have said before, was a long time
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with us, and the happy deliverance I have related did
not occur until I was near the end of my eighth year.
At the present stage of my story I am not yet six, and
the mcidcnt related in the following chapter, in which
Mr. Tngg figures, occurred when I was within a couple
of months of completing my sixth year.



CHAPTER III

Death of an Old Dog
The old dog Cesar—His powerful personality—Last days and

end—The old dogs burial—The fact of death is brought
home to me—A child's mental anguish—My mother comforts
me—Linutations of the child's mind—Fear of death—Wit-
nessing the slaughter of cattle—A man in the moat—Mar-
garita, the nursery-maid-Her beauty and lovablenes»-Her
death—I refuse to see her dead.

When recalling the impressions and experiences of
that most eventful sixth year, the one incident which
looks biggest in memory, at all events in the last half
of that year, is the death of Caesar. There is nothing
m the past I can remember so well : it was indeed the
most important event of my childhood—the first thing
in a young life which brought the eternal note of
sadness in.

It was in the early spring, about the middle of
August, and I can even remember that it was windy
weather and bitterly cold for the time of year, when
the old dog was approaching his end.

Caesar was an old valued dog, although of no
superior breed : he was just an ordinary dog of the
country, short-haired, with long legs and a blunt
muzzle. The ordinary dog or native cur was about
the size of a Scotch collie ; Cassar was quite a third

3«



DEATH OF AN OLD DOG 33

larger, and it was said of him that he was as much
above all other dogs of the iiouse, numbering about
twelve or fourteen, in intelligence and courage as in
size. Naturally, he was the leader and master of the
whole pack, and when he got up with an awful growl,
baring his big teeth, and hurled himself on the others
to chastise them for quarrelling.qr any other infringe-
ment of dog law, they took it lying down. He was a
black dog, now in his old age sprinkled with white
hairs all over his body, the face and legs having gone
quite grey. Caesar in a rage, or on guard at night, or
when driving cattle in from the plains, was a terrible
being

;
with us children he was mild-tempered and

patient, allowing us to ride on his back, just like old
Pechicho the sheep-dog, described in the first chapter.
Now, in his decline, he grew irritable and surly, and
ceased to be our playmate. The last two or three
months of his life were very sad, and when it troubled
us to see him so gaunt, with his big ribs protruding
from his sides, to watch his twitr' ings when he dozed,
groaning and wheezing the whue, and marked, too,'
how painfully he struggled to get up on his feet, we
wanted to know why it was so—why we could not
give him something to make him well .? For answer
they would open his great mouth to show us his teeth
—the big blunt canines and old molars worn down to
stumps. Old age was what ailed him—he was thirteen
years old, and that did verily seem to me a great age
for I was not half that, yet it seemed to me that I had
been a very, very long time in the world.
No one dreamed of such a thing as putting an end

to him—no hint of such a *hing was ever spoken. It
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was not the custom in that country to shoot an old doe
because he was past work. I remember his last day
and how often we came to look at him and tried to
comfort h.m with warm rugs and the offer of food anddrmk where he was lying in a sheltered place, no longer
able to stand up. And that night he died : we knew
|t as soon as we were up in the morning. Then, after
breakfast, during which we had been very solemn and
quiet, our schoolmaster said : « We must bury him to-
day-at twelve o'clock, when I am free, will be the
best time

;
the boys can come with me, and old John

can bring his spade." This announcement greatly
excited us, for we had never seen a dog buried, and
had^never even heard of such a thing having ever been

About noon that day old Cssar, dead and stiff, was
taken by one of the workmen to a green open spotamong the old peach trees, where his grave had already
been dug We followed our schoolmaster and watched
wh,le the body was lowered and the red earth shovelled
in. The grave was deep, and Mr. Trigg assisted in
hll.ng It, puffing very much over the task and stopping
at intervals to mop his face with his coloured cotton
handkerchief.

Then, when all was done, while we were still stand-
ing silently around, it came into Mr. Trigg's mind to
improve the occasion. Assuming his schoolroom ex-
pression he looked round at us and said solemnly :That s the end. Every dog has his day and so hasevery man

;
and the end is the same for both. We

die like old Cxsar, and are put into the ground andhave the earth shovelled over us."
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than any other words I have heard in my life, Th«
p.<rced me ,0 the heart. I |,ad heard somethZ
terr,ble-,oo terrible ,0 think of. incredible-andm-and yet ,£ ,t was not so, why had he said it ' Wa,

and he"Id , T' H''
J"' """"^^ "= ""' ^"ildre"and he had to teach us our lessons, and wanted totorture us ? Ala. ! no, 1 could net beiieve th™ W

°

th.s, then, the horrible fate that awaited us all > lidheard of death_I knew there was such a thing I

y^ar' ov^rlo^r "7 T °"'' "'" " ''''" '" "^ -«><

mv birth I 7) I
'"?• '''^"'"y " ">» ^™«^y of

TLh r; "'' °^ ''""'• """•'''• ""d sudden death >
I had not forgotten the young man tied to the post inhe barn who had killed some one, and would perham
I had been told, be kUled himself as a punishm'ent 'lknew, m fact, that there was good and evil in th.world, good and bad men, and^he bad mIn-mLr
derers, th,eves and liars-would all have to dieT tl.ke a„,mals

; but that there was any life after de«hd.d not know. All the others, myself and my Iwnpeople mcluded, were good and Luld nevTr'tlt^death. How ,t came about that I had got no further.n my system or philosophy of life I canfot say tnonly suppose that my mother had no, yet b'^^gun^o
g ve me mstruction in such matter, en ac'count^f mytender years, or else that she had done so and thaU

coverrd rr ," '" •"' °"" ™^- ^"' - ' dl;

nTnX I had H
""' I

""'^'''"' ™"'"'>' ^"d fromntancy I had been taught to kneel and sav a littleprayer each evening: "Now I lay me doZto sleet
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I pray the Lord my soul to keep "

; but who the Lord
was or what my soul was I had no idea, it was just a
pretty little way of saying in rhyme that I was going
to bed. My world was a purely material one, and a
most wonderful world it was, but how I came to be in
It I didn't know

; I only knew (or imagined) that I
would be in it always, seeing new and strange things
every day, and never, never get tired of it. In litera-
ture It is only in Vaughan, Traherne, and other mystics,
that I find any adequate expression of that perpetual
rapturous delight in nature and my own existence
which I experienced at that period.

And now these never-to-be-forgotten words spoken
over the grave of our old dog had come to awaken me
from that beautiful dream of perpetual joy !

When I recall this event I am less astonished at my
Ignorance *'ian at the intensity of the feeling I experi-
enced, the lerrible darkness it brought on so young a
mind. Th^ child's mind we think, and in fact know, is
like that of the lower animals ; or if higher than the
animal mind, it is not so high as that of the simplest
savage. He cannot concentrate his thought—he cannot
think at all

;
his consciousness is in its dawn

; he revels
in colours, in odours, is thrilled by touch and taste and
sound, and is like a well-nourished pup or kitten at
play on a green turf in the sunshine. This being so
one would have thought that the pain of the revelation
I had received would have quickly vanished—that the
vivid impressions of external things would have blotted
It out and restored the harmony. But it was not so •

the pain continued and increased until it yvas no longer
to be borne

; then I sought my mother, first watching
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until she was aJone in her room. Yet when with her

theT .7 fP'^ ""' T^ ' ^°'-^ '^' ^h°"Jd confirm
the dreadful tidmgs. Looking down, she all at oncebecame alarmed at the sight of my face, and began to

ZTr Tu ^^".' '''"^Sling against my tears, I^M her of the words which had been spoken at theold dogs bunal, and asked her if it was true, if I_ifshe-if all of us had to die and be buried in theground ? She replied that it was not wholly true itwas only true m a way, since our bodies had to die ^nd

whi^r ,r l""^'
^"^"^ ^^^ ^" i--ortal partwhich could not die. It was true that old C^sar had

thTn".
'r ; f''"^

'°^' ^"'^ '^'' -^ -derstoodthngs almost hke a human being, and most personsbeheved that when a dog died he died wholly and hadno after-hfe. We could not know that ; some verygreat good men had thought differently
; they believed

so e^ trf'i'^
"^' "°"^^ ^'- i-- That wasalso her bel.ef-her strong hope

; but we could notknow for certam, because it had been hidden from usFor ourselves^ we knew that we could not really Ibecause God H.mself, who made us and all things^ hTdold us so, and His promise of eternal life had beenhanded down to us in His Book-in the Bible.
10 al this and much more I listened trembling, with

/ !l r'T'' '"'^ ^^^" J ^^^ °"ce grasped ti^e

leavVm'e l"^' T'^",,'
""^^ ^° '"^' ^ '^ --' wo dleave me ahve a ter ail-that, as she explained, the partof me that really mattered, the myself, the I amwhich knew and considered things, would never pedsh

out from her s.de agam I wanted to run and jump for
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joy and cleave the air like a bird. For I had been in
prison and had suffered torture, and was now free again
—death would not destroy me !

There was another result of my having unburdened
my heart to my mother. She had been startled at the
poignancy of the feeling I had displayed, and, greatly
blaming herself for having left me too long in that
Ignorant state, began to give me religious instruction
It was too early, since at that age it was not possible
^r me to rise to the conception of an immaterial world.
That power, I imagine, comes later to the normal child
at the age of ten or twelve. To tell him when he is
five or SIX or seven that God is in all places at once and
sees all things, only produces the idea of a wonderfully
J.ctive and quick-sighted person, with eyes like a bird's
able to see what is going on all round. A short time
ago I read an anecdote of a little girl who, on being
put to bed by her mother, was told not to be afraid in
the dark, since God would be there to watch and guard
her while she slept. Then, taking the candle, the
moth r went downstairs

; but presently her little girl
canie down too, in her nightdress, and, when questioned
replied, « Tm going to stay down here in the light,'
mummy, and you can go up to my room and sit with
God." My own idea of God at that time was no
higher. I would lie awake thinking of Him therem the room, puzzling over the question as to how
He could attend to all His numerous affairs and spend
so much time looking after me. Lying with my eyes
open, I could see nothing in the dark; still, I knew He
was there, because I had been told so, and this troubled
me. But no sooner would I close my eyes than His
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image would appear standing at a distance of three or
four feet from the head of the bed, in the form of a
column five feet high or so and about four feet in

circumference. The colour was blue, but varied in
depth and intensity ; on some nights it was sky-blue,
but usually of a deeper shade, a pure, soft, beautiful
blue like that of the morning-glory or wild geranium.

It would not surprise me to find that many persons
have some such material image or presentment of
the spiritual entities they are taught to believe in at
too tender an age. Recently, in comparing childish
memories with a friend, he told me that he too always
saw God as a blue object, but of no definite shape.

That blue column haunted me at night for many
months

; I don't think it quite vanished, ceasing to be
anything but a memory, until I was seven—a date far
ahead of where we are now.
To return to that second blissful revelation which

came to me from my mother. Happy as it made me
to know that death would not put an end to my exist-
ence, my state after the first joyful relief was not one
of perfect happiness. All she said to comfort and
make me brave had produced its efl^ect—I knew now
that death was but a change to an even greater bliss
than I could have in this life. How could I, not yet
six, think otherwise than as she had told me to think,
or have a doubt ? A mother is more to her child than
any other being, human or divine, can ever be to him
in his subsequent life. He is as dependent on her as
any fledgeling in the nest on its parent—even more,
since she warms his callow mind or soul as well as
body.
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Notwithstanding all this, the fear of death came

back to me in a little while, and for a long time
disquieted me, especially when the fact of death was
brought sharply before me. These reminders were
only too frequent

; there was seldom a day on which
I did not see something killed. When the killing
was instantaneous, as when a bird was shot and dropped
dead hke a stone, I was not disfurbf,d

; it was nothing
but a strange, exciting spectacle, but failed to bring
the fact of death home to me. It was chiefly when
cattle were slaughtered tha the terror returned in its
full force. And no wonder ! The native manner of
killing a cow or bullock at that time was peculiarly
painful. Occasionally it would be slaughtered out of
sight on the plain, and the hide and flesh brought in
by the men, but, as a rule, the beast would be driven
up close to the house to save trouble. One of the
two or three mounted men engaged in the operation
would throw his lasso over the horns, and, galloping
off, pull the rope taut ; a second man would then
drop from his horse, and running up to the animal
behind, pluck out his big knife and with two lightning-
quick blows sever the tendons of both hind legs
Instantly the beast would go down on his haunches.'
and the same man, knife in hand, would flit round
to its front or side, and, watching his opportunity,
presently thrust the long blade into its throat iust
above the chest, driving it in to the hilt and working
It round

;
then when it was withdrawn a great torrent

of blood would pour out from the tortured beast still
standing on his fore-legs, bellowing all the time with
agony. At this point the slaughterer would often
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leap lightly c.i to its back, stick his spurs in its sides,
and, using the flat of his long knife as a whip, pretend
to be riding a race, yelling with fiendish glee. The
bellowing would subside into deep, awful, sob-like
sounds and chokings ; then the rider, seeing the
animal about to collapse, would fling himself nimbly
ofl^ The beast down, they would all run to it, and
throwing themselves on its quivering side as on a
couch, begin making and lighting their cigarettes.

Slaughtering a cow was grand sport for them, and
the more active and dangerous the animal, the more
prolonged the fight, the better they liked it ; they
were as joyfully excited as at a fight with knives or
an ostrich hunt. To me it was an awful object-lesson,
and held me fascinated with horror. For this was
death! The crimson torrents of blood, the deep,
human-like cries, made the beast appear like some
huge, powerful man caught in a snare by small, weak,
but cunning adversaries, who tortured him for their
delight and mocked him in his agony.

There were other occurrences about that time to
keep the thoughts and fear of death alive. One day
a traveller came to the gate, and, after unsaddling his
horse, went about sixty or seventy yards away to
a shady spot, where he sat down on the green slope
of the fosse to cool himself. He had been riding many
hours m a burning sun, and wanted cooling. He
attracted everybody's attention on his arrival by his
appearance

: middle-aged, with good features and curly
brown hair and beard, but huge—one of the biggest
men I had ever seen

; his weight could net have been
under about seventeen stone. Sitting or reclining on

ii

I
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leu with a tremendous splash into the water which

.t was heard by some of the men at work in the barnand runmng out to ascertain the cause, they found out'what had happened The man had gone' under and

*isedl and' T " ^"^^ '"' "' ''"""^ "-e „a,rased up and drawn w„h ropes to the top of the

stole^diadi^^ht"^:tetr„' 1 fi'^^r
.^an an hour ago, w^h;n°hi'td"'lild1u;?on

t

dead as old Cssar under the ground with the Brass

Sldiir"''"" k''"""''''^
"= "- """Tad

.nH KK u f ''"''' "'"" *•'"'• """'"g him overand rubbmg h,s body, and after about twelve or 6hZmmute, there was a gasp and signs of returning fe

was alive agarn
; yet the shock to me was iust as

Another instance which will bring me down to theend of my s.xth year and the conclusion of thi!sad chapter. A. this time we had a girl in ,hehouse whose swee, face is one of a little group ofhalf a dozen wh.ch I remember most vividly She«s a n,ece of our shepherd's wife, an Argentine

years old, a pale, sl,m, prr-y girf, „i,h , ^ ,

eyes and abundant black ...ir. Margarita h!d the
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sweetest smile imaginable, the softest voice and
gentlest manner, and was so much loved by everybody
in the house that she was like one of the family.
Unhappily she was consumptive, and after a few
months had to be sent back to her aunt. Their little

place was only half a mile or so from the house, and
every day my mother visited her, doing all thai was
possible with such skill and remedies as she possessed
to give her ease, and providing her with delicacies.
The girl did not want a priest to visit her and prepare
her for death

; she worshipped her mistress, and
wished to be of the same faith, and in the end she
died a^ pervert or convert, according to this or that
person's point of view.

The day after her death we children were taken
to see our beloved Margarita for the last time ; but
when we arrived at the door, and the others following
my mother went in, I alone hung back. They came
out and tried to persuade me to enter, even to pull
me in, and described her appearance to excite my
curiosity. She was lying all in wl '*" with her black
hair combed out and loose, on her white bed, with
our flowers on her breast and at her sides, and
looked very, very beautiful. It was all in vain. To
look on Margarita dead was more than I could bear.
I was told that only her body of clay was dead—
the beautiful body we had come to say good-bye to

;

that her soul—she herself, our loved Margarita—was
alive and happy, far, far happier than any person could
ever be on this earth ; that when her end was near
she had smiled very sweetly, and assured them that
all fear of death had left her—that God was taking

f
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gnc^ed
,

,t was solely my fear of death.



CHAPTER IV

The Plantation
Living with tre««_Wmtcr violeU-The house i. .ade habitable

^nUJS T~ "'"'A'*/'
'"^ carrion-hawk-Lombardy

R '^ A ?:*^
fcac«-0«her tree^The fo..e or moat-K«te-A tnal of .trength with an armadillo-Opossum, livina

W.U, a .nak<^Alfalfa field and butterflies-CaneTr!!
Weed. «d /ennel Peach trees in blossom-Paroquets-
Smgmgof a field finch-Concert-singing in birds-Old John—(-ow-bird. smgmg—Arrival of summer migrants.

I REMEMBER-better than any orchard, grove, or wood
I have ever entered or seen, do I remember that shady
oasis of trees at my new home on the illimitable grassy
plam. Up till now I had never lived with trees ex-
cepting those twenty-live I have told about and that
other one which was called el arbol because it was the
only tree of its kind in all the land. Here there were
hundreds, thousands of trees, and to my childish un-
accustomed eyes it was like a great unexplored forest,
/here were no pines, firs, nor eucalyptus (unknown in
the country then), nor evergreens of any kind ; the
trees being all deciduous were leafless now in mid-
wmter, but even so it was to me a wonderful experi-
ence to be among them, to feel and smell their rough
moist bark stained green with moss, and to look up at
the blue sky through the network of interlacing twigs.

45
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row of old Lolba dypoplarrrn Z^ "^''^ '
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"' °^ '"''' ^"^^ '^'
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gaps ^a„d vacant places and for .he sake of a grJl
The biggest of the old trees, which I shall describe

yards of the house. Th,s .s a native tree, and derivests specific name ruira, as well as its vernacular „Zerom the redd.sh colour of the rough bark. It "w^to a great size, like the black pSplar, but has iZnarrow leaves like those of the l^pi g wilW fummer was never tired of watching this tree sin e

s teTto" °r.. 'Y
"--'"' ""ich in those dseemea to me « so close against the slrv " . •

tail t,.n.-bird always had it^s nes't.ldt^; hVh':;^;exposed nest was a constant attraction to the comn^nbrc„n carr,on-hawk, called M„,„go~, hawk ThZcarnon-crow's habit of perpetually loiter nT abouttsearch of eggs and fledgelings.
^

haJk'llT:-",' "
°""' '''= ™^' '-"8"- of that

e'rrv til^'
r'^'-'^-^P^'d tyrant-bird family, and

timZ 7 u
""'"^' 'PP^'"^' "'i'^l'™ about forty

-ling castanet-like no^ afd ^'J^T:!:Z

iw„7..
''' '°^ ""' ^PP^"-« of "-e next

A second red willow was the next latgest tree in fh,

.':;:r;h''a%'^^^-''°-'^^""^---';

of Ih",' 1!!
^""''"^''y P°Pl»" wre the most numerousof the older trees, and grew in double rows, forXg
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ground There was also a cross-row of poplars dividinghe gardens and buildings from the plantation, andth e were the favourite nesting-trees of two o ourbest loved bjrds-the beautiful little goldfinch or
Argentine s.sk.n, and the bird called firewood-gatherer
by the natives on account of the enormous collection
of sticks which formed the nest.

Between the border poplar walk and the fosse
outside there grew a single row of trees of a verv
different kind-the black acacia, a rare and singular
tree, and of all our trees this one made the strongest
and sharpest impression on my mind as well as flesh
pricking Its image in me, so to speak. It had prob-
ably been planted originally by the early first planter,and I imagine experimentally, as a possible improve-
ment on the wide-spreading disorderly aloe, a favourite

and had refused to make a proper hedge. Some of
these acacias had remained small and were like old
scraggy bushes, some were dwarfish trees, while others
had sprung up like the fabled bean-stalk and were as
^11 as the poplars that grew side by side with them.
These tal specimens had slender boles and threw out
their slender horizontal branches of great length on all^des^ rom the roots to th. crown, the branches and
the bole Itself being armed with thorns two to four
inches long hard as iron, black or chocolate-brown
polished and sharp as needles

; and to make itselfmore formidable every long thorn had two smaller
thorns growing out of it near the base, so that it was
in shape like a round tapering dagger with a cross-
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guard to the handle. It was a terrible tree to climb
yet, when a little older, I had to climb it a thousand
times, since there were certain birds which would make
their nests in it, often as high up as they could, andsome of these were birds that laid beautiful eggs, such
as those of the Guira cuckoo, the size of puUefs' eggs
of the purest turquoise blue flecked with snowy white'Among our old or ancient trees the peach was the
favourite of the whole house on account of the fruit
.t gave us in February and March, also later, in April
and May, when what we called our winter peach
ripened. Peach, quince, and cherry were the three
favourite fruit trees in the colonial times, and all
three were found in some of the quintas or orchards
of the old estanca houses. We had a score of quince

branches like rams' horns, but the peach trees
numbered about four to five hundred and grew well
apart from one another, and were certainly the largest
I have ever seen. Their size was equal to that of the
oldest and largest cherry trees one sees in certain
favoured spots ,n Southern England, where they grow
not in close formation but wide apart with ample room
tor the branches to spread on all sides.
The trees planted by a later generation, both shadeand fruit were more varied. The most abundant was

the mulberry, of which there were many hundreds,
mostly in rows, forming walks, and albeit of the same
species as our English mulberry they differed from itm the great size and roughness of the leaves and inproducmg fruit of a much smaller size. The taste ofthe fruit was also less luscious and it was rarely eaten

i
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by our ciders. We small children feasted on it, but itwas most y for the birds. The mulberry was looked

z::: 1'''::r ^ '^"'^ ^^^^' ^"^ ^^^ °^^- ^wo most
important shade trees, in number, were the Jcacia
tianca, or false acacia, and the paradise tree or pride ofChma^ Besides these there was a row of eight or tenS withTn°\^"^

°' '"^^'^ ^^ '^ ''
---'•-"

called, with tall white smooth trunk crowned with acluster of palm-like foliage. There was also a modern
ordiard, containing pear, apple, plum, and cherry

The entire plantation, the buildings included

rounded by an immense ditch or fosse .bout twelve

undoubtedly very old and had grown in width owTngto the crumb ing away of the earth at the sides. Thi!m t.^e would have filled and almost obliterated itbut at intervals of two or three years, at a time wh n
It was dry, quantities of earth were dug up from thebottom and thrown on the mound inside.

'
It was inappearance something like a prehistoric earthwork. Inwinter as a rule it became full of water and was afavourite haunt especially at night, of flocks of teal

shovetr I

' ^" °''" kinds-widgeon, pintail, and

noT f '; T""""''
'' ^'^'^"^"^ ^'•^d up, but a fewpools of muddy water usually remained through allhe hot season and were haunted by the solitary orummer snipe, one of the many species of sandpipa

hemisphere and wintered with us when it was oursummer. Once the water had gone down in the moat,
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long grass and herbage would spring up and flourish on
Its sloping sides, and the rats and other small beasties
would return and riddle it with innumerable burrows
The rats were killed down from time to time with

the "smoking machine," which pumped the fumes of
sulphur, bad tobacco, and other deadly substances into
their holes and suflx.cated them ; and I recall two
curious incidents during these crusades. One day I
was standing on the mound at the side of the moat or
fosse some forty yards from where the men were at
work, when an armadillo bolted from his earth and
running to the very spot where I was standing began
vigorously digging to escape by burying himself in the
soil. Neither men nor dogs had seen him, and I at
once determined to capture him unaided by any one
and imagined it would prove a very easy task. Accord-
ingly I laid hold of his black bone-cased tail with both
hands and began tugging to get him ofl^ the ground,
but couldn t move him. He went on digging furiously
getting deeper and deeper into the earth, and I soon
found that instead of my pulling him out he was pull-
ing me in after him. It hurt my small-boy pride to
think that an animal no bigger than a cat was going
to beat me in a trial of strength, and this made me
hold on more tenaciously than ever and tug and strain
more violently, until not to lose him I had to go fiat
down on the ground. But it was all for nothing: hrstmy hands, then my aching arms were carried down
into the earth, and I was forced to release my hold and
get up to rid myself of the mould he had been throw-
ing up into my face and all over my head, neck, and
shoulders.
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In the other case, one of my elder brothers, seeing

the dogs sniffing and scratching at a large burrow, took
a spade and dug a couple of feet into the soil and
found an adult black-and-white opossum with eight or
nine half-grown young lying together in a nest of dry
grass, and, wonderful to tell, a large venomous snake
coiled up amongst them. The snake was the dreaded
vivora de la cruz^ as the gauchos call it, a pit-viper of
the same family as the fer-de-lance, the bush-master,
and the rattlesnake. It was about tnree feet long, very
thick in proportion, and with broad head and blunt
tail. It came forth hissing and striking blindly right and
left when the dogs pulled the opossums out, but was
killed with a blow of the spade without injuring the
dogs.

This was the first serpent with a cross I had seen, and
the sight of the thick blunt body of a greenish-grey
colour blotched with dull black, and the broad flat

head with its stony-white lidless eyes, gave me a thrill

of horror. In after years I became familiar with it

and could even venture to pick it up without harm to
myself, just as now in England I pick up the less dan-
gerous adder when I come upon one. The wonder to
us was that this extremely irascible and venomous
serpent should be living in a nest with a large family
of opossums, for it must be borne in mind that the
opossum is a rapacious and an exceedingly savage-
tempered beast.

This then was the world in which I moved and had
mv being, within the limits of the old rat-haunted fosse
among the enchanted trees. But it was not the trees
only that made it so fascinating, it had open spaces
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and other forms of vegetation which were exceedingly
attractive too.

There was a field of alfalfa about half an acre in

size, which flowered three times a year, and during the
flowering time it drew the butterflies from all the sur-
rounding plain with its luscious bean-like fragrance,
until the field was full of them, red, black, yellow, and
white butterflies, fluttering in flocks round every blue
spike.

Canes, too, in a large patch or " brake " as we called
it, grew at another spot ; a graceful plant about twenty-
five feet high, in appearance unlike the bamboo, as the
long pointed leaves were of a glaucous blue-green
colour. The canes were valuable to us as they served
as fishing-rods when we were old enough for that
sport, and were also used as lances when we rode forth
to engage in mimic battles on the plain. But they also
had an economic value, as they were used by the
natives when making their thatched roofs as a sub-
stitute for the bamboo cane, which cost much more
as it had to be imported from other countries. Ac-
cordingly at the end of the summer, after the cane had
flowered, they were all cut down, stripped of their
leaves, and taken away in bundles, and we were then
deprived till the following season of the pleasure of
hunting for the tallest and straightest canes to cut
them down and strip ofl^ leaves and bark to make
beautiful green polished rods for our sports.

There were other open spaces covered with a
vegetation almost as interesting as the canes and the
trees

: this was where ' hat were called " weeds " were
allowed to flourish. Here were the thorn-apple,

is! jl

•ill
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chenopodium, sow-thistk, wild mustard, redweedv.per s bugloss, and others, both native and ntr^I^dn dense th.ckets five or six feet high. It „as diffi j;to push ones way through these thickets, and onewas always in dread of treading on a snake Atanother spot fennel flourished by itself, as f 1; had

krinroT""^
'""'"' '"'"•" '" P''""- -'". ofkeeping other plants at a proper distance. I, formedquue a th,cke., and grew to a height of ten or ,:iefeet. This spot was a favourite haunt of mine, as it was.n a waste place at the furthest point from the housTa w,ld sohtary spot where I could spend long touts'by myself watching the birds. But I also lofed the

Z:l r'-.'^.l^^-if-l green feathery foliland the smell of ,t, also the taste, so that whenever^
v.s.ted that secluded spot I would rub the crulhedeaves ,n my palms and chew the small tw^l" fortheir peculiar fennel flavour

^

Winter made a great change in the plantation, since
t not only stripped the trees of their leaves but sweptaway all that rank herbage, the fennel induS
allowingthe grass to grow again. The large luxuriant' :

g owing annuals also disappeared from the garden andall about the house, the big four-o'clock bushes withdeep red stems and wealth of crimson blossoms, a^dthe morning-glory convolvulus with its great bluetrumpets climbing over and covering every avaiable
place w„h ,ts hoHike mass of leaves and'abundan'
blooms. My life i„ the plantation in winter was aconstant watching for spring. May, June, and Julywere the leafless months, but not whoU^ songt^sOn any genial and windless;day of sunshine in winte,:
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a few swallows would reappear, nobody could guess
from where, to spend the bright hours wheeling like
house-martins about the house, revisiting their old
breeding-holes under the eaves, and uttering their
lively little rippling songs, as of water running in a
pebbly stream. When the sun declined they would
vanish, to be seen no more until we had another
perfect sprmg-like day.

On such days in July and on any mild misty
morning, standing on the mound within the moat I

would listen to the sounds from the wide open plain,
and they were sounds of spring—the constant drum-
ming and rhythmic cries of the spur-wing lapwings
engaged in their social meetings and " dances," and the
song of the pipit soaring high up and pouring out its

thick prolonged strains as it slowly floated downwards
to the earth.

In August the peach blossomed. The great old
trees standing wide apart on their grassy carpet, barely
touching each other with the tips of their widest
branches, were like great mound-shaped clouds of
exquisite rosy- pink blossoms. There was then nothing
in the universe which could compare in loveliness to
that spectacle. I was a ivorshipper of trees at this
season, and I remember the feelings I experienced
when one day a flock of green paroquets came
screaming down and alighted on one of the trees
near me. This paroquet never bred in our plantation

;

they were occasional visitors from their home in an
old grove about nine miles away, and their visits were
always a great pleasure to us. On this occasion I was
particularly glad, because the birds had elected to
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linnet flocks ever seen in England. The flock we
used to have about our plantation numbered many
thousands, and you would see them like a cloud
wheeling about in the air. then suddenly dropping and
vamshmg from sight in the grass, where they fed on
small seeds and tender leaves and buds. On going to
the spot they would rise with a loud humming sound
of mnumerable wings, and begin rushing and whirling
about agam chasing each other in play and chirping
and presently all would drop to the ground again

In August, when the spring begins to infect their
blood, they repair to the trees at intervals during the
day. where they sit perched and motionless for an
hour or longer, all singing together. Tb-s singing
time was when the peach trees were in blossom, and
.t was invariably in the peach trees they settled and
could be seen, the little yellow birds in thousands
amid the millions of pink blossoms, pouring out their
wonderful music.

One of the most delightful bird sounds or noises to
be heard m England is the concert-singing of a flock
of several hundreds, and sometimes of a thousand or
more linnets in September and October, and even
later m the year, before these great congregations
have been broken up or have migrated. The effect
produced by the small field finch of the pampas was
quite different. The linnet has a little twittering
song with breaks in it and small chirping sounds, andwhen a great multitude of birds sing together the
sound at a distance of fifty or sixty yards is as of a
high wind among the trees, but on a nearer approach
the mass of sound resolves itself into a tangle of

i
d
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moment of exaltation. "Those little birds ! I never
heard anything like it !

" he exclaimed, then trudged
off to his work. Like most Englishmen, he had, no
doubt, a vein of poetic feeling hidden away somewhere
in his soul.

We also had the other kind of concert-singing 1 y
another species in the plantation. This was the
common purple cow-bird, one of the Troupial family,
exclusively American, but supposed to have irTinities

with the starlings of the Old World. This .ow-bird
is parasitical (like the European cuckoo) in !:<: bre( t-

ing habits, and having no domestic affairs of its on
to attend to it lives in flocks all the year round, lead in jr

an idle vagabond life. The male is of a uniform deep
purple-black, the female a drab or mouse-colour. The
cow-birds were excessively numerous among the trees
m summer, perpetually hunting for nests in which to
deposit their eggs : they fed on the ground out on the
plain and were often in such big flocks as to look like
a huge black carpet spread out on the green sward.
On a rainy day they did not feed : they congregated
on the trees in thousands and sang by the hour. Their
favourite gathering-place at such times was behind the
house, where the trees grew pretty thick and were
sheltered on two sides by the black acacias and double
rows of Lombardy poplars, succeeded by double rows
of large mulberry trees, forming walks, and these by
pear, apple and cherry trees. From whichever side
the wind blew it was calm here, and during the
heaviest rain the birds would sit here in their thou-
sands, pouring out a continuous torrent of song,
which resembled the noise produced by thousands of

'f
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larger volume of sound, more continuous, softer
deeper, and like the wash of the sea on a wide
shore.

The other trees would follow, and by and by all
would be in full foliage once more, and ready to
receive their strange beautiful guests from the tropical
forests in the distant north.

The most striking of the newcomers was the small
scarlet tyrant-bird, which is about the size of our spotted
flycatcher

; all a shining scarlet except the black wings
and tail. This bird had a delicate bell-like voice,
but it was the scarlet colour shining amid the green
foliage which made me delight in it above all other
birds. Yet the humming-bird, which arrived at the
same time, was wonderfully beautiful too, especially
when he flew close to your face and remained suspended
motionless on mist-like wings for a few moments,
his feathers looking and glittering like minute emerald
scales.

Then came other tyrant-birds and the loved swallows
—the house-swallow, which resembles the English
house-martin, the large purple martin, the Golodrina
domestica, and the brown tree-martin. Then, too, came
the yellow-billed cuckno—the kowe-kowe as it is called
from its cry. Year after year I listened for its deep
mysterious call, which sounded like gow-gow-gow-gow-
gow, in late September, even as the small English boy
listens for the call of /lis cuckoo in April ; and the
human-like character of the sound, together with the
startlingly impressive way in which it was enunciated,
always produced the idea that it was something more
than a mere bird call. Later, in October when the
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CHAPTER V
Aspects of the Plain

^'''^ZJfY""" ''7' '-f-Cardoon and giant thistles
VJIage.of the oucacha, a large burrowing rodent-Grove,
and plantation, seen like islands on the wide level plam_
Trees planted by the early colonists-Decline of the colonisU
romanagncultural toa pastoral people-Houses a, part ofhe landscape-Flesh d.et of the gauchos-Summer ch^e in

tttleS 't r'^'"-J'^"=
-'-''''« m.rage-The giant

thistle and a thistle year -Fear of fires-An incident at a

th«Ue.-lhi.tle-down and thistle-seed as food for animal^-A great pampero storm-Big hailstones-Damage caused byhail-Zango, an old horse. killed-Zango and hiTmaster.

As a small boy of six but well able to ride bare-backed
at a fast gallop without falling ofF, I invite the reader,
mounted too, albeit on nothing but an imaginary animal
to follow me a league or so from the gate to some spot
where the land rises to a couple or three or four feet
above the surrounding level. There, sitting on our
horses we snail command a wider horizon than even
the tallest man would have standing on his own legsand ,n this way get a better idea of the district in which

ZTAf^
"""'^ 'mpressionable years of my life, fromnve to htteen, were spent.

We see all round us a flat land, its horizon a perfect
63
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64 FAR AWAY AISfD LONG AGO
ring of misty blue colour where tfce crystal-blue dome
ot the sky rests on the level ^recn world. Green in
kte autumn wmter, and spring, or say from April to
November, but not all like a green lawn or field : there
were smooth areas where sheep had pastured, but the
surface varied greatly and was mostly more or less
rough. In places the land as far as one could see was
covered w.th a dense growth of cardoon thistles, or
wdd artichoke, of a bluish or grey-green colour, while
in other places the giant thistle flourished, a plant with
big variegated green .nd white leaves, and standing
when in flower six to ten feet high.

There were other breaks and roughnesses on that
flat green expanse caused by the vizcac/ias, a big rodent
the size of a hare, a mighty burrower in the earth.
f^tzcacAas swarmed in all that district where they have
now practically been exterminated, and lived in villages,
called vtzcacAeras, composed of thirty or forty huge
burrows-about the size of half a dozen badgers'
earths grouped together. The earth thrown out of
these diggings formed a mound, and beincr bare of
vegetation it appeared in the landscape as a clay-
coloured spot on the green surface. Sitting on a horse
one could count a score to fifty or sixty of these mounds
or vtzcacheras on the surrounding plain.
On all this visible earth there were no fences, and no

trees excepting those which had been planted at the old
estancia houses, and these being far apart the groves
and plantations looked like small islands of trees or
mounds, blue in the distance, on the great plain' or
pampa. They were mostly shade trees, the commonest
bemg the Lombardy poplar, which of all trees is the
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easiest one to grow in that land. And these trees at
the estancias or cattle-ranches were, at the time I am
writing about, almost invariably aged and in many
instances in an advanced state of decay. It is interest-
mg to know how these old groves and plantations ever
came into existence in a land where at that period there
was practically no tree-planting.

The first colonists who made their homes in this vast
vacant space, called the pampas, came from a land where
the people are accustomed to sit in the shade of trees,

where corn and wine and oil are supposed to be neces-
saries, and where there is salad in the garden. Natur-
ally they made gardens and planted trees, both for
shade and fruit, wherever they built themselves a
house on the pampas, and no doubt for two or three
generations they tried to live as people live in Spain,
in the rural districts. But now the main business of
their lives was cattle-raising, and as the cattle roamed
at will over the vast plains and were more like wild
than domestic animals, it was a life on horseback.
They could no longer dig or plough the earth or
protect their crops from insects and birds and their
own animals. They gave up their oil and wine and
bread and lived on flesh alone. They sat in the shade
and ate the fruit of trees planted by their fathers or
their great-grandfathers until the trees died of old age,
or were blown down or killed by the cattle, and there
was no more shade and fruit.

It thus came about that the Spanish colonists on the
pampas declined from the state of an agricultural people
to that of an exclusively pastoral and hunting one ; and
later, when the Spanish yoke, as it was called, was
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66 FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO
shaken off, the incessant throat-cutting wars of the
various factions, which were like the wars of "crows
and p,es," except that knives were used instead of
beaks, confirmed and sunk them deeper in their wild
and barbarous manner of life.

Thus, too, the tree-clunps on the pampas were
mostly remains of a vanished past. To these clumps
or plantations we shall return later on when I come to
describe the home life of som. of our nearest neigh-
bours

;
here the houses only, with or without trees

growing about them, need be mentioned as parts of the
landscape. The houses were always low and scarcely
visible at a distance of a mile and a half : one always
had to stoop on entering a door. They were built of
burnt or unburnt brick, more often clay and brush-
wood, and thatched with sedges or bulrushes. At
sonie of the better houses there would be a smaU
garden, a few yards of soil protected in some way
from the poultry and animals, in which a few flowers
and herbs were grown, especially parsley, rue, sage,
tansy, and horehound. But there was no other culti-
vation attempted, 3, ,i no vegetables were eaten except
onions and garKc, wh ch were bought at the stores,
with bread, nee, mat6 tea, oil, vinegar, raisins, cinna-mon pepper, cummin seed, and whatever else they
could afford to season their meat-pies or give a flavour
to the monotonous diet of cow's flesh and mutton and
pig. Almost the only game eaten was ostrich, arma-
dillo and tinamou (the partridge of the country), which
the boys could catch by snaring or running them down.
Wild duck, plover, and such birds they rarely or never
tasted, as they could not shoot ; and as to the big
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rodent, the vizcacha, which swarmed everywhere, no
gaucho would touch its flesh, although to my taste it

was better than rabbit.

The summer change in the aspect of the plain would
begin in November : the dead dry grass would take on
a yellowish-brown colour, the giant thistle a dark rust
brown, and at this season, from November to February,
the grove or plantation at the estancia house, with its
deep fresh unchanging verdure and shade, was a verit-
able refuge on the vast flat yellow earth. It was then,
when the water-courses were gradually drying up and
the thirsty days coming to flocks and herds, that the
mocking illusion of the mirage was constantly about
us. Quite early in spring, on any warm cloudless day,
this water-mirage was visible, and was like the appear-
ance on a hot summer's day of the atmosphere in
England when the air near the surface becomes visible,
when one sees it dancing before one's eyes, like thin
wavering and ascending tongues of flame—crystal-clear
flames mixed with flames of a faint pearly or silver
grey. On the level and hotter pampas this appearance
IS intensified, and the faintly visible wavering flames
change to an appearance of lakelets or sheets of water
looking as if ruffled by the wind and shining like
molten silver in the sun. The resemblance to water is

mcreased when there are groves and buildings on the
horizon, which look like dark blue islands or banks in
the distance, while the cattle and horses feeding not far
from the spectator appear to be wading knee or belly
deep in the brilliant water.

The aspect of the plain was diflerent in what was
called a ''thistle year," when the giant thistles, which
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usually occupied definite „eas or »,.
P«che,, suddenly sp™,B uTev°l^ '" '"'««'
««on covered most of fhefanj "^r ,?' '?'^ '°^ '

y=are the plan,, „„w as Mrk J """ '"^urant
i" <h«r beds, anTrer,, u "''"'S" »"" bulrushes

Ixigb. of about ten S^ Th r"''' "'""'•"B '

plant which throws ou Teavel a, T '' "" •" ''« "

rhubarb, with its s,e„, . ,

'"^^ "' "-ose of the

'-ching. s.a di„ra™:,; tivr!" ^ ^ "^ ^"-^
««on one could in a «h f* "l''""

'" "•« growing
buge leave, freed theLXtTh',''i::kr'"^' '' '''

^- {june in ^^^^y rj^^^ut
"^'^ ^

»nd'^L:«\?t°dot°ar" r "''''X^bis horse

r- was a hateXel oTrtt^i;""!"''^' ",
"-"

™fed. mud house was then tooTC
""'"• '°''-

Ae tall thistles hemmed it ,n a„H.' " "^' '" '"''"• «
^1 ^des. On his h"rse U '^'" °'" "« "=" °"

">< narrow cattle track a„d to"";
""P*' "> ''"P ">

kg^ to keep them from^h, ,

" •'" " ''"" "P >>«

'W distant pri^irirdat
'°"^ Peking .pines' ,„

was usually sh„d with „o?h
""«""'"' '' » Poor man

By the end of Novembe X 1''^"' '™" '?""•
wd their huse hnU^ ,,'"""'« """M be dead
shaft of a «r?s'fthl- lTh'^\r ''S"' - "«
tound as a broomst,cka„7

!'"''"'' '"'^= ^^ big

-ts were not Tntdead Ct't
"''.""' '""«• '^'>=

round, so that one'couW push a"!T
'"" '" ""

w.th one finger, bu, it would not fa f
'" f*""

up by scores of other sticks ,11 / '^ " ""' '"'<'
sticks all round it, and these by
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would somJ ^' .'"
""' ''"'* ^"y ""dition they

of fir?„L eve, n
''^ ""' ''°""' ^"^ "' dangernre was ever present to people's minds Atmoment a careless smrt f„ •

'^' ""X

i^ttrseTi^-totrz^-r
attempt would be made to stoo the fiA '

,
'"

thLllZ H
"'' ""^ "" """• «<>''' »nd drag

h sto u„, t r: " " «^°P ""•-g'' 'he dens!

ouW be staLoed^l
,''""™ *" "''"= "" «»«

.he p : teTed in thr"
""' """ """'-^S- But

^u£ .he:p;:„f:-c--*^3,o.

X™5:-^\-it:;^Zirirtr£
ocher s,de and the fire would travel on

I remember going to one of these big fires wheni was about twelve vear^ nIH r- u .

I saw my father mount and dash ofF, but it took me

^: Tar;ed\r:„'ri?TfJrrj
broken out a auarf^r «f i

^ "*^

main nn. I,
^ ^ ""'^^ '" advance of the

s«r:;-dtThiT:;:t1 '^LZTd f^^7
'^^

.-^fado^n „e.ghhoL wh/hadlu'sratlrtnT'
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scene Before we started operations about twentymen from the main fire came galloping up to u,

so far ahead, had left ,t in despair after an hour's

stt As r'' "' '"' '°"" '
° ''^ "- ^Zr

who ^ u ^^ ""'^ "P ^ ^°°''^^ •" ^0"der at one

Who was a stranger to me. "Who is this blackWW. I wonder ? " said I to myself, and jut thethe shouted to me in English, « Hulb. my boy whaTarc you domg here ? " le was my father an'houAfightmg w.th the flames in a cloud of bla^k ashes n

In M '"f i""
'"^ ^^"^ ^'^ ^'^^ him look likea pure-blooded negro

!

During December and January when this desertworld of thistles dead and dry 7s tinder condned

hone of
a menace and danger, the one desire andhope of every one was for the /^«;>...-the south-westwmd wh.ch m hot weather is apt to come wfthstarthng suddenness, and to blow with extra^rdil^

violence. And it would come at last, usuall^rn hTafternoon of a close hot day, after the north wind hadbeen blowmg persistently for days with a breath as

and a strange gloom that was not from any cloud

^"ble on .h ,

"^ '' °^ ' '"°""^^'" becoming

a I'tde wh, e ,t would cover half the sky, and therewould be thunder and lightning and a tori:;nt of rai

roi L th. r.T""' '''' "'"'^ "^"^'^ ^^-l^^ *ndroar m the bent-down trees and shake the house.
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And in an hour or two it would perhaps be all over,
and next morning the detested thistles would be gone,
or at all events levelled to the ground.

After such a storm the sense of relief to the horse-
man, now able to mount and gallop forth in any
direction over the wide plain and see the earth once
more spread out for miles before him, was like that
of a prisoner released from his cell, or of the sick
man when he at length repairs his vigour lost and
breathes and walks again.

To this day it gives me a thrill, or perhaps it would
be safer to say the ghost of a vanished thrill, when
I remember the relief it was in my case, albeit 1 was
never so tied to a horse, so parasitical, as the gaucho,
after onr of these great thistle-lcvell'mg pampero winds.
It was . rare pleasure to ride out and gallop my horse
over wide brown stretches of level land, to hear his
hard hoofs crushing the hollow desiccated stalks
covering the earth in millions like the bones of a
countless host of perished foes. It was a queer kind
of joy, a mixed feeling with a dash of gratified revenge
to give it a sharp savour.

After all this abuse of the giant thistle, the Cardo
asnal oi the natives and Carduus mariana of the
botanists, it may sound odd to say that a "thistle
year" was a blessing in some ways. It was an
anxious year on account of the fear of fire, and a
season of great apprehension too when reports of
robberies and other crimes were abroad in the land,
especially for the poor women who were left so much
alone in their low-roofed hovels, shut in by the dense
prickly growth. But a thistle year was called a fat
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72 FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO
year, since the animals—cattle hors^. .h.
pigs-browsed freely on the Zl^ ^'

'"^ '^""

flowers began ,0 shed their ^seed Each fln»«« I.ke a small coffee-cup „™ j on^
'

'"

.He wiJ^/nhethTL^rrf """
"',f

^"

would be filled xvith ir
''^ °"^ ^°"^d see

balls. The flrted'^rso'atrr'^ °' """'"^

the ground under the d«d bl s„1 L"'
." "•

T^'
I'

.;
a long, slender seed, atou. h Zj' ""

.heir mobile aXen^y/t;^ -^l^a^

?

because .he, Zd"™ "ir:h7?ri:r °"r"''=^their lips and tongues can„r, I 7 ''"^"'«

crumb-4e food TI hi «
"'""^ '° Bother a

to birds, domes, c ^f;,dT™ °"'^''''' ^ ' -"
the mammals. ' ' ™ "" "">•« than to

In conclusion of this chapter I will return for two to the suhi«.f „f !i " 'or a page

wind of the Arin^ne ™ ^"T"' ""= ^"""--westArgentme pampas, to describe the greatest
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of all the great pampero storms I have witnessed.
This was when I was in my seventh year.
The wind blowing from this quarter is not like the

south-west wind of the North Atlantic and Britain,
a warm wind laden with moisture from hot tropical
seas—that great wind which Joseph Conrad in his
Mirror of the Sea has personified in one of the
subhmest passages in recent literature. It is an exces-
sively violent wind, as all mariners know who have
encountered it on the South Atlantic ofF the River
Plate, but it is cool and dry, although it frequently
comes with great thunder-clouds and torrents of rain
and hail. The rain may last half an hour to half a
day, but when over the sky is without a vapour and
a spell of fine weather ensues.

It was in sultry summer weather, and towards
evening all of us boys and girls went out for a ramble
on the plam, and were about a quarter of a mile from
home when a blackness appeared in the south-west
and began to cover the sky in that quarter so rapidly
that, takmg alarm, we started homewards as fa^t as we
could run. But the stupendous slaty-black darkness
mixed with yellow clouds of dust, gained on us, and
before we got to the gate the terrified screams of wild
birds reached our ears, and glancing back we saw
multitudes of gulls and plover flying madly before
the storm, trying to keep ahead of it. Then a swarm
of big dragon-flies came like a cloud over us, and was
gone in an instant, and just as we reached the gate
the first big drops splashed down in the form of
liquid mud. We had hardly got indoors before the
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fc«d„p aga,ns, ,he walJs of the buildings

ended"bur,rJr^T^ ^™"'"S "''"^ -^" "-e storm

were cut to pieces, and most of the veeetables in.l,,^mg the Indian corn, were destroyed Tk'-
too, had suffered katlv S 1 IJ' '?' '""'

been killed outright! anthunJSm^rl:^?^::^

sCetdr'r '""^ "'"' ""P-"g ^to'or app^ed

were dtad a^'d i°"\™
'"" '"' '^''^^ °< ™ ""'-

r,h I ' " hor«-an old loved ridinff-horsew,th a h,story, poor old Zango-the whole house w«
-S;; oSc r„t"h H

"' '"'"'''' origi„all/tocavalry officer who had an extraordinary affection for

c^«ra„T
"'"^ " ^''"'' """' ho-flesh r too

ev^^rue? The" T''^7'"'
°' "='^ ^"™''' ""^

Onenrlr
T'«,°««'- h"d spent years in the BandaOnental, m guerJla warfare, and had ridden Zanso in

b«7toI '
'"

"i"'""
" '"'' "-" ^"B^'i- Comingback to Buenos Ayres he brought the old horse horn!
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with him. Two or three years later he came to my
father, whom he had come to know very well, and
said he had been ordered to the upper provinces and
was in great trouble about his horse. He was twenty
years old, he said, and no longer fit to be ridden in a
fight; and of all the people he knew there was but one
man in whose care he wished to leave his horse. I

know, he said, that if you will take him and promise
to care for him until his old life ends, he will be
safe

; and I should be happy about him—as happy as
I can be without the horse I have loved more than anv
other being on earth. My father consented, and had
kept the old horse for over nine years when he was
killed by the hail. He was a well-shaped dark brown
animal, with long mane and tail, but, as 1 :new him,
always lean and old-looking, and the chief ^se he was
put to was for the children to take their first riding-
lessons on his back.

My parents had already experienced one great sad-
ness on account of Zango before his strange death.
For years they had looked for a letter, a message, from
the absent officer, and had often pictured his return
and joy at finding alive still and embracing his beloved
old friend again. Bv t he never returned, and no mes-
sage came and no news could be heard of him, and it

was at last concluded that he had lost his life in that
distant part of f ountry, where there had been much
fighting.

To return to the hailstones. The greatest destruc-
tion had fallen on the wild birds. Before the storm
immense numbers of golden plover had appeared and
were in large flocks on the plain. One of our native
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^^I\ Z^' '"T^
°^'''^ '° * "^'^^"^ °f plover forthe table and getting the sacK he took me up on hishorse behmd h,m. A mile or so from home we cameupon scores of dead plover lying together where thTyhad been m close flocks, but my companion would no^Fck up a dead b.rd. There were others running abouw.th one mng broken, and these he went after, leavL

'

me to hdd his horse, and catching them would wl!thar necks and drop them in the Lk. When hrhad

rlnl"°°^^^^-^°-^---^-dwe
Later that morning we heard of one human being a

haH 1° r? V" °^ °"'' P°°^ neighbours' houses, ILo

m the middle of the room, gazing out at the falling
hail when a hailstone, cutting through the thatched
roof, struck him on the head and killed him instantly



CHAPTER VI

Some Bird Adventures

^"'*M
%"''^'".°" ***-* pampas—A first long walk—Water-fowl—

My first sight of flamingoes—A great dove visitation—Strange
tameness of the birds—Vain attempts at putting salt on their
tails—An ethical question : Whca is a lie not a lie ?—The
carancho, a vulture-eagle—Our pair of carancAoi—Their nestm a peach tree— I am ambitious to take their eggs—The
birds crimes—

I am driven off by the birds-The nest pulled
down.

Just before my riding days began in real earnest, when
I was not yet quitt confident enough to gallop off alone
for miles to see the world for myself, I had my first
long walk on the plain. One of my elder brothers
mvited me to accompany him to a water-course, one of
the slow-flowing shallow marshy rivers of the pampas
which was but two miles from home. The thought of
the half-wild cattle we would meet terrified me, but he
was anxious for my company that day and assured me
that he could see no \crd in that direction and he
would be careful to give a wide berth to anything with
horns we might come upon. Then I joyfully con-
sented and we set out, three of us, to survey the
wonders of a great stream of running water, where
bulrushes grew and large wild birds, never seen by us
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« home would be found. 1 had had a glimp« of

we hT :'• "' "'"' ''"'"e 'o visit a neXour

.remendouslj long walk. Is we had oTalce Z! a

^d"h "rf "= P^'^"" °' -'doon and glan .Ssand by and by we came ,o low ground where the ^1«was almost waist-high and full %i flowers. I wafdi.ke an Enghsh meadow in June, when every gr«s -nd

t^rmg to a boy s,x years old to walk through A last

"
iinirL'th^

™~'^ ^"" '"f- -' " ^ i

"

waders-ibises,\e.oi,'s";tbVranr:,L""tur.hr
most wonderful of all were three immensely «Uwhif.and-rose-coloured birds, wading solemnly b a Tow a

luf( '°u"T
''•°" ""= ^"""-^ some twentyZd

.he sZ "'%''"''• ;,"" --^d »»d -ch nteTa

itV ^
K- . '"'' '^"''S'" "^ intensified when the

necklft
''°1 ""! '"'' ""'"e "is head and longneck aloft, opened and shook his wings. For the wi„«wh.„ open were of a glorious crimso! colour anljhe

What were these wonderful birds > I asked of n,.brothers, but they could not tell me. They said th^v

thatr fl?""
""'^ "'= '"^ "^f-- -d ll: founi

Is ^el,
'"^°™'"°' '"'°™ '" <"" neighbourhood

thewater-courses were not large enough for it, b!^



SOME BIRD ADVENTURES 79
that it could be seen in flocks at a l.t. 1

day's journey from our home ' ^"' ^^*" ^

It was not for several vears that 1 u^a
of seeing the bird agaif latl; r u^ "

°^^"^

and hundreds of times at 'res Lfl '""V
'''''''

»,„ J , .

""'*=s, at rest or flyme, at all t mes nf

winaT '
, u

'*'^' "' '^"^' ^'^^^"c« apart their

".ore in The kl: "i""""''
'" ^ '"" ""!«« ">=

abou, a third
, f i„ 'e ha'nTe T""'"' ""^

and belonging to the Amlt T^'" P'^^on,

clove was'a'rTsidentwTh'u !5,"":/'~''"''- ^''^

but occasionally in sorinl ,A ^'" ™""'''

t" be seen travel InJ*^^^
""'"""

""^X "^-^
,

'"veiling in immense flocks anH fl,.were evident y straneers in th. I j ?' ""'

^r„o-dief^ f '

"--"-^ -™
tear of the human form. At all events, on
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going ou, into ,h. plantation r found then, all about

tame and heedless of my presence that I actuaUvattempted to capture them with my hands. ButSwouldn, be caught
: the bi, J when I stooped and p^^

would die H
''''''^'^""^' ?"" "^'"8 " y»^ - 'WOwould sete down ,n front of me and go on lookingfor and pickmg up invisible seeds

^
My attempts failing I rushed back to the house

";
h L""^''' u

'°°^ '^ '" °''' S-"™- who livedw,th us and took an interest in me and my passion Ubirds, and finding him I told him the whole Te i,^ar^^g w.h doves and they were perfectly IZZwotUdn
, let me catch them-could he tell me how to

foo nL'? l
"= '-gh^d -d said I must be a littlefool not to know how to catch a bir.l. The only wavjs to put salt on their tails. There would b'e^^

tltfZv °'"^ '!;"' ' "-""gh'.-d how delighted
I was to know that birds could be caught so easily IOff I ran to the salt-barrj and filled my - ockets andhands w,th coarse salt used to make bri/emth h fd.p .he hides; for I w.-ited to catch a great manvdoves—armfuls of doves.

* ^

In a few minutes I was out again in the plantation,w.th doves ,n hundreds moving over the ground alabout me and taking no notice of me. It w!s a joyfuand exctmg moment when I started operations, iutsoon found that when I teased a handfd of salt a, theb.rd s tad .t never fell on its tail-it fell on the ground^-o or three or four inches short of the taif If Ibought, the bird would only keep still a mome'nlonger
! Bu, then it wouldn't, and I think I spent "uite
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two hours in these vain attempts to make the salt fa'l onthe nght place. At last I went back to my men or to

but all he would say was that I was on the right track
at the plan I had adopted was the proper one a dtl

to drop the sa t on the right spot. Thus encouraged Ifilled my pockets again and started afresh, and then

progre
, adopted a new one, which war- to take ahandful of salt and hurl it at the bird's ta.l. StiU I

^n^d "hcb-^d'
'': ^^' ^."^ ^•°'^"^--" -'X Mg t!

or so bef h'"'^
'""'''^ '' '° ^y ^^^X' ^ ^°"" yards

searchin K
-^'^PP'"^ '^^^^ ^&^^" ^° '"^^"^e its seed-searching business.

By and by I was told by somebody that birds couldnot be caught by putting salt on their tails, that I was

'ncTlTatb
'°°' °'' ^"' '''' "^^ ^ ^^-^ ^hock to Te

eJi a lie. Now for the first time I discovered that

Which one could tell innocentlv although they weremvente and delibera.e.v told to deceive. ^This anglredme at first, and I wanted to know how I was to disMn-guish between real lies and lies that were not lies andhe only ar.swer I got was that I could distinguishthem by not being a fool

!

"'^mguisn

In the next adventure to be told we pass f om the

vulture It may be remarked in passi a that the

IZhuTT- °' ''' '°^^
' '^^^ ^es^Hbed\"

which I take it IS a corruption of Tor^o^^, the namefi-st

Milf

\

I

^ ;
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given to it by the early colonists on account of its slightresemblance to the turtle-dove of Europe

^
Then, as to the vulture, it was not a' true vulturenor a str.ctly true eagle, but a carrion-hawk a bid

whitltTlT' blackish-brown i„ c<^;:r wi:

spotted with black; also ,t had a very big eajrle-shaoed

weakly and young. A somewhat destructive matur,
° P°"":>: ""d young sucking lambs ^d Is ,"
eedmg hab.ts were, in fact, very like those of thfn.vc

niul '^kT''''/''''
''"^^'^y 'o'^""' not only Ifnjunous b,rds and beasts but even of beings of (

,*
own speces of predaceous habits.

^
in ?"formr1'''"

"' T "^ P"'*- °''^'^- d^cribedn a former chapter, there was a solitarv tree nf !
somewhat singular shape, standing ab^utV^ylfrom the others on the edge of a piece of waste'w'el

mooth round trunk standing about fourteen feet high

part haTr^""' T"'' "" """"^- =» ">« i'^ "p4rpart had the sh.pe of an open inverted umbrella. And
'" ""^ ""™'<^'« ''°llo" formed by the circle of
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^nch« ,h= ,aru„h,: had bui't .heir huge „«t ccr,

^on-c; .he, .ooL in": "h7nJ,' „rJS li't

the pUe
"""''-"""' »'• »°"'= ^"ch object .0 add ,0

Our birds never attacked the fowls, and were notoffen ,ve or obtrusive, bu, kept , ,heir own end

°

the plantation furthest away from the buildi„« Thevonly came when an animal was killed for meat aidwould then hang about, keeping a sharp eye c^^ ^e
coT:th"e^ t """''"^ "-='^'ha„ce.^T^- lid
o.w;^i:n:ir:r^^^ -/
would swoop down like a ti,; ^' u

'"'"'''

n-cae with h^ beak wo Id rie'tr'a TeS,,'"'; ? ""

on Tat lelurri
'" " ''""' ""'' ^""^ """y » f«d

f^t of th! . T"'
""" ''^''^ "' admiring thisW the <arancko, wh.ch is, I believe, unique in\irds

pJh'tre^^rr'
'" "" "^ i-"«d.umbrella-shapedpeach tree had a great attraction for me •

I used „ff,nto v,s,t ,t and wonder if I would ever Vave t e p^t^
to get up there, above the nest, and look down into

see' ?hr' r^K^"'
""'^ ''"=" "i'M^heep's wo^l 'Z

w 1, dee?Sd
'^^" "'" '"*=^'' ^88^' '" --Wed

red ' For Th T "'™'' "•"'" ^P'^^''^'' "'" "ood-
•

For I had seen carancho eggs brought in by a

li

\ ':
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gaucho and I was ambitious to take a clutch from a
nest with my own hands. It was true I had been toldby my mother that if I wanted wild birds' eggs I was
ne.er to take more than one from a nest, unless it was
of some mjurious species. And injurious the caranc^o
certamly was, in spite of his good behaviour when athome. On one of my early rides on my pony I had
seen a pair of them, and I think they were our own
birds, furiously attacking a weak and sickly ewe ; she
had refused to lie down to be killed, and they were on
her neck beating and tearing at her face and trying to
pull her down. Also 1 had seen a litter of little pigs
a sow had brought forth on the plain attacked by she

1!T" Tr.'^,?'/"'^
^°""^ °" approaching the spot

that they had killed half of them (about sixfl think),
and were devouring them at some distance from the
old pig and the survivors of the litter. But how could

LtT\ A T" '"f
^'' °^''' '^^ '•^"^ °f the huge

nest.P And I was afraid of the birds, they looked L
unspeakably savage and formidable whenever I went
near them. But my desire to get the eggs was over-
mastering, and when it was spring and I had reason to
think that eggs were being laid, 1 went oftener than
ever to watch and wait for an opportunity. And one
evening just after sunset I could not see the birds any-
where about and thought my chance had now come.
I managed to swarm up the smooth trunk to the
branches, and then with wildly beating heart began
the task of trymg to get through the dose branches
and to work my way over the huge rim of the nest.
Just .hen I heard the harsh grating cry of the bird
and peering through the leaves in the direction it came
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from I caught sight of the two birds flying furiously
towards me. screaming again as they came nearer'Then terror seized me. and down I went through the
branches, and catching hold of the lowest one managed
to swing myself clear, and dropped to the ground Itwas a good long drop, but I fell on a soft turf, and
springing to my feet fled to the shelter of the orchardand then on towards the house, without ever looking
back to see if they were following.

^

That was my only attempt to raid the nest, andfrom that tv.ie the birds continued in peaceful posses-
sion of It until It came into some person's mind that
this huge nest was detrimental to the tree, and was the
cause of its producing so little fruit compared with any

rndTh'' r. '^"ri'
^'^ accordingly pulled down^

and the birds forsook the place.
In the description in a former chapter of our old

peach trees in their blossoming time I mentioned the
paroquets which occasionally visited us but had their
breeding-place some distance away. This bird was
one of the two common parrots of the district, the
other larger species being the Patagonian parrotCcarus patagonus, the Loro barranquero or Cliff
Parrot of the natives. In my early years this bird
was common on the treeless pampas extending for
hundreds of miles south of Buenos Ayres as well asm Patagonia, and bred in holes it excavated in cliffs
and steep banks at the side of lakes and rivers
rhese breedmg-sites were far south of my home, and
l^did not visit them until my boyhood's days were

In winter these birds had a partial migration to the

^
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north

: at that season we were visited by flocks, and
as a child it was a joy to me when the resounding
screams of the travelling parrots, heard in the silence
long before the birds became visible in the sky
announced their approach. Then, when they appeared
flying at a moderate height, how strange and beautiful
they looked, with long pointed wings and long gradu-
ated tails m their sombre green plumage touched with
yellow, blue, and crimson colour ! How I longed for
a nearer acquaintance with these winter visitors and
hoped they would settle on our trees ! Sometimes
they did settle to rest, perhaps to spend half a day or
longer in the plantation

; and sometimes, to my great
happiness, a flock would elect to remain with us for
whole days and weeks, feeding on the surrounding
plain, coming at intervals to the trees during the day
and at night to roost. I used to go out on my pony
to follow and watch the flock at feed, and wondered at
their partiality for the bitter-tasting seeds of the wild
pumpkin. This plant, which was abundant with us
produced an egg-shaped fruit about half the size of an
ostrich's egg, with a hard shell-like rind, but the birds
with their sharp iron-hard beaks would quickly break
up the dry shell and feast on the pips, scattering the
seed-shells about till the ground was whitened with
them. When I approached the feeding flock on my
pony the birds would rise up and, flying to and at me
hover in a compact crowd just above my head, almost
deafening me with their angry screams.
The smaller bird, the paroquet, which was about

the size of a turtle-dove, had a uniform rich green
colour above and ashy-grey beneath, and, like most
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parrots, it nested in trees. It is one of the most social
birds I know; it lives all the year round in communi-
ties and builds huge nests of sticks near together as in
a rookery, each nest having accommodation for two or
three to half a dozen pairs. Each pair has an entrance
and nest cavity of its own in the big structure.
The only breeding-place in our neighbourhood was

in a grov or remains of an ancient ruined plantation
at anestancia house, about nine miles from us, owned
by an Englishman named Ramsdale. Here there was
a colony of about a couple of hundred birds, and the
dozen or more trees they had built on were laden with
their great nests, each one containing as much material
as would have filled a cart.

Mr. Ramsdale was not our nearest English neigh-
bour—the one to be described in another chapter- nor
was he a man we cared much about, and his meagre
establishment was not attractive, as his old slatternly
native housekeeper and the other servants were allowed
to do just what they liked. But he was English and
a neighbour, and my parents made it a point of paying
him an occasional visit, and I always managed to go
pth them—certainly not to see Mr. Ramsdale, who
had nothing to say to a shy little boy and whose hard
red face looked the face of a hard drinker. My visits
were to the paroquets exclusively. Oh, why, thought
I many and many a time, did not these dear green
people come over to us and have their happy village
in our trees

! Yet when I visited them they didn't
like It

;
no sooner would I run out to the grove where

the nests were than the place would be in an uproar.
Out and up they would rush, to unite in a flock and

:

iil

iiifilil:
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w.tn«sed a serange thing. The plain a.Z 'la~

oT r'-l !"" " ''"^ S™""- <>' cardo „ ,h'i ":

.rar^"f"n 'J
^"'^'--"g'he estancia house in o„r

w..h,„ forty yards of them. The troop LTomSof two buclcs engaged in a furious fight^nd five or sixdoes wallcng round and round the tlo fighte" The

rr r J """8 "'= g™™''. "«'= with their

Ihis spectacle greatly excited us at the time =„Hwas v,v,dly recalled several mo„ths after„a Twhenone of our gaucho neighbours told us of a uriou"h,ng he had just seen. He had been out on h"

de^r^^dTthat
^"^ ^'"'- ^' "'' ^«" ""= %•> ^4aeer, and at that very spot ,„ the little green snte hehad come upon the skeletons of two deer with ,Lirhorns interlocked !

"""
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Tragedies of this kind in the wild animal worldhave often been recorded, but they are exceedingly rareon the pampas as the smooth few-pronged antlers of the

native deer, Corvus campesiris, are not so liable to gethopelessly mterlocked together as in many other speciesDeer were common in our district in those daysand were partial to land overgrown with cardoon thistle'which in the absence of trees and thickets affordedthem some sort of cover. I seldom rode to that side
without getting a sight of a group of deer, oftenlooking exceedingly conspicuous in their bright fawn
colour as they stood gazing at the intruder amidst thewide waste of grey cardoon bushes.
These rough plains were also the haunt of the rhea

XL°T;k '
'"^ '' ^'' ^''^ '^'' I fi"^ had a close

sight of this greatest and most unbird-like bird of our
continent. I was eight years old then, when one
afternoon m late summer I was just setting off for ande on my pony, when I was told to go out on the
east side till I came to the cardoon-covered land about
a mile beyond the shepherd's ranch. The shepherd
was wanted in the plantation and could not go to the
flock just yet, and I was told to look for the flock and
turn It towards home.

I found the flock just where I had been told to
look for It, the sheep very widely scattered, and some
groups of a dozen or two to a hundred were just
visible at a distance among the rough bushes. Justwhere these furthest sheep were grazing there was a
scattered troop of seventy or eighty horses grazing tooand when I rode to that spot I all at once found
myself among a lot of rheas, feeding too among the

^
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sh«p and horses. Th«r grey plum^ being „".uch l,ke the cardoon bushes in colour had prevente"me from see,ng,hem before I „as right an-onTtrj,The strange th.ng was that they paid not the slightestattenfon to me, and pulling up my pony I sat sfaringm astonishment at them, particularly at one, a verfb g one and nearest to me, engaged in leisurely pecking

a. the clover plants growing among the big pricWy
^.le^leaves, and as it seemed carefully seleftinVt'h^

beaSl in itTT
"°"=-'°°'""g <''^^ " ««. and howbeautiful n ,ts loose grey-and-white plumage, hanginsHke a p.cturesquely-worn mantle about \s b^dyfWhy were they so tame ? I wondered. The sight oa mounted ^ucho, even at a great distance, wUl invanably set them off at their topmost speed

; ye here
I was w,th,n a do^en yards of one of them w"hseveral others about me, all occupied in examining .heherbage and se.ectmg the nicest-looking leave! topluck, just as if I was not there at all ! I suppose itwas because , was only a small boy on a smi^l horseand was not associated in the ostrich brain with thew IdJookmg gaucho on his big animal chaining u2h .„ w,th a deadly purpose. Presently I went straight

at the one near me, and he then raised his head andneck and moved carelessly away before to a distanceof a.few yards, then beg.n cropping the clovt onmore. I rode at h,m again, putting my pony to a
trot, and when w.thm two yards of him he all at

me and breakmg mto a sort of dancing trot brushed
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Pulling up again and looking back I found he was
ten or twelve yards behind me, once more quietly
engaged in cropping clover leaves !

Again and again this bird, and one of the others 1

rode at, practised the same pretty trick, first appearing
perfectly unconcerned at my presence and then, when
I made a charge at them, with just one little careless
movement placing themselves a dozen yards behind
me.

But this same trick of the rhea is wonderful to see
when the hunted bird is spent with running and is

finally overtaken by one of the hunters who has
perhaps lost the bolas with which he captures his
quarry, and who endeavours to place himself side by
side with it so as to reach it with his knife. It seems
an easy thing to do; the bird is plainly exhausted,
panting, his wings hanging, as he lopes on, yet no
sooner is the man within -triking distance than the
sudden motion comes into play, and the bird as by a
miracle is now behind instead of at the side of the
horse. And before the horse going at top speed can
be reined in and turned round, the rhea has had time
to recover his wind and get a hundred yards away or
more. It is on account of this tricky instinct of the
rhea that tnc gauchos say, "El avestruz es el mas
gaucho de los animates," which means that the ostrich,
in its resourcef i.ess and the tricks it practises to save'
itself when hard pressed, is as clever as the gaucho
knows himself to be.

I

ii

ii
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CHAPTER VII

My First Visit to Buenos Ayrcs
Happiest t.me-Fjr,t vi«t to the capital-Old and New Bueno.

oo'^.i;^'! rxrr—^°'''"'y walk-How I learnt togo alone-Lct-The hou« we stayed at and the ^-likcnver-Rough and narrow streets-Rows of posts-Cart, andno.sc_A great church festival-Young men in black ^d
||carlet-R,v.r scenes-Washerwomen and their languag^
Their wora-fightswuh young fashionables-Night watcbnen-A young gentleman s pastime-A fishing dog-A fine
gentleman seen stoning little birds-A glimpse of Don
Eusebio. the Dictator 8 fool.

» f or i^on

The happiest time of my boyhood was at that early
period, a little past the age of six, when I had myown pony to ride on, and was allowed to stay on his
back just as long and go as far from home as I liked.
I was hke the young bird when on first quitting the
nest It suddenly becomes conscious of its power to
fly. My early flying days were, however, soon inter-
rupted, when my mother took me on my f^rst visit to
Buenos Ayres

; that is to say, the first I remember
as I must have been taken there once before as an
mfant m arms, since we lived too far from town forany missionary-clergyman to travel all that distan-^e
just to baptize a little baby. Buenos Ayres is now
the wealthiest, most populous, Europeanized city in

92
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South America: what it was like at that time these
glimpses into a far past will serve to show. Coming
as a small boy of an exceptionally impressionable mind,
from that green plain where people lived the simple
pastoral life, everything I saw in th. city impressed
me deeply, and the sights which impressed me the
most are as vivid in my mind to-day as they ever
were. I was a solitary little boy in my rambles about
the streets, for though I had a younger brother who
was my only playmate, he was not yet five, and too
small to keep me company in my walks. Nor did
I mind having no o- : with me. Very, very early in

my boyhood I had acquired the habit of going about
alone to amuse myself in my own way, and it was
only after years, when my age was about twelve, that
my mother told me how anxious this singularity in

me used to make her. She would miss me when
looking out to see what the children were doing, and
I would be called and searched for, to be found
hidden away somewhere in the plantation. Then she
began to keep an eye on me, and when I -vas observed
stealing off she would secretly follow and watch me,
standing motionless among the tall weeds or under
the trees by the half-hour, staring at vacancy. This
distressed her very much ; then to her great relief

and joy she discovered that I was there with a motive
which she could understand and appreciate : that I was
watching some living thing, an insect perhaps, but
oftener a bird—a pair of little scarlet flycatchers build-
ing a nest of lichen on a peach tree, or some such
beautiful thing. And as she loved all living things

herself she was quite satisfied that I was not going

1^
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UbZ
'" ""^ ''"'^' ^°'" ^^" "^"^ ''''*^ '*** ''"'^ ^^'^^

The strangeness of the streets was a little too much
tor me at the start, and I remember that on first
venturing out by myself a little distance from home
got lost. In despair of ever finding my way back

I began to cry, hiding my face against a post ?^
a street corner, and was there soon surrounded by
qu.te a number of passers-by; then a policeman came
up, with brass buttons on his blue coat and a sword
at his side, and taking me by the arm he asked mem a commanding voice where I livcd-th: name of
the street and the number of the house. I couldn't
tell h.m

;
then I began to get frightened on account

of h,s sword and big black moustache and loudraspmg voice, and suddenly ran away, and after run-
ning for about six or eight minutes found myself
back at home, to my surprise and joy
The house where we stayed with English friends

was near the front, or what was then the front, that
part of the city ^hich faced the Plata river, a river
which was hke the sea, with no visible shore beyond :and hke the soa it was tidal, and differed only in its
colour, wh,ch was a muddy red instead of blue or
green.

1 he house was roomy, and like most of the
houses at that date had a large courtyard paved withred tiles and planted with small lemon trees and
flowering shrubs of various kinds. The streets were
straight and narrow, paved with round boulder stones
the size of a football, the pavements with brick or
flagstones, and so narrow they would hardly admit ofmore than two persons walking abreast. Along the
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pavements on each side of the street were rows of
posts placed at a distance of ten yards apart. These
strange-looking rows of posts, which foreigners laughed
to see, were no doubt the remains of yet ruder times
when ropes of hide were stretched along the side of
the pavemeits to protect the foot-p?'^.ngers from
runaway horses, wild cattle driven by wild men from
the plains, and other dangers of the narrow streets
As they were then paved the streets must have been
the noisest in the world, on account of the immense
numbers of big springless carts in them. Imagine the
^hunderous racket made by a long procession of these
carts, when they were returning empty, and the
drivers, as was often the case, urged ^heir horses to
a gallop and they bumped and thundered over the
big round stones !

Just opposite the house we stayed at there was a
large church, one of the largest of the numerous
churches of the city, and one of my most vivid
memories relates to a great annual festival at the
church-that of the patron saint's day. It had been
open to worshippers all day, but the chief service was
held about three o'clock in the afternoon

; at all events
•t was at that hour when a great attendance of fashion-
able people took place. I watched them as they camem coMples. families and small groups, in every case the
ladies, beautifully dressed, attended by their cavaliers.At the door of the church the gentleman would make
his bow and withdraw to the street before the building
where a sort of outdoor gathering was formed of all
those who had come as escorts to the ladies, and where
they would remain until the service was over The

< i;
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crowd in the street grew and grew until there were
about four or five hundred gentlemen, mostly young,
in the gathermg, all standing in small groups, convers-
ing m an animated way, so that the street was filled
with the loud humming sound of th»ir blended voices
These men were all natives, all of the good or upper
class of the native society, and all dressed exactly alike
in the fashion of that time. It was their dress and the
uniform appearance of so large a number of persons,
most of hem with young, handsome, animated faces,
that fascinated me and kept me on the spot gazine at
th ^ until the big bells began to thunder at the con-
clu n of the service and the immense concourse of
gaily-dressed ladies swarmed out, and immediately the
meeting broke up, the gentlemen hurrying back to
meet them.

They all wore silk hats and the glossiest black broad-
cloth, not even a pair of trousers of any other shade
was seen; and all wore the scarlet silk or fine cloth
waistcoat which, at that period, was considered the riaht
thing tor every citizen of the republic to wear ; alsofin
lieu of buttonhole, a scarlet ribbon pinned to the lapel
ot the coa! It was a pretty sight, and the conrourse
reminded me of a flock of military starlings, a black or
dark-plumaged bird with a scarlet breast, one of my
leathered favourites.

My rambles were almost always on the front, since I
could walk there a mile or two from home, north or
south, withoat getting lost, alv,ays with the vast ex-
panse of water on one hand, with many big ships
looking dim in the distance, and numerous lighter-, or
oerlanders coining from them with cargoe of mer-
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chandisc which they unloaded into cart,, these going

them
"^tT °1 ' '"''^

^" '^' ^''^"°" -^- *° -ee?them. Then there were the water-carts going andcoming m scores and hundreds, for at that period there

TnT/^T' ?PP'^ '° '^" ^°"^"' ""'i <=very house-
holder had to buy muddy water by the bucket at hisown door from the watermen.
One of the most attractive spots to me wa, the

congregating place of the /ava.d,rar, south of my
street. Here on the broad beach under the cliff one^w a whiteness hke a white cloud, covering the ground
for a space of about a third of a mile ; and the cloud
as one drew near, resolved itself into innumerable
garments, sheets and quilts, and other linen pieces
fluttering from long lines, and covering the low rockwashed Can by the tide and the stretches of green

lere Jr'";
""""

t^\'^'
"^^''^ '^' washerwomen

were aUowed to wash all the dirty linen of Ruenos
Ayres in public. AU over the ground the women
mostly negresses, were seen on their knees, beside the
pools among the rocks, furiously scrubbing and pound-
.ng away at the.r work, and like all negresLs the^were
exceedingly vociferous, and their loud gabble, mingled

TkVk ^"^^^'•'^^^ °f l^-ghter, reminded me of thehubbub made by a great concourse of gulls, ibises, god-
wits, geese, and other noisy water-fowl on some mafshy^ke t was a wonderfully animated scene, and drewme to It again and again : I found, however, that it was
necessary to go warily among these women, as they

when I . h"P"°" '' '^^'"^ '°'^^' ^"^ ^°-«^-4

I was sharply ordered ofl- Then, too, they often

I
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quarrclle over their right to certain places and spaces
among themselves ; then very suddenly their hilarious

gabble would change to wild cries of anger and torrents
of abuse. By and by I discovered that their greatest
rages and worst language, were when certain young
gentlemen of the upper classes visited the spot to
amuse themselves by baiting the lavanderas. The young
gentleman woild saunter about in an absent-minded
manner and presently walk right on to a beautifully

embroidered and belaced nightdress or other dainty
garment spread out to dry on the sward or rock, and,
standing on it, calmly proceed to take out and light a
cigarette. Instantly the black virago would be on her
feet confronting him and pouring out a torrent of her
foulest expressions and deadliest curses. He, in a
pretended rage, would reply in even worse language.
That would put her on her mettle ; for now all her
friends and foes scattered about the ground would
suspend their work to listen with all their ears ; and
the contest of words growing louder and fiercer would
last until the combatants were both exhausted and un-
able to invent any more new and horrible expressions
of opprobrium to hurl at each other. Then the insulted
young gentleman would kick the garment away in

a fury and hurling the unfinished cigarette in his

adversary's face would walk off with his nose in

the air.

I laugh to recall these unseemly word-battles on the
beach, but they were shocking to me when I first heard
them as a small, innocent-minded boy, and it only made
the case worse when I was assured that the young
gentleman was only acting a part, that the extreme
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anger he exhibited, which might have served «
"ZJZt' ''' ''"^"^^=- "' ^" p--t.
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and carrying staffs anH h.. ^^
,
"^^^""S ^'g cloaks

hours I TK? 1. u
'^^"" ^°'*^" calling the

fh?n V u
'^"' '''^'" "^ ^h^ stroke of eleven and

c™^.. .he sole™, booming bass, a^d , L'tmeTnT

>

i

^M!Ml

h^\\\

L...

1

I >



loo FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO
them of their staffs and lanterns, which they took
home and kept as trophies.

Another human phenomenon which annoyed and
shocked my tender mind, like that of the contests on
the beach between young gentlemen and washerwomen,
was the multitude of beggars which infested the town.
These were not like our dignified beggar on horse-
back, with his red poncho, spurs and tall straw hat, who
rode to your gate, and having received his tribute,
blessed you and rode away to the next estancia.
These city beggars on the pavement were the most
brutal, even fiendish, looking men I had ever seen.
Most of them were old soldiers, who, having served
their ten, fifteen, or twenty years, according to the
nature of the crime for which they had been con-
demned to the army, had been discharged or thrown
out to live like carrion-hawks on what they could pick
up. Twenty times a day at least you would hear the
iron gate opening from the courtyard into the street
swung open, followed by the call or shout of the
beggar demanding charity in the name of God. Out-
side you could not walk far without being confronted
by one of these men, who would boldly square him-
self in front of you on the narrow pavement and beg
for alms. If you had no change and said, " Perdon,
por Dios," he would scowl and let you pass ; but if you'
looked annoyed or disgusted, or ordered him out of
the way, or pushed Hy without a word, he would glare
at you with a concentrated rage which seemed to say,
« Oh, to have you down at my mercy, bound hand and
foot, a sharp knife in my hand !

" And this would be
followed by a blast of the most horrible language.



FIRST VISIT TO BUENOS AYRES loi

One day I witnessed a very strange thing, the actionof a dog, by the waterside. It was evening and thebeach was forsaken
; cartmen. fishermen, boatmen allgone and I was the only idler left on the rocks

; buthe tide was commg in, rolling quite big waves ^n tothe rocks, and the novel sight of the waves, the fresh-
ness, the joy of .t, kept me at that spot, standing onone of the outermost rocks not yet washed over bythe water. By and by a gentleman, followed by a bigdog, came down on to the beach and stood at a

bonT?. '^°'" ^^^>^ ^''^' f^°"^ -^' -hile the dogbounded forward over the flat, slippery rocks andthrough poc' of water until he came^to Ly s^ „ds:ttmg on the edge of the rock began gazing nLTlydown at the water. He was a 4, shaggf round
aded animal with a greyish coat with som patches'of hght reddish colour on it ; what his breed wscannot say, but he looked somewhat like a sheep-dog

or an otter-hound. Suddenly he plunged in,^uitfd sappeanng from sight, but quickly reappeared withbig shad of about three and a half or four poundsweight m h.s jaws. Climbing on to the rock hedropped the fish, which he did not appear to have
injured much as it began floundering about in anexceedmgly hvely manner. I was astonished andooked back at the dogs master ; but there .c stood inthe same place smoking and paying no attention towhat h,s ammal was doing. Again the dog plunged inand brought out a second big fish and dropped it on
the flat rock, and agam and again he dived, until therewere five b.g shads all floundering about on the wetrock and hkely soon to be washed back into the water
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The shad fishcommon ,.^ ^ ^^^^ ^j,

to eat of all its fishes, resemblingThVsalmonTn'ks rTch
flavour and .s eagerly watched for when it comes upfrom the sea by the Buenos Ayres fishermen, just asour fishermen watch for mackerel on our coasts Buton this evening the beach was deserted by every one
watchers included and the fish came and swa'rmed
along the rocks, and there was no one to catch them-
not even some poor hungry idler to pounce upon and
carry off the five fishes the dog had captured Oneby one I saw them washed back into the water, and
presently the dog, hearing his master whistling to him
bounded away. ^ *

For many years after this incident I failed to findany one who had even seen or heard of a dog catching
fish. Eventually, m reading I met with an account of
fishing-dogs ,n Newfoundland and other countries
One other strange adventure met with on the frontrcmams to be told. It was about eleven o'clock in themorning and I was on the Parade, walking north,

pausing from time to time to look over the sea-waU towatch the flocks of small birds that came to feed on
he beach below. Presently my attention was drawn
to a young man walking on before me, pausing and
peering too from time to time over the wall, and whenhe did so throwing something at the small birds Iran on and overtook him, and was rather taken aback
a his wonderfully fine appearance. He was like one

des hL!)'" r'" °^
'^l ^''^^""S ^^f°^^ ^he church,

iT t ' l7 P'^" ^''^' ^"^ ^°^^ ^ «ilk hat and
fashionable black coat and trousers and scarlet silk
waistcoat

;
he was also a remarkably handsome young
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gentleman, with a golden-brown curly beard and
moustache and dark liquid eyes that studied my face
with a half-amused curiosity when I looked up at him.
In one hand he carried a washleather bag by its handle
and holding a pebble in his right hand he watched the
birds, the small parties of crested song sparrows,
yellow house sparrows, siskins, field finches, and other
kinds, and from time to time he would hurl a pebble
at the bird he had singled out forty yards down below
us on the rocks. I did not see him actually hit a bird,
but his precision was amazing, for almost invariably
the missile, thrown from such a distance at so minute
an object, appeared to graze the feathers and to miss
killing by but a fraction of an inch.

I followed him for some distance, my wonder and
curiosity growing every minute to see such a superior-
looking person engaged in such a pastime. For it is a
fact that the natives do not persecute small birds. On
the contrary, they despise the aliens in the land who
shoot and trap them. Besides, if he wanted small
birds for any purpose, why did he try to get them by
throwing pebbles at them ? As he did not order me
off", but looked in a kindly way at me every little

while, with a slight smile on his face, I at length
ventured to tell him tha" he would never get a bird
that way—that it would be impossible nt that distance
to hit one with a small pebble. "Oh, no, not im-
possible," he returned, smiling and walicing on, still

with an eye on the rocks. « Well, you haven't hit one
yet," I was bold enough to say, and at that he stopped,
and putting his finger and thumb in his waistcoat pocket
he pulled out a dead male siskin and put it in my hands.

4 I
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This was the bird called "goldfinch " by the English

resident m La Plata, and to the Spanish it is also
goldfinch

;
,t ,s, however, a siskin, Chrysomitris magel-

lamca, and has a velvet-black head, the rest of its
plumage being black, green, and shining yellow It
was one of my best-loved birds, but I had never had
one m my hand, dead or alive, before, and now its
wonderful unimagined loveliness, its graceful form, and
the exquisitely pure flower-like yellow hue afl^ected me
with a delight so keen that I could hardly keep from
tears.

^

After gloating a few moments over it, touching it
with my finger-tips and opening the little black and
gold wings, I looked up pleadingly and begged him to
let me keep it. He smiled and shook his head • he
would not waste his breath talking ; all his energy
was to be spent in hurling pebbles at other lovely little
birds. '

" Oh, seiior, will you not give it to me .?
"

I pleaded

sin it'"'

'^'"'
''^

'"'^'^'" ^°P''
"
^'^ ^°" ^°'"& '°

He laughed, and taking it from my hand put it
back in his waistcoat pocket; then, with a pleasant
smile and a nod to say that the interview was now over
he went on his way.

'

Standing on the spot where he left me, and still
bitterly regretting that I had failed to get the bird I
watched him until he disappeared from sight in the
distance, walking towards the suburb of Palermo •

and a mystery he remains to this day, the one and
only Argentine gentleman, a citizen of the Athens of
South America, amusing himself by killing little birds



FIRST VISIT TO BUENOS AYRES 105

with pebbles. But I do not know that it was an
amusement. He had perhaps in some wild moment
made a vow to kill so many siskins in that way, or a
bet to prove his skill in throwing a pebble; or he might
have been practising a cure for some mysterious deadly
malady, prescribed by some wandering p.'iysician from
Bagdad or Ispahan

; or, more probable still, some
heartless, soulless woman he was in love with had
imposed this fantastical task on him.

Perhaps the most wonderful thing I saw during that
first eventful visit to the capital was the famed Don
Eusebio, the court jester or fool of the President or
Dictator Rosas, the « Nero of South America," who
lived in his palace at Palermo, just outside the city.
I had been sent with my sisters and little brother to
spend the day at the house of an Anglo-Argentine
family in another part of the town, and we were in the
large courtyard placing with the children of the house
when some one opened a window above us and called
out, "Don Eusebio!" That conveyed nothing to
me, but the little boys of the house knew what it

meant
; it meant that if we went quickly out to the

street we might catch a glimpse of the great man in all

his glory. At all events, they jumped up, flinging
their toys away, and rushed to the street door, and we
after them. Coming out we found quite a crowd of
lookers-on, and then down the street, in his general's
dress—for it was one of the Dictator's little jokes to
make his fool a general—all scarlet, with a big scarlet
three-cornered hat surmounted by an immense aigrette
of scarlet plumes, came Don Eusebio. He marched
along with tremendous dignity, his sword at his side,
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and twelve soldiers, also in scarlet, his bodyguard,

thtrr ^^^" '''' °^ '^"^ -'' '--^ --^^ ^n

We gazed with joyful excitement at this splendid
spectacle and it made it all the more thrilling whenone of the boys whispered in my ear that ^if anC
person m the crowd laughed or made any insulting orrude remark, he would be instantly cut to pieces by

anythT;'-
''"' '''' ^°°'^' ^^"^"^^^ --^^^ ^or

The great Rosas himself I did not see, but it wassomethmg to have had this momentary sight of General
Euseb,o, h.s fool, on the eve of his fall after a reign of

rr m"'^-^''"'
'^"""^ ""^''^ ^' P'-°^^d himself oneof the bloodiest as well as the most original-minded ofhe Caudillos and Dictators, and altogether, perhapshe greatest of those who have climbed into pLe Tn

this continent of republics and revolutions.



CHAPTER VIII

The Tyrant's Fall and What
Followed

The portrait! in our drawing-room—The Dictator Rom. who was
like an Enghihman-The strange face of his wife. Encarnacion
-The traitor Urquiza-The MinUter of War. his peacocks
and his son—Home ^ain from the city—The war deprives
us of our playmate—Natalia, our shepherd's wife—Her son
Medardo-The Alcalde, our grand old man—Battle of Monte

T°t7^''*
defeated army—Demands for fresh horses—In

peril-My father's shining ^lefects—His pleasure in a thunder-
storm—A childUke trust in his fellow-men-Soldiers turn upon
their officer—A refugee given up and murdered—Our
Alcalde agam-On cutting throats—Ferocity and cynicism-
Native blood-lust and its effect on a boy's mind—Feeling about
Rosas—A bird poem or tale—Vain search for lost poem and
story of its authorship-The Dictator's daughter-Time, the
old god.

At the end of the last chapter, when describing my
one sight of the famous jester, Don Eusebio, in his
glory, attended by a bodyguard with drawn swords
who were ready to cut down any one of the spectators
who failed to remove his hat or laughed at the show,
I said it was on the eve of the fall of the President of
the Republic, or Dictator, "the Tyrant," as he was

107

i H

A



hiiii ••

108 FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO

Nero of South Amcr.ca ' or the " Tiger of Palermo "
-th., being the name of a park on the north side ofBuenos Ayres where Rosas lived in a white stuccoedhouse called his palace.

^"«.coea

At that time the portrait, in colours, of the great manoccupaed the post of honour above the mantdpiecT nour W.,or drawmg-room-the picture of a man wi hfine clear-cut regular features, light reddish-brrwn hJir

called Englishman on account of his regular featuresand blonde complexion. That picture of a stern hanTsome face with flags and cannon and olive branch-

oneTlhf f^ "Pf^'^-'^ '^^ ^-^^ g-^d f--e, wasone of the principal ornaments of the room, and my

stated by an. Sy, a great admirer of Rosas, an out-and!ou Rosista as the loyal ones were called. This por raitwas flanked by two others
; one of Dofia Encar^acionthe wife, long dead, of Rosas ; a handsome, proud

_

.<ing >oung woman with a vast amount of black

tun't H k"' °r
'" '"' '" ^ ^^"^-^•''' f-J^-n, urmounted by a large tortoiseshell comb. 1 remember

at as small children we used to look with a queer

Pkof hiTT '°V^ '^^^'"^ '' ^^'^ ^-^ - 'er its'pile of black hair, because it was handsome but notswee nor gentle, and because she was dead and had

when wf ;^t'/''
'.' "" ^^'^ ^^^ P'^^"- °f one alivewhen we looked at it, and those black unloving eyesgazed straight back into ours. Why did those^yes

unless they moved, which they didn't, always lookback into ours no matter in what part of the room we
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stood ?~a perpetual puzzle to our childish uninformed
brains.

On the other side was the repellent, truculent coun-
tenance of the Captain-General Uiquiza, who was the
Dictator's right-hand man, a ferocious cut-throat if

ever there was one, who had upheld his authority for
many years in the rebellious upper provinces, but who
had just now raised the standard of revolt against him
and in a little while, with the aid of a Brazilian army,
would succeed in overthrowing him.
The central portrait inspired us with a kind of awe

and reverential feeling, since even as small children we
vrere made to know that he was the greatest man in
the republic, that he had unlimited power over all

men's lives and fortunes and was te/rible in his anger
against evil-doers, especially those who rebelled against
his authority.

Two more portraits of the famous men of the
republic of that date adorned the same wall. Next
to Urquiza was General Cribe, commander of the
army sent by Rosas against Montevideo, which main-
tamed the siege of that city for the space of ten
years. On the other side, next to Dona Encarnacion,
was the portrait of the Minister of War, a face which
had no attraction for us children, as it was not coloured
like that of the Dictator, nor had any romance or
mystery in it like that of his dead wife

; yet it served
to bring all these pictured people into our actual world—to make us realize that they were the counterfeit
presentments of real men and women. For it happened
that this same Minister of War was in a way a neigh-
bour of ours, as he owned an estancia, which he

(
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out ^o ^K
''^' ^">^'"& '""'•^ P'^acocks to send

d.cove„d ,hat we liked peacocks' Sh^^'j/e^^'

lanterns f^mThrl^^'o 1^"? hef'^ "^"f T''
.n«sspon.a„d.o™.„e:r-Lrse'„r;:::;r«:
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of hi, trophic, to the country place, where the wJI, of

meetmg this young ge„,lema„ and bolted at him withan mtense curiosity which has served to C his

nd^'^^ef':,'' T'l
'" "°"- "'^ %"- was'Zd

ong'sTa, h fee his"
'°'"'' """ "^ ""^ ^ "'"-

haiLS .oLJht ; ^:idrgZen^^-r •

U 2^

oeyintothesweetUsiS,:^r:;TaLtr
plam ghttermg with the false water of KT^Z,
wartwfhrfhe"": '''''

T'' '"' '"' '-^'ar wn,ch tor the short period of my own little lifeand for many long years before I was born had itv.s,ted our province, thanks to Rosas the" "h,

makethe h"'' T"'
''' "™ "-= '" - <iid

Sur elders "; '"\'"=" ""'' ?'"-« <» b=ho>d

were of,
' " '' ''"""''^ ""'""^ ^es, but the,were often anx.ous about matters which did not affect

e«„ weTt'tlT'
''""°'' '""'' ™""- »- ^y Infby

depr°ved t^s of the " •? '°r''=''
"= '°°' ™'' «aepnvea us of the companionship of the native bov

;n „• ,
••-'aiuu, was tne ntteen-years-old son.legitimate of course_of the native woman our ErgL
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shepherd had made his wife. Why he had done so
was a perpetual mystery and marvel to every one on
account of her person and temper. The very thought
of this poor Natalia, or Dona Nata as she was called
long dead and turned to dust in that far pampa'
troubles my spirit even now and gives me the un-
comfortable feeling that in putting her portrait on this
paper I am doing a mean thing.

She was an excessively lean creature, careless, and
even dirty m her person, with slippers but no stockings
on her feet, an old dirty gown of a coarse blue cotton
stuff, and a large coloured cotton handkerchief or piece
of calico wound turban-wise about her head. She was
of a yellowish parchment colour, the skin tight-drawn
over the small bony aquiline features, and it would
have seemed like the face of a corpse or mummy but
tor the deeply-sunk n jet-black eyes burning with a
troubled fire in their sockets. There was a tremor
and strangely pathetic note in her thin high-pitched
voice, as of a woman speaking with effort between
hdf-suppressed sobs, or like the mournful cry of some
wild bird of the marshes. Voice and face were true
indications of her anxious mind. She was in a per-
petual state of worry over some trifling matter, and
when a real trouble came, as when our flock "got
mixed • with a neighbour's flock and four or five
thousand sheep had to be parted, sheep by sheep
according to their ear-marks, or when her husband
came home drunk and tumbled off his horse at the
door instead of dismounting in the usual manner, she
would be almost out of her mind and wring her hands
and shriek and cry out that such conduct would not
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wou d „o f ' : '""g-'ff-ng mas«r, ,„d theywould no longer have a roof over their heads I

Poor a„x,ous-minded Nata, »ho moved us both tom and repulsion, it was : ,pos.,bk „o- to admire hlrefforts to keep her stolid inn.&ulace l.usband
"

^henght path and her intense -ilj an.in-.al- ike love of he

oritV^ ""= ^'"'-'''"' 'i-g-h-looking off-

bor?,hi f^"g=.">-™ge, and Dardo, her first-

pmo'n smT,, ""t
"'"," "= '°°' "- - '"'erestingperson sraal or short for his years, he was thick andhad a cunously sohd mature appearance, with a round

SreTrr"' '"f"'''
'"«"' =y==' ""^ "l-'i-

hawk He
^" '" " ^"="''>'^"« '" a sparrow-hawk. He was mature m mi„d, too, and had all the

ttTf,
1""

r'°"=''
Saucho, and at the same.me he was l,ke a child i„ his love of fun and pirand wanted nothing better than to serve us as a p r-'

look ftt"';^;'; .^"i
"

'.'' "' ""'= ""-" -->look after the flock when the shepherd's services wererequired elsewhere
; an easy task for him on h s 1^^^

Zu s^'V'™""","''^"
'°' '™S h°-» 'he sheep

was each
"°"°"''" "" "'' P'"'"- Dardo, whowas teachmg us to sw,m, would then invite us to goto the r,ver_to one of two streams within half f„hour s r.de from home, where there were good bat ngpools

;
but always before starting he would have fogo and ask h,s mother's consent. Mounting my pony

1 would follow him to the pu.s.o or shephefd'sXh
^oLlv ' '""""'""^ "^°'^'" - -"'<>'

Zh°^ '^ • ^°''. """ ""' "''"'' °' *"^h a thing 1forhd you to take the boys to the river this day >'
Then Dardo, turning his horse's head, would
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exclaim, «' Oh, caram-bam-bam-ba !

" And she, seeing
him going, would rush out after us, shrieking « Don't
caram-bam-bam-ba me ! You are not to go to the
river this day—I forbid it ! I know if you go to the
river this day there will be a terrible calamity ! Listen
to me, Dardo, rebel-devil that you are, you shall not
go bathing to-day

!
" And the cries would continue

until, breaking into a gallop, we would quickly be out
of earshot. Then Dardo would say, « Now we'll go
back to the house for the others and go to the river
You see, she made me kneel before the crucifix and
promise never to take you to bathe without asking her
consent. And that's all I've got to do ; I never
promised to obey her commands, so it's all right."

These pleasant adventures with Dardo on the plain
were suddenly put a stop to by the war. One morn-
ing a number of persons on foot and on horseback
were seen coming to us over the green plain from the
shepherd's ranch, and as they drew nearer we recog-
nized our old Alcalde on his horse as the leader of the
procession, and behind him walked Dona Nata, holding
her son by the hand

; then followed others on foot,
and behind them all rode four old gauchos, the Alcalde's'
henchmen, wearing their swords.

What matter of tremendous importance had brought
this crowd to our house ? The Alcalde, Don Amaro
Avalos, was not only the representative of the « autho-
rities " in our parts-police officer, petty magistrate
of sorts, and several other things besides—but a grand
old man in himself, and he looms large in memory
among the old gaucho patriarchs in our neighbourhood.
He was a big man, about six feet high, exceedingly
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dignified in manner, his long hair and beard of a

tZ7o,:r'l 'f
™" '"= 8"-''° costume withgreat profusion of s.lver ornaments, including ponder

silver wh p-handle. As a rule he rode on a biff blackhorse »hich admirably suited his figure and thfscaScolour and silver of his costume
On arrival Don Amaro was conducted to the

tr:s:ri;d'r'\^i'^"*=-^
-'"""^^^^

swords 2 AW 7i
"'" '""' "" S^"'^°' ''"ri"g

them of the b '??'''' "> P"="'^ ""d i"f"™dthem of the object of the visit. He had received anmperative order from his superiors, he said tolak
men as

.'" '''"^'i"»'"^ '""^Ive mo = young

of the d?tr M "' "'"' '™" •' ™^» ««-n
alre^S; b e' 'lake^^r"";! °'h

'"^ ^™"« "'" ^"^

Sf=^:^i- he-— -
;:

It was a long speech, pronounced with ereaf d:»„iM,
then, almost before it finished ,,

"'" Sreat lignity
;

jun,pedupand threw he^d ''i trte^'lefo""''""
paints, and in her wild tremulous^oteTe^f" "g^
to them, implorinff them to hnv.. . • ^ "^

- help her^o sL her ':ytrrhTdr::dfu"

1

m

r|

f *i

1 <i

j! I-
•'

rl

idK.



ii6 FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO
destiny. What would he be, she cried, a boy of his
tender years dragged from his hor e, from his mother's
care, and thrown among a crowd of old hardened
soldiers, and of evil-minded men-murderers, robbers,
and criminals of ail descriptions drawn from all the
prisons of the land to serve in the army t

It was dreadful to see her on her knees wringing
her hand:, and to listen to her wild lamentable cries
and again and again while the matter was being dis-
cussed between the old Alcalde and my parents, she
would break out and plead with such passion and
despair in her voice and words, that all the peoplem the room were affected to tears. She was like some
wild animal trying to save her offspring from the
hunters. Never, exclaimed my mother, when the
struggle was over, had she passed so painful, so
terrible, an hour! And the struggle had all been in
vain, and Dardo was taken from us.

One morning, some weeks later, the dull roar from
distant big guns came to our ears, and we were told
that a great battle was being fought, that Rosas himself
was at the head of his army-a poor little force of
25,000 men got together in hot haste to oppose a mixed
Argentine and Brazilian force of about 40,000 men
commanded by the traitor Urquiza. During several
hours of that anxious day the dull, heavy sound of
firing continued and was like distant thunder- then
in the evening came the tidings of the overthrow of
the defending army, and of the march of the enemy
on Buenos Ayres city ! On the following day, from
dawn to dark, we were in the midst of an incessant
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ZT of .the defeated m„, flyi„g ,„ ,„, ^„^,,smaU parties of two or three to half a dozen melw.d, some larger band,, all in their scarlet uniforms'

lanvT,;™. T: •'"' "^''"'^ ""'' broadswords

beforeIL '""' '"""^ '"^' "-•'- °' ho-;

we«''in'"'" 7"! """"^ ''>' "' "^ighbours that wewere ,„ gr„t danger, since these men were nowlaw ess and would not hesitate to plunder and killl

tVJt'' \"' *" "" ""'"g-""'- would ertaL;be se,zed by them. As a precaution he had the hors«dnven ,n and concealed in the plantation, and th«was all he would do. " Oh no." he said, wi h a laugthey won t hurt us," and so we were all out andabout all day w,th the front gate and all doors andwindows standing open. From time to time a ba"dZT TT"^ '° "' S^'= ""'-'hout dismount.ng, shouted a demand for fresh horses. In every case

pleasan face, and after assuring them that he had nohorses for them they slowly and reluctantly too. the":

hou^r'oTtht'd
°'''°"'

'"
""f

^f'""™"' 'he hottesthour of the day, a troop of ten men rode up ata gdlop, ra,s,ng a great cloud of dust, and coml ina .he gate drew rein before the verandah. My fhas usual went out to meet them, whereupon theydemanded fresh horses in loud menacing vofces
^

IndccTswe were all gathered in the large sitting00m, wa,tmg the upshot in a state of intenfeaSfor no preparations had been made and no means ofdefence existed in the even, of a sudden aTt^k o„
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8 FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO
.he house Wc watched .he proceedings from .hemtenor, wh.ch was too much i„ shadow J oudangerous v.s.tors to see that thev were only worn"a d ch,|dre„ there and one man.' a visi.or/wh7" d».thdrawn to the further end of the roo^ and s«eanmg back m an easy chair, trembling and wh tea» corpse, w,th a naked sword in hls^and H.explamed to us afterwards, when the danger was all

Z7\l^"u°"''""''y
'' ™^ '" "«""' s'^orlsmanand that hav.ng found the weapon in the room he'

,^ thirt ;
'°/"' ' «°°^ =''""'"' of ">e ten ruffianiIt they had made a rush to get in

My father replied to these men as he had done to.he others, assuring them .hat he had no horses t^g.« them. Meanwhile we who were indoors allnot,ced that one of the ten men was an officer ab ardless young man of about twenty-one or twow.th a sn,gularly engaging face. He took no part^

the «r "?•
''"' "" =""• °" h- h°-e, wa«"i„"

uous anThllf '
!""""" "P^"»'°"' '^^ ""'-p"

uous and half anx.ous, on his countenance. And hea one was unarmed, a circumstance which struck Zas very strange. The others were all old veteransm.ddle-aged and oldish men with grizzled beards a l'.n scarlet jacket and scarlet M,n>/a„d a sea et cap

turned ''"T'
'°™ ">•=" W-". shaped like a boa?turned ups.de down, with a horn-like peak in front

JpatTpi^cr^^t^^^^^^^
whtch my father shook his head and smiled

'
One' of
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the men then asked for water to quench his thirstSome one in the house then took out a Lg iuJ of

thimy ones, and after going its rounds the jug washanded back and the demand for fresh horses efeJedm menacng tones. 1 here was some water lef inThe

itrtr ml' 'T, '^^T """'"S "<"' "• • ^stream, makmg httic circles and figures on the drv

sm,Ied very pleasantly on them. Then one of the

and
' H?,""

'''" °" "'y '"'""'' f^«. b^-t forwardand suddenly struck his hand violently on the hilt ofh.s broadsword and, rattling the weapon, h If drel i

oZw tT*-
"''= ""'=-"^'"« e'xperiment "ascompiete a,lure, „s only effect being to make myfather sm.le up at the man even more pleasantly thai

The strange thing was that my father was not play-ng a part-that ,t was his nature to act in just'^that
«>y. It ,s a cunous thing to say of any person thath,s h^hest or most shining tjualiries were n'othing budefects, smce, apart from these same singular quJties

distirrt' "; "*"^^ P^^'™ -'h "O'hing tod. tmgu.sh h,m from his neighbours, excepting pefhaps

le^^hbo
"," ""'

'"T"' '" B« ™h "d ™s more

moft m° „
''

T.""'
''"*"''' 'o™'-''^ "'' f'"""^ thann ,

^' '"'" "' ''""g"' 'h= i"«i"Ct of self-

and there were occasions when this extraordinary defecproduced the keenest distress in my mother. In ho
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>w FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO
summers we were subject to thunderstorms of .„am«."g violence, and at such times, when thunderand I,gh,„,ng were nearest together and most terrify-Mg to everybody else, he would stand out of doo^gazmg calmly up a, the sky as if the blinding flashesand «orld-shak,ng thunder-crashes had some foothing
effect, ,ke music, on his mind. One day, just beforenoon e was reported by one of the mei that the
s ddle-horses cou d not be found, and my father, withh.s spy-glass m his hand, went out and ran up the

thetn" 7::
'"'"e "„>.^-or look-out constructed a

wooM*"®. ''""'"'= ''"'*"8 "-d f- coringm>o|. The m,raJar was so high that standing „„ ftone was able to see even over the tops of the Jlplantation trees, and to protect the looker-out therewas a h,gh wooden rail.ng round it, and against thU

was Lt h
"' ' "•"'''>' "*"' thunderstormwas just burstmg on us. The dazzling almost con

..nuous ligntning appeared to be not only "h bkcic"cloud over the house hut all round us, and c™h
rattle mthe.r frames, wh.le there high above us in thevery m.dst of the awful tumult stood my father cdm

«oor of the look-out he had got up on the topmost™ ,
and standmg on it, with his back against the tapole, he surveyed the open plain all round through hipy-glass ,„ search of the lost horses. I remfm^hat mdoors my mother with white terror-stricken facetood gazmg out at him, and that the whole house wL

." a state of terror, expecting every moment to see h"m
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struck by lightning and hurled down to the earth
below.

A second and in its results a more disastrous shinirm
lual.ty was a childlike trust in the absolute good faith
of every person with whom he came into business
relations. Things being what they are this inevitably
led to his ruin.

^

To return to our unwelcome visitors. On this
occasion my father's perfectly cool smiling demeanour
resultmg from his foolhardiness, served him and the
house well

: it deceived them, for they could not
believe that he would have acted in that way if they
had not been watched by men with rifles in their hands
from the interior who would open fire on the least
hostile movement on their part.

Suddenly the scowling spokesman of the troop, with
a shouted "Vamos!" turned his horse's head and,
followed by all the others, rode out and broke into a
gallop We too then hurried out, and from the screen
of poplar and black acacia trees growing at the side of
the moat, watched their movements, and saw, when
they had got away a few hundred yards from the gate
the young unarmed officer break away from them and
start oiF at the greatest sp..J he could get out of his
horse. The others quickly gave chase and at length
disappeared from sight in the direction of the Alcalde's
or local petty magistrate's house, about a mile and a
half away. It was a long low thatched ranch without
trees, and could not be seen from our house as it stood
behind a marshy lake overgrown with tall bulrushes

While we were straining our eyes to see the result
of the chase, and after the hunted man and his pursuers

t
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'" FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO
had vanished from sight an,ong the herds of cattleand horses grazing on the plain, the tragedy wasbe.ng earned out in exceedingly painful circumstances.The young officer, whose home was more than a day'sjourney from our district, had visited the neighbour-hood on a former occasion and remembered ^hat hehad rdafons m ,t

; and when he broke away from themc,, d.vnnng that it was their intention to murderh.m he made for the old Alcalde's house. He sueceeded ,„ keepi^^,g ahead of his pursuers until he arrived
a the gate, and throwing himself from his horse andrushmg mto the house, and finding the old Alcaldesurrounded by the women of the house, addresstl ht
not \1' M T"^

^'' protection. The Alcalde wasnot stnetly speakmg, his uncle but was his mother's
first cousm. It was an awful moment : the nine armedrufEans were already standing outside, shotting to theowner of the place to , ., them up their prisoner andthreatenmg to burn down the house and' kill a, themma es ,f he refused. The old Alcalde stood in the

and eh Id r"' ""°""'^^ ^^ ' ''^^^ "^—and ehddren, h,s own two handsome daughters, agedabout twenty and twenty-two respectively, among themfa.ntmg ,th terror and crying for him to save themwh.le the young officer on his knees implored him fl'
t esakeof h,s mother's memory, and of the Motheof God and of all he held sacred, to refuse to give himup to be slaughtered. ^

The old man was not equal to the situation • he

out that he eould not protect him-that he must save
h.s own daughters and the wives and children of his
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neighbours who had sought refuge in his house. The
men outside, hearing how the argument was going,
came to the door, and finally seizing the young man'
by the arm led him out and made l.im mount his horse-
agam and ride with them. They rode back the way
they had gone for half a mile towards our house, then
pulled him off his horse and cut his throat.

On the following day a mulatto boy who looked
after the flock and went on errands for the Alcalde,
came to me and said that if I would mount my pony
and go with him he would show me something. It
was not seldom this same little fellow came to me to
offer to show me somethir.g, and it usually turned out
to be a bird's nest, an object which keenlv interested
us both. I gladly mounted my pony and followed.
The broken army had ceased passing our way by now,
and it was peaceful and safe once more on the great
plain. We rode about a mile, and he then pulled up
his horse and pointed to the turf at our feet, where I

saw a great stain of blood on the short dry grass.
Here, he toid me, was where they had cut the young
offic throat: the body had been taken by the
Alcalae to his house, where it had been lying since
the evening before, and it would be taken for burial
next day to our nearest village, about eight miles
distant.

i

m

The murder was the talk of the place for some days,
chiefly on account of the painful facts of the case-
that the old Alcalde, who was respected and even loved
by every one, should have failed in so pitiful a way to
make any attempt at saving his young relation. But
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out of my mind. But as time went on and I heardmore about this painful subject I began to realize what
t mean

. The full horror of it came only a few years
later, when I was big enough to go about to the native
houses and among the gauchos in their gatherings, at
cattle-partings and brandings, races, and on other occa-
sions. I listened to the conversation of groups of men
whose hves had been mostly spent in the army, as a
rule in guenlla warfare, and the talk turned with sur-
Fj'Sio- frequency to the subject of cutting throats.
Not to waste powder on prisoners was an unwritten
law of the Argentine army at that period, and the
veteran gaucho clever with the knife took delight inobeymg ,t. It always came as a relief, I heard them
say, to have as victim a young man with a good neck
after an experience of tough, scraggy old throats: with
a person of that sort they were in no hurry to finish
the business

;
it was performed in a leisurely, loving

way. Darwin, writing in praise of the gaucho in his
Voyage of a Naturalist, says that if a gaucho cuts your
throat he does it like a gentleman : even as a small
boy knew better-that he did his business rather like
a hellish creature revelling in his cruelty. He would
listen to all his captive could say to soften his heart-
all his heartrending prayers and pleadings

; and would
reply: "Ah. friend,"-or little friend, or brother-
your words pierce me to the heart and I would gladly

spare you for the sake of that poor mother of yourswho fed you with her milk, and for your own sake
too, since in this short time I have conceived a great
friendship towards you ; but your beautiful neck isyour undoing, for how could I possibly deny myself
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the pleasure of cutting such a throat—so shapely, so
smooth and soft and so white! Think of the sight
of warm red blood gushing from that white column !

"

And so on, with wavings of the steel blade before the
captive's eyes, until the end.

When I heard them relate such things—and I am
quoting their very words, remembered all these years
only too well—laughingly, gloating over such memories,
such a loathing and hatred possessed me that ever
afterwards the very sight of these men was enough to
produce a sensation of nausea, just as when in the dog
days one inadvertently rides too near the putrid
carcass of some large beast on the plain.

As I have said, all this feeling about throat-cutting
and the power to realize and visualize , . :ame to me
by degrees long after the sight of a blood-stain on the
turf near our home

; and in like manner the significance
of the tyrant's fall and the mighty changes it brought
about in the land only came to me long after the
event. People were in perpetual conflict about the
character of the great man. He was abhorred by
many, perhaps by most; others were on his side even
for years after he had vanished from their ken, and
among these were most of the English residents of
the country, my father among them. Quite naturally
I followed my father and came to believe that all the
bloodshed during a quarter of a century, all the crimes
and cruelties practised by Rosas, were not like the
crimes committed by a private person, but were all for
the good of the country, with the result that in Buenos
Ayres and throughout our province there had been a
long period of peace and prosperity, and that all this
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ended with his fall and was succeeded by years of fresh

revolutionary outbreaks and bloodshed and anarchy.

Another thing about Rosas which made me ready to

fall in with my father's high opinion of him was the

number of stories about him which appealed to my
childish imagination. Many of these related to his

adventures when he would disguise himself as a person
of humble status and prowl about the city by night,

especially in the squalid quarters, where he would
make the acquaintance of the very poor in their hovels.

Most of these stories were probably inventions and
need not be told here ; but there was one which 1 must
say something about because it is a bird story and
greatly excited my boyish interest.

I was often asked by our gaucho neighbours when I

talked with them about birds—and they all knew that

that subject interested me above all others—if I had
ever heard el canto, or el cuento del Bien-te-veo. That is

to say, the ballad or tale of the Bien-te-veo—a species

of tyrant-bird quite common i- the country, with a

brown back and sulphur-yellow under-parts, a crest on
its head, and face barred with black and white. It is

a little larger than our butcher-bird and, like it,

is partly rapacious in its habits. The barred face and
long kingfisher-like beak give it a peculiarly knowing
or cunning look, and the effect is heightened by the

long trisyllabic call constantly uttered by the bird,

from which it derives its name of Bien-te-veo, which
means I-can-sce-you. He is always letting you know
that he is there, that he has got his eye on you, so

that you had better be careful about your actions.

The Bien-te-veo, 1 nerd hardly say, was one of my
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men who had heard it, not one remembered it
• theycou d only say that it was very long-very few per onscould remember such a long story; an'd I ZZl

1^ td h / "" ^ "^^ °^ '''^^ °^ ^'^ bird"
ife and h.s adventures among the other birds ; thathe B.en-te-veo was always doing clever naughtyhmgs and getting into trouble, but invariably escapinghe penalty From all I could hear it was a tale ofhe Reynard the Fox order, or like the tales told byhe gauchos of the armadillo and how that quaint

little beast always managed to fool his fellow-animals
e penally the fox, who regarded himself as the clearest'

JlnL uT '"u
^^° ^^^^^'^ °" ^'^ honest, duU-witted neighbour the armadillo as a born fool. Oldgauchos used to tell me that twenty or more years

SateThe hT "'''
V'^''^'

°' '^"^^^ ^^o could
relate the whole story of the Bien-te-veo. Good re-
citers were common enough in my time : at dances itwas ahvays possible to find one or two to amuT hecompany with long poems and ballads in the intervalsof dancing and first and last I questioned many whohad this talent, but failed to find one who knew Thefamous bird-ballad, and in the end I gave up [Z

The story invariably told was that a man convicted
ot some serious crime and condemned to sufFer the
ast penalty and left, as the custom then was, forbng months in the gaol in Buenos Ayres, amused
himself by composing the story of the Bien-te-veo,
and thinking well of it he made a present of the
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manuscript to the gaoler in acknowledgment of some
kmdness he had received from that person The
condemned man had no money and no friends to
interest themselves on his behalf ; but it was not the
custom at that time to execute a criminal as soon as hewas condemned. The prison authorities preferred to
wait unt.1 there were a dozen or so to execute ; thesewould then be taken out, ranged against a wall of the
prison, opposite a file of soldiers with muskets in their
hands, and shot, the soldiers after the first discharge
reloading their weapons and going up to the fallenmen to finish off those who were still kicking This
was the prospect our prisoner had to look forward to
Meanwhile his ballad was being circulated and read
with immense delight by various persons in authority
and one of these who was privileged to approach the
Dictator, thinking it would afford him a little amuse-
ment took the ballad and read it to him. Rosas was
so pleased with it that he pardoned the condemnedman and ordered his liberation.

All this, I conjectured, must have happened at least
twenty years before I was born. I also concluded
hat the ballad had never been printed, otherwise

I would most probably have found it ; but some
copies in writing had evidently been made and it had
become a favourite composition with the reciters at
festive gatheriugs, but had now gone out and was
hopelessly lost.

These, as I have already intimated, were but the
little things that touched a child's fancy; there was
another romantic circumstance in the life of Rosas
which appealed to everybody, adult as well as child
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He was the father of Dofia Manuela, known by the

affectionate diminutive, Manuelita, throughout the

land, and loved and admired by all, even by her father's

enemies, for her compassionate di-position. Perhaps
she was the one being in the world for whom he, a

widower and lonely man, cherished a great tenderness.

It is certain that her power over him was very great

and that many lives that would have been taken for

State reasons were saved by her interposition. It was
a beautiful and fearful part that she, a girl, was called

on to play on that dreadful stage ; and very naturally

it was said that she, who was the very spirit of mercy
incarnate, could not have acted as the loving, devoted
daughter to one who was the monster of cruelty his

enemies proclaimed him to be.

Here, n conclusion to this chapter, I had intended
to introduce a few sober reflections on the character of

Rosas—certainly the greatest and most interesting of

all the South American Caudillos, or leaders, who rose

to absolute power during the long stormy period that

followed on the war of independence—reflections which
came to me later, in my teens, when I began to think
for myself and form my own judgments. This I now
perceive would be a mistake, if not an impertinence,

since I have not the temper of mind for such exercises

and should give too much importance to certain singular

acts on the Dictator's part which others would perhaps
regard as political errors, or due to sudden fits of passion

or petulance rather than as crimes. And some of his

acts are inexplicable, as for instance the public execution
in the interests of religion and morality of a charming
young lady of good family and her lover, the hand-
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some young priest who had captivated the town with
his eloquence. Why he did it will remain a puzzle
for ever. There were many other acts which to
foreigners and to those born in later times might seem
the result of insanity, but which were really the outcome
of a pecuhar, sardonic, and somewhat primitive sense of
humour on his part which appeals powerfully to the
men of the plains, the gauchos, among whom Rosas
lived from boyhood, when he ran away from his father's
house, and by whose aid he eventually rose to supreme
power. ^

All these things do not much afFect the question of
Rosas as a ruler and his place in history. Time, the
old god, says the poet, invests all things with honour
and makes them white. The poet-prophet is not to be
taken literally, but his words do undoubtedly contain a
tremendous truth. And here, then, one may let the
question rest. If after half a century, and more, the
old god is still sitting, chin on hand, revolving this
question, it would be as well to give him, say, another
hfty years to make up his mind and pronounce
a final judgment.
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CHAPTER IX

Our Neighbours at The Poplars

Homes on the great green plain—Making the acquaintance of our

neighbours—The attraction of birds—Los Alamos and the old

lady of the house—Her treatment of St. Anthony

—

The
strange Barboza family—The man of blood—Great fighters

—

Barboza as a singer—A great quarrel but no fight—A cattle-

marking—Doiia Lucia del Ombii—A feast—Barboza sings

and is insulted by El Rengo—Refuses to light—The two

kinds of fighters—A poor little angel on horseback—My
feeling for Anjelita—Boys unable to express sympathy—

A

quarrel with a friend—Enduring image of a little girl.

In a former chapter on the aspects of the plain I

^escribed the groves and plantations, which marked the

sites of the estancia houses, as appearing like banks or

islands of trees, blue in the distance, on the vast flat

sea-like plain. Some of these were many miles away

and were but faintly visible on the horizon, others nearer,

and the nearest of all was but two miles from us, on the

hither side of that shallow river to which my first long

walk was taken, where I was amazed and enchanted

with my first sight of flamingoes. This place was

called Los Alamos, or The Poplars, a name which

would have suited a large majority of the estancia

houses with trees growing about them, seeing that the

133
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tall Lombardy poplar was almost always there in long
rows towering high above all other trees and a land-

mark in the district. It is about the people dwelling at

Los Alamos I have now to write.

When I firr.t started on my riding rambles about the
plain I began to make the acquaintance of some of our
nearest neighbours, but at first it was a slow process.

As a child I was excessively shy of strangers, and I

also greatly feared the big savage house-dogs that would
rush out to attack any one approaching the gate. But
a house with a grove or plantation fascinated me, for

where there were trees birds were abundant, and I had
soon made the discovery that you could sometimes
meet with birds of a new kind in a plantation quite
near to your own. Little by little I found out that

the people were invariably friendly towards a small boy,
even the child of an alien and heretic race ; also that

the dogs in spite of all their noise and fury never really

tried to pull me off my horse and tear me to pieces.

In this way, thinking of and looking only for the birds,

I became acquainted with some of the people indi-

vidually, and as I grew to know them better from year
to year I sometimes became interested in them too, and
in this and three or four succeeding chapters I will

describe those I knew best or that interested me the

most. Not only as I first knew or began to know them
in my seventh year, but in several instances I shall be
able to trace their lives and fortunes for some years

further on.

When out riding I went oftenest in the direction of
Los Alamos, which was west of us, or as the gauchos
would say, "on the side where the sun sets." For
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just behind the plantation, enclosed in its rows of tall

old poplars, was that bird-haunted stream which was
an irresistible attraction. The sight of running water,
too, was a never-failingjoy, also the odours which greeted
me in that moist green place—odours earthy, herby,
fishy, flowery, and even birdy, particularly that peculiar
musky odour given out on hot days by large flocks of
the glossy ibis.

The person—owner or tenant, I forget which who
lived in the house wn an old woman named Dona
Pascuala, whom I never saw without a cigar in her
mouth. Her hair was white, and her thousand-
wrinkled face was as brown as the cigar, and she had
fun-loving eyes, a loud authoritative voice and a
masterful manner, and she was esteemed by her neigh-
bours as a wise and good woman. I was shy of her
and avoided the house while anxious to get peeps into
the plantation to watch the birds and look for nests, as
whenever she caught sight of me she would not let me
ofl^ without a sharp cross-examination as to my motives
and doings. She would also have a hundred questions
besides about the family, how they were, what they
were all doing, and whether it was really true that we
drank coffee every morning for breakfast ; also if it

was true that all of us children, even the girls, when
big enough were going to be taught to read the
almanac.

I remember once when we had been having a long
spell of wet weather, and the low-lying plain about
Los Alamos was getting flooded, she came to visit my
mother and told her reassuringly that the rain would
not last much longer. St. Anthony was the saint she

L
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was devoted to, and she had taken his image from its

place in her bedroom and tied a string round its legs
and let it down the well and left it there with its head
m the water. He was her own saint, she said, and
after all her devotion to him, and all the candles and
flowers, this was how he treated her ! It was all very
well, she told her saint, to amuse himself by causing
the rain to fall for days and weeks just to find out
whether men would be drowned or turn themselves
into frogs to save themselves : now she, Dofia Pas-
cuala, was going to find out how he liked it. There, with
his head in the water, he would have to hang in the
well until the weather changed.

Four years later, in my tenth year, Dofia Pascuala
moved away and was succeeded at Los Alamos by a
family named Barboza : strange people ! Half a dozen
brothers and sisters, one or two married, and one, the
head and leader of the tribe, or family, a big man aged
about forty with fierce eagle-like eyes under bushy
black eyebrows that looked like tufts of feathers. But
his chief glory was an immense crow-black be?--^ -f

which he appeared to be excessively proud and vas
usually seen stroking it in a slow deliberate man ler,

now with one hand, then with both, pulling it jut,

dividing it, then spreading it over his chest to display •

its full magnificence. He wore at his waist, in tr'ont,

a knife or facon, with a sword-shaped hilt and a long
curved blade about two-thirds the length of a sword.
He was a great fighter : at all events he came to our

neighbourhood with that reputation, and I at that time,
at the age of nine, like my elder brothers had come to
take a keen interest in the fighting gaucho. A duel

il
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between two men with knives, their ponchos wrapped
round their left arms and used as shields, was a thrilling

spectacle to us ; I had already witnessed several en-
counters of this kind ; but these were fights of ordinary
or small men and were very small affairs compared with
the encounters of the famous fighters, about which we
had news from time to time. Now that we had one
of the genuine big ones among us it would perhaps be
our great good fortune to witness a real big fight ; for

sooner or later some champion duellist from " distance

would appear to challenge our man, or else some one
of our own neigbours would rise up one day to dispute
his claim to be cock of the walk. But nothing of the
kind happened, although on two occasions I thought
the wished moment had come.

The first occasion was at a big gathering of gauchos
when Barboza was asked and graciously consented to
sing a decima—a song or ballad consisting of four ten-

line stanzas. Now Barboza was a singer but not a

player on the guitar, so that an accor-panist had to be
called for. A stranger at the meeting quickly re-

sponded to the call. Yes, he could play to any man's
singing—any tune he liked to call. He was a big,

loud-voiced, talkative man, not kn iwn to any person
present

; he was a passer-by, and seeing a crowd at a

rancho had ridden up and joined them, ready to take a

hand in whatever work or games might be going on.

Taking the guitar he settled down by Barbozu's side

and began tuning the instrument and discussing the

question of the air to 1 played. And this was soon
settled.

Here I must pause to remark that Barboza, although
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almost as famous for his decimas as for his sanguinary
duels, was not what one would call a musical person.
His singing voice was inexpressibly harsh, like that, for
example, of the carrion-crow when that bird is most
vocal ill its love season and makes the woods resound
with its prolonged grating metallic calls. The interest-

ing point was that his songs were his own composition
and were recitals of his strange adventures, mixed with
his thoughts and feelings about things in general his

philosophy of life. Probably if I had these composi-
tions before me now in manuscript they would strike

me as dreadfully crude stuff ; nevertheless I am sorry
I did not write some of them down and that I can only
recall a few lines.

The decima he now started to sing related to his early
experiences, and swaying his body from side to side and
bending forward until his beard was all over his knees
he began in his raucous voice :

En cl aflo mil ochocientot y qnarenta,

Quando citaron todoi los -""Udoj,

which, roughly translated, means :

Eighteen hundred and forty was the year

When all the enrolled were cited to appear.

Thus far he had got when the guitarist, smiting angrily
on the strings with his palm, leaped to his feet, shout-
ing, " No, no—no more of that ! What ! do you sing
to me of 1 840—that cursed year ! I refuse to play to
you ! Nor will I listen to you, nor will I allow any
person to sing of that year and that event in my
presence."
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Naturally every one was astonished, and the first

thought was, What will happen now ? Blood would
assuredly flow, and I was there to see—and how my
elder brothers would envy me !

Barboza rose scowling from his seat, and dropping
his hand on the hilt of his facon said :

" Who is this

who forbids me, Basilio Barboza, to sing of 1 840 ?
"

" I forbid you !
" shouted the stranger in a rage and

smiting his breast. " Do you know what it is to me
to hear that date—that fatal year - ft is like the stab
of a knife. I, a boy, was of that year ; and when the
fifteen years of my slavery and misery were over there
was no longer a roof to shelter me, nor father nor
mother nor land nor cattle !

"

Every one instantly understood the case of this poor
man, hal^ crazed at the sudden recollection of his

wasted and ruined life, and it did not seem right that

he should bleed and perhaps die for such a cause, and
all at once there was a rush and the crowd thrust itself

between him and his antagonist and hustled him a

dozen yards away. Then one in the crowd, an old
man, shouted :

" Do you think, friend, that you are

the only one in this gathering who lost his liberty and
all he possessed on earth in that fatal year ? I, toe,

suffered as you have suffered
"

"And I!" "And I!" shouted others, and while
this noisy demonstration was going on some of those
who were pressing close to the stranger began to ask
him if he knew who the man was he had forbidden to
sing of 1840 } Had he never heard of Barboza, the

celebrated fighter who had killed so many men in

fights }
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Perhaps he had heard and did not wish to die just
yet : at all events a change came over his spirit ; he
became more rational and even apologetic, and Barboza
graciously accepted the assurance that he had no desire
to provoke a quarrel.

And so there was no fight after all !

The second occasion was about two years later

a long period, during which there had been a good
many duels with knives in our neighbourhood

; but
Barboza was not in any of them, no person had come
forward to challenge his supremacy. It is commonly
said among the gauchos that when a man has proved
his prowess by killing a few of his opponents, he is

thereafter permitted to live in peace.

One day I attended a cattle-marking at a small
native estancia a few miles from home, owned by an
old woman whom I used to think the oldest person
in the world as she hobbled about supporting herself
with two sticks, bent nearly double, with her half-
blind, colourless eyes always fixed on the ground.
But she had granddaughters living with her who
were not bad-looking : the eldest, Antonia, a big loud-
voiced young woman, known as the "white mare"
on account of the whiteness of her skin and large size,

and three others. It was not strange that cattle-

branding at this estancia brought all the men and
youths for leagues around to do a service to the
venerable Dona Lucia del Ombu. That was what she
was called, because there was a solitary grand old
ombu tree growing about a hundred yards from the
house—a well-known landmark in the district. There
were also half a dozen weeping willows close to the

ill
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house, but no plantation, no garden, and no ditch or
enclosure of any kind. The old mud-built rancho,
thatched with rushes, stood on the level naked plain

\

it was one of the old decayed establishments, and the'
cattle were not many, so that by midday the work
was done and the men, numbering about forty or
fifty, trooped to the house to be entertained at dinner.
As the day was hot and the indoor accommodation

msufficient, the tables were in the shade of the willows,
and there we had our feast of roast and boiled meat*
with bread and wine and big dishes of aros con leche—
nee boiled in milk with sugar and cinnamon. Next
to cummin-seed cinnamon is the spice best loved of
the gaucho : he will ride long leagues to get it.

Th*; dinner over and tables cleared, the men and
youths disposed themselves on the benches and chairs
and on their spread ponchos on the ground, and
started smoking and conversing. A guitar was pro-
duced, and Barboza being present, surrounded as
usual by a crowd of his particular friends or parasites,
all eagerly listening to his talk and applauding his
sallies with bursts of laughter, he was naturally first

asked to sing. The accompanist in this case was
Goyo Montes, a little thick- set gaucho with round
staring blue eyes set in a round pinky-brown face,
and the tune agreed on was one known as La Lechera—
the Milkmaid.

Then, while the instrument was being tuned and
Barboza began to swry his body about, and talking
ceased, a gaucho named IVlarcos, but usually called
El Rertgo on account of his lameness, pushed himself
into the crowd surrounding the great man and seated
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himself on a table and put the foot of his lame leg on
the bench below.

El Rengo was a strange being, a man with remark-
ably fine aquiline features, piercing black eyes, and
long black hair. As a youth he had distinguished
himself among his fellow-gauchos by his daring feats
of horsemanship, mad adventures, and fights ; then
he met with the accident which lamed him for life

and at the same time saved him from the army;
when, at a cattle-parting, he was thrown from his'

horse and gored by a furious bull, the animal's horn
havmg been driven deep into his thigh. From that
time Marcos was a man of peace and was liked and
respected by every one as a good neighbour and a
good fellow. He was also admired for the peculiarly
amusing way of talking he had, when in the proper
mood, which was usually when he was a little ex-
hilarated by drink. His eyes would sparkle and his
face light up, and he would set his listeners laughing
at the queer way in which he would play with his
subject; but there was always some mockery and
bitterness in it which served to show that something
of the dangerous spirit of his youth still survived
in him.

On this occasion he was in one of his most wilful,
mocking, reckless moods, and was no sooner seated'
than he began smilingly, in his quiet conversational
tone, to discuss the question of the singer and the
tune. Yes, he said, the Milkmaid was a gocd tune,
but another name to it would have suited the subject
better. Oh, the subject ! Any one might guess what
that would be. The words mattered more than the

£:•!
1

f.lf I
pg! t !

i

•fffll



142 FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO
air. For here we had before us not a small sweet
singer, a goldfinch in a cage, but a cock—a fighting
cock with well-trimmed comb and tail and a pair of
sharp spurs to its feet. Listen, friends, he is now
about to flap his wings and crow.

I was leaning against the table on which he sat
and began to think it was a dangerous place for me,
since I was certain that every word was distinctly
heard by Barboza

; yet he made no sign, but went
on swaying from side to side as if no mocking word
had reached him, then launched out in one of his
most atrocious decimas, autobiographical and philo-
sophical. In the first stanza he mentions that he had
slain eleven men, but using a poet's licence he states
the fact in a roundabout way, saying that he slew six
men, and then five more, making eleven in all :

Scis muertes i hecho y cinco son once
;

which may be paraphrased thus :

Six men had I sent to hades or heaven,

Then added five more to make them eleven.

The stanza ended, Marcos resumed his comments.
What I desire to know, said he, is, why eleven .? It
is not the proper number in this case. One more is

wanted to make the full dozen. He who rests at
eleven has not completed his task and should not
boast of what he has done. Here am I at his service :

here is a life worth nothing to any one waiting to be
taken if he is willing and has the power to take it.

This was a challenge direct enough, yet strange to
say no sudden furious action followed, no flashing of
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steel and blood splashed on table and benches

; nor
was there the faintest sign of emotion in the singer's
tace, or any tremor or change in his voice when he
resumed his singing. And so it went on to the end-
boastful stanza and insulting remarks from Marcos •

and by the time the decima ended a dozen or twenty
men had forced themselves in between the two so
that there could be no fight on this occasion.
Among those present was an old gaucho who took a

peculiar interest in me on account of my bird lore andwho used to talk and expound gaucho philosophy tome in a fatherly way. Meeting him a day or two
later I remarked I did not think Barboza deserving of
his fame as a fighter. I thought him a coward. No
he said, he was not a coward. He could have killed
Marcos, but he considered that it would be a mistake
since It would add nothing to his reputation and would
probably make him disliked in the district. That was
all very well, I replied, but how could any one who
was not a poltroon endure to be publicly insulted and
challenged without flying into a rage and going for his
enemy i

^ o o

He smiled and answered that I was an ignorant boy
and would understand these things better some day
atter knowing a good many fighters. There were
some he said, who were men of fiery temper, who
would fly at and kill any one for the slightest cause-
an Idle or imprudent word perhaps. There were others
ot a cool temper whose ambition it was to be great
fighters, who fought and killed people not because they
hated or were in a rage with them, but for the sake of
the fame it would give them. Barboza was one of this

1
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cool kind, who when he fought killed, and he was not
to be drawn into a fight by any ordinary person or any
fool who thought proper to challenge him.

Thus fpoke my mentor and did not wholly remove
my doubts. But I must now go back to the earlier

date, when this strange family were newly come to our
neighbourhood.

All of the family appeared proud of their strangeness
and of the reputation of their fighting brother, their

protector and chief. No doubt he was an unspeakable
ruffian, and although I was accustomed to ruffians even
as a child and did not find that they diiTered much
from other men, this one with his fierce piercing eyes
and cloud of black beard and hair, somehow made me
uncomfortable, and I accordingly avoided Los Alamos.
I disliked the whole tribe, except a little girl of about
eight, a child, it was said, of one of the unmarried
sisters. I never discovered which of her aunts, as she
called all these tall, white-faced, heavy-browed women,
was her mother. I used to see her almost every day,
for though a child she was out on horseback early and
late, riding barebacked at^d boy fashion, flying about
the plain, now to drive in the horses, now to turn back
the flock when it was getting too far afield, then the

cattle, and finally to ride on errands to neighbours'
houses or to buy groceries at the store. I can see her
now at full gallop on the plain, bare-footed and bare-

legged, in her thin old cotton frock, her raven-black
hair flying loose behind. The strangest thing in her
was her whiteness: her beautifully chiselled face was
like alabaster, without a freckle or trace of colour in

spite of the burning hot sun and wind she was con-
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stantly exposed to. She was also extremely lean and
strangely serious for a little girl : she never laughed
and rarely smiled. Her name was Angela, and she was
caUed Anjelita, the affectionate diminutive, but I doubt
that much affection was ever bestowed on her.
To my small-boy's eyes she was a beautiful being

with a cloud on her, and I wished it had been in my
power to say something to make her laugh and forget,
though but for a minute, the many cares and anxieties
which made her so unnaturally grave for a little girl.
Nothing proper to say ever came to me, and if it had
come it would no doubt have remained unspoken.
Boys are always inarticulate where their deepest feelings
are concerned

; however much they may desire it they
cannot express kind and sympathetic feelings. In a
halting way they may sometimes say a word of that
nature to another boy, or pal, but before a girl, how-
ever much she may move their compassion, they
remam dumb. I remember, when my age was about
nme, the case of a quarrel about some trivial matter I
once had with my closest friend, a boy of my own age
who, with his people, used to come yearly on a month's
visit to us from Buenos Ayres. For three whole days
we spoke not a word and took no notice of each other,
whereas before we had been inseparable. Then he all
at once came up to me and holding out his hand said,
" Let's be friends." I seized the proffered hand, and
was more grateful to him than I have ever felt towards
any one since, just because by approaching me first I
was spared the agony of having to say those three
words to him. Now that boy—that is to say, the
material part of him—is but a handful of grey ashes,
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long, long ago at rest ; but I can believe that if the
other still living part should by chance be in this room
now, peeping over my shoulder to see what I am writ-
ing, he would burst into as hearty a laugh as a ghost is

capable of at this ancient memory, and say to himself
that it took him all his courage to speak those three
simple words.

And so it came about that I said no gentle word to
white-faced Anjelita, and in due Mme she vanished out
of my life with all that queer tribe of hers, the bloody
uncle included, to leave an enduring image in my mind
which has never quite lost a certain disturbing efFect.



CHAPTER X
Our Nearest English Neighbour

Caia Antigua, our neareit English neighbour's house—Old Lorn-
bardy poplars—Qrdoon thistle or wild artichoke—Mr Royd
an English sheep-farmer-Making sheep's-milk cheese, unde^
difficulties-Mr. Royd-s native wife-The negro servant*-
I he two daughters

: a strikuig contrast-The white blue-eyed
chdd and her dusky playmat«^-A happy family-Our visits toU«a Antigua-Gorgeous dinners-Estanislao and his love of
wdd W<^-The Royds return visits-A home-made carriage-
Ihe gauchos primitive conveyance- The happy home
broken up.

One of the most important estancias in our neighbour-
hood, at all events to us, was called Casa Antigua, and
that It was an ancient dwelling-place in that district
appeared likely enough, since the trees were the largest
and had an appearance of extreme age. It must, how-
ever be remembered that in speaking of ancient things
on the pampas we mean things a century or two old
not many hundreds or thousands of years as in Europe'
Three centuries in that part of South America takes us
back to prehistoric times. These Lombardy poplars,
planted m long rows, were the largest I had seen • they
were very tall

; many of them appeared to be dying of
old age, and all had enormous rough-barked buttressed
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trunks. The other shade trees were also old andgnarled son^e of them dying. The house itself ddnot look ancent, and was built of unburnt bricl«and thatched, and had a broad corridor supported b,wooden posts or pillars.

Fportra Djr

The Casa Antigua was situated about six mile, fr„mour house, but looked no more than thr e „„ to'n^
large and conspicuous on that wide level plain Theland for m.les round it was covered with a d^ns. gr„t,hof cardoon th.s.les. Now the cardoon is the Euronlnarfchoke run wild and its character somewhat aTteed

eaves te™; T Tt
'''""""• '"" '"«' "''P-"'eaves are of a palish grey-green colour, the stalkscovered w,,h a whitish-grey down, and the We and

in ,T\ K '' '" "'" '°"S yellow spines. It gro"sn .h,ck bushes and the bushes grow close togetheTTothe exclusion of grasses and most other plantjife andproduces purple blossoms big as a small Lflh^ "f

about as thick as a man's wrist, were used when deadand dry as firewood
; and this indeed was the on"v fuelobta bl, 3t that time in the countiy, except J:

'J

tje '.ewoodthtrstou-^rrU^-
wiihieerr^^^'

'"'" ""'' -" "- p-
'

Z IH r?
^'°''"' '"'' " 'hat season our carterswould bring in huge loads, to be stacked up in ptoh'gb as a house for the year's use.

"^
'^

not „ ^rf
"'!."''' "" '^™°°" 8""' =° abundantly isnot good for sheep, and at Casa Antigua all the land

|!



NEAREST ENGLISH NEIGHBOUR ,„
was of this character Th- .

a Mr. George Sd ani > I
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bours tha, h^ had ™h "" """'«'" '>>' W' neigh-
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yielded but a small quantity compared with the sheep

of certain districts in France and other countries where
they have been milked for many generations and have
enlarged their udders. Worst of all, his native ser-

vants considered it a degradation to have to stoop to

milk such creatures as sheep. " Why not milk the

cats ? " they scornfully demanded. However, he suc-

ceeded in making cheeses, and very nice they were, far

nicer in fact than any native cheeses made from cows'

milk we had ever tasted. But the difficulties were too

great for him to produce them in sufficient quantity for

the market, and eventually the sheep-milking came to

an end.

Unfortunately Mr. Royd had no one to help him in

his schemes, or to advise and infuse a little more prac-

ticality into him. His family could never have been
anything but a burden and drag on him in his struggle,

and his disaster probably resulted from his romantic

and over-sanguine temper, which made him the husband
of his wife and caused him to dream of a fortune built

on cheeses made from sheep's milk.

His wife was a native ; in other words, a lady of

Spanish blood, of a good family, city born and bred.

They had met in Buenos Ayres when in their bloom,
at the most emotional period of life, and in spite of

opposition from her people and of the tremendous
difficulties in the way of a union between one of the

Faith and a heretic in those religious days, they were
eventually made man and wife. As a girl she had been
beautiful ; now, aged about forty, she was only fat

—

a large fat woman, vAth an extremely white skin, raven-

black hair and eyebrows, and velvet-black eyes. That
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was Dona Mercedes as I knew her. She did no work

hJ,X
^°"'\^"^ "^^*'' ^^"^ for a walk or a ride on

we Id ^/^'JP'"' ^" ''"'' '" ^^ "^y ^ha.r, always

Te hand ;

'"^
L" "T ""^'^^ ^^"^>'' ^^^^ ^ ^^ i"her hand. I can hear the rattle of that fan now as sheplayed w.th .t. producing a succession of graceful waving

rnotK,ns and rhythmic sounds as an acco.panin.ent ^he endless torrent of small talk which she poured out •

or she was an exceedingly voluble person, and to assist'
in makmg the conversation more lively there werealways two or three screaming parrots on their perchesnear her. She also liked to be surrounded by^ll th"other females m the house, her two daughters and the.ndoor servants four or five in number, all full-blooded
ncgr«ses, black but comely, fat, pleasant-looking,
laughmg young and middle-aged women, all as a rul^

three of them were the mothers of certain small darkieso be seen playmg about and rolling in the dust near

house"^*"''
'^"^'''" "' '^' ^"' '"'^ °^ '^^ '°"g l°w

The eldest daughter, Eulodia, was about fifteen as

Lack rT, u
"' ' ''" ^^'" '^"'^^^'"^ S-l with blue-

bla k ha.r, black eyes, coral-red lips, and a remarkably
white skm without a trace of red colour in it. She wasno doubt just like what her mother had been when thedashing impressionable young George Royd had firstmet her and lost his heart-and soul. The younger

to Eulodia
: she had taken after her father, and incolour and appearance generally was a perfect little

f^nghsh girl of the usual angel type, with long shining
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golden hair, worn in curls, eyes of the purest turquoise
blue, and a complexion like the petals of a wild rose.
Adelina was her pretty name, and to us Adelina was
the most beautiful human being in the world, cspecially
whcn seen with her dusky little playmate Liberata, who
was of the same age and height and was the child of
one of the black servants. Ihese two had grown fond
of each other from the cradle, and so Liberata had
been promoted to be Adelina's constant companion in
the house and to wear pretty dresses. Being a mulatita
she was dark or dusky skinned, with a reddish tinge in
the duskiness, purple-red lips, and liquid black eyes
with orange-brown reflections in them—the eyes called
tortoiseshcU in America. Her crisp cast-iron coloured
hair was worn like a fleece round her small head, and
her features were so refined one could only suppose
that her father had been a singularly handsome as well
as a white man. Adelina and Liberata were inseparable,
except at meal-times, when the dusky little girl had to
go back among her own tribe on the mother's side

;

and they formed an exquisite picture as one often saw
them, standing by the Senora's chair with their arms
round each other's necks—the pretty dark-skinned child
and the beautiful white child with shining hair and blue
forget-me-not eyes.

Adelina was her father's favourite, but he was fond
of all his people, the black servants included, and they
of him, and the life at Casa Antigua appeared to be an
exceedingly happy and harmonious one.

Looking back at this distance of time it strikes me
when I come to think of it, that it was a mos^xtra-
ordinary mha^e, a collection of the most incongruous
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beings it would be possible to bring togcther-a sort
of Happy Family in the zoological sense. It did not
seem ,0 at the time, when in any house on the wide
pampas one would meet with people whose lives and
characters would be regarded in civilized countries as
exceedingly odd and almost incredible.

It was a red-letter day to us children when, about
once a month, we were packed into a trap and driven
with our parents to spend a day at Casn Ant., ua. The
dinner at noon was the most gorgeous ..ffair of the kindwe knew. One of Mr. Royd's onthu iasms wa.
cookery-the making of rare and deiicatc dishes -a.d
the servants had been taught go well th.it ,ve -r.cd to
be amazed at the richness and profusion of thr repast
These dmners were to us like the "collations "and
feasts so minutely and lovingly described in the
yirahan Ntghts, especially that dinner of many courses
given by the Barmecide to his hungry guest which
followed the first tantalizing imaginary one. The
wonder was that any man in the position of a sheep-
farmer in a semi-barbarous land, far from any town,
could provide such dinners for his visitors

After dinner my best time would come, when Iwould steal off to look for Estanislao, the young native
horseman, who was only too enthusiastic about wild
hte and spent more time hunting rheas than in attend-
ing to his duties. « When I see an ostrich," he would
say. I leave the flock and drop my work no matter
what It IS. I would rather lose my place on the
estancia than not chase it." But he never lost his
place, since it appeared that no one could do anything
wrong on the estancia and not be forgiven by ite
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master. Then Estanislao, a big fellow in gaucho dress
wearing a red handkerchief tied round his head in place
of hat, and a mass or cloud of blackish crinkled hair on
his neck and shoulders, would take me round the
plantation to show me any nests he had found and any
rare birds that happened to be about.

Towards evening we would be bundled back into
the trap and driven home. Then, when the day came
round for the return visit, Mr. Royd would bundle
his family into their « carriage," which he, without
being a carnage-builder or even a carpenter, had made
with his own hands. It had four solid wooden wheels
about a yard in d-'ameter, and upright wooden sides
about four or five feet high. It was springless and
without seats, and had a long pole to which two horses
were fastened, and Estanislao, mounted on one, would
thrash them into a gallop and carry the thing bounding
over the roadless plain. The fat lady and other
passengers were saved from being bumped to death
b) several mattresses, pillows, and cushion i eaped
inside. It was the strangest, most primitive con-
veyance I ever saw, except the one commonly used
by a gaucho to take his wife on a visit to a neighbour's
house when she was in a delicate condition or too
timid to nde on a horse or not well enough ofF to
own a side-saddle. This was a well-stretched, dried
horse-hide, with a lasso attached at one end to the
head or fore-part of the hide and the other end to
the gaucho's horse, as a rule to the surcingle. A stool
or cushion was placed in the centre of the big hide for
the lady to sit on, and when she had established her-
self on It the man would whip up his horse and away

»l
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he would gallop, dragging the strange conveyance after
him—a sight which filled the foreigner with amazement.
Our intimate happy relations with the Royd family

contmued till about my twelth year, then came rather
suddenly to an end. Mr. Royd, who had always
seemed one of the brightest, happiest men we knew,
all at once fell into a state of profound melancholy.
No one could guess the cause, as he was quite well
and appeared to be prosperous. He was at length
persuaded by his friends to go to Buenos Ayres to
consult a doctor, and went alone and stayed in the
house of an Anglo-Argentine family who were also
fnends of ours. By and by the dreadful news came
that he had committed suicide by cutting his throat
with a razor. His wife and daughters then left the
Casa Antigua, and not long afterwards Dona Mercedes
wrote to my mother that they were left penniless

;
that their flocks and other possessions at the estancia
were to be sold for the benefit of their creditors, and
that she and her daughters were living on the charitv
of some of her relations who were not well off. Her
only hope was that her two daughters, being good-
looking girls, would find husbands and be in a
position to keep her from want. Her one word about
her dead husband, the lovable, easy-going George
Royd, the bright handsome English boy who had
wooed and won her so many years before, was that
she looked upon her meeting with him in girlhood as
the great calamity of her life, that in killing himself
and leaving his wife and daughters to poverty and
suffering, he had committed an unpardonable crime.

So ends the story of our nearest English neighbour.

m
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CHAPTER XI

A Breeder of Piebalds

La Tapera. a native estancia—Don Gregorio Gandara-Mis
grotesque appearance and strange laugh Gandara's wife and
her habits and pets—My dislike of hairless dogs—Gandara's
daughters—A pet ostrich—In the peach orchard—Gandara's
herds of piebald broodmares—His masterful temper—His own
•addle-horses—Creating a sensation at gaucho gatherings The
younger daughter's lovers^Her marriage at our house The
priest and the wedding breakfast—Demetria forsaken by her
husband.

When, standing by the front gate of our home, we
looked out to the north over the level plain and let

our eyes rove west from the tall Lombardy poplars of
Casa Antigua, they presently rested on another pile or
island of trees, blue in the distance, marking the site

of another estancia house. This was the estancia
called La Tapera, with whose owner we also had
friendly relations during all the years we lived in that
district. The owner was Don Gregorio Gandara, a
native, and like our nearest English neighbour, Mr.
Royd, an enthusiast, and was also like him in being
the husband of a fat indolent wife who kept parrots
and other pet animals, and the father of two daughters.
In this case, too, there were no sons. There, however,
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all resemblance ceased, since two men more unlike in
their appearance, character, and fortune it would not
be easy to find. Don Gregoiio was an extraordinary
person to look at

; he had a round or barrel-shaped
body, short bow legs, and a big round head, which
resembled a ball fashioned out of a block of dark-
coloured wood with a coarse human face and huge
ears rudely carved on it. He had a curly head, the
cnsp dark hair growing as knobs, which gave his
round skull the appearance of being embossed like
the head of a curly retriever. The large brown eyes
were extremely prominent, with a tremendous staring
power m them, and the whole expression was one of
toad-hke gravity. But he could laugh on occasion,
and his laugh to us children was the most grotesque
and consequently the most delightful thing about him.
Whenever we saw him ride up and dismount, and
after fastening his magnificently caparisoned horse to
the outer gate come in to make a call on our parents,
we children would abandon our sports or whatever we
were doing and joyfully run to the house ; then dis-
tnbutmg ourselves about the room on chairs and
stools, sit, silent and meek, listening and watching for
Don Gregorio's laugh. He talked in a startlingly
emphatic way, almost making one jump when he
assented to what was being said with his loud sudden
si-st-st-st-si, and when he spoke bringing out his
sentences two or three words at a time, sounding like
angry barks. And by and by something would be
said to touch his risible faculties, which would send
him off in a sort of fit, and throwing himself back in his
chair, closing his eyes and opening wide his big mouth

m
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he would draw his breath in with a prolonged wailing
or sibilant sound until his lungs were too full to hold
any more, and it would then be discharged with a
rush, accompanied by a sort of wild animal scream,
something like the scream of a fox. Then instantly,

almost before the scream was over, his countenance
would recover its preternatural gravity and intense
staring attention.

Our keen delight in this performance made it actually
painful since the feeling could not be expressed—since
we knew that our father knew that we were only too
liable to explode in the presence of an honoured guest,
and nothing vexed him more. While in the room we
dared not exchange glances or even smile; but after

seeing and hearing the wonderful laugh a few times
we would steal off and going to some quiet spot sit in

a circle and start imitating it, finding it a very delightful

pastime.

After I had learnt to ride I used sometimes to go
with my mother and sisters for an afternoon's visit to
La Tapera. The wife was the biggest and fattest

woman in our neighbourhood and stood a head and
shoulders taller than her barrel-shaped husband. She
was not, like Dona Mercedes, a lady by birth, nor an
educated person, but resembled her in her habits and
tastes. She sat always in a large cane easy chair,

outdoors or in, invariably with four hairless dogs in

her company, one on her broad lap, another on a

lambskm rug at her feet, and one on rugs at each side.

The three on the floor were ever patiently waiting for

their respective turns to occupy the broad warm lap

when the time came to remove the last-favoured one
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from that position. I had an invincible dislike to these

bald head of an old negro, and their lo^g white
cattered whiskers. These white stifF hairs L the

faces and the.r dim blinking eyes gave them a certain
resemblance to very old ugly men wuh black blood inthem and made them all the more repulsive
The two daughters, both grown to womanhood,

were named Marcehna and Demetria
; the first bigbrown, jolly, and fat like her mother, the other witli

better features, a pale olive skin, dark melancholy eyesand a gentle pensive voice and air which made he;seem hke one of a different family and race The
daughters would serve mate to us, a beverage which
as a small boy I did not like, but there was n^o cho o-

1 was always glad to g^t away to the orchard. As atour own home the old peach trees grew in the middle
part of the plantation, the other parts being planted
with rows of Lombardy poplars and other large shade
trees. A tame ostrich, or rhea, was kept at the houseand as long as we remained indoors or seated in the'
verandah he would hang about dose by, but would
follow us as soon as we started off to the orchardHe was hke a pet dog and could not endure to be
lett alone or m the uncongenial company of other
domestic creatures-dogs, cats, fowls, turkeys, and
geese He regarded men and women as the only
suitable associates for an ostrich, but was not allowed
in the rooms on account of his inconvenient habit of
swallowing n.etal objects such as scissors, spoons,
thimbles, bodkins, copper coins, and anything of the
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kind he could snatch up when no one was looking.

In the orchard when he saw us eating peaches he would
do the same, and if he couldn't reach high enough to

pluck them for himself he would beg of us. It was
great fun to give him half a dozen or more at a time,

then, when they had been quickly gobbled up, watch

their progress as the long row of big round lumps
slowly travelled down his neck and disappeared one
by one as the peaches passed into his crop.

Gandara's great business was horse-breeding, and as

a rule he kept about a thousand brood mares, so that

the herds usually numbered about three thousand head.

Strange to say, they were nearly all piebalds. The
gaucho, from the poorest worker on horseback to the

largest owner of lands and cattle, has, or had in those

days, a fancy for having all his ricing-horses of one colour.

Every man as a rule had his tropilla—his own half a

dozen or a dozen or more saddle-horses, and he would
have them all as nearly alike as possible, so that one

man had chestnuts, another browns, bays, silver- or iron-

greys, duns, fawns, cream-noses, or blacks, or whites,

or piebalds. On some estancias the cattle, too, were

all of one co'iour, and I remember one estate where the

cattle, num..! iiiig about six thousand, were all black.

Our neighbour's fancy was for piebald horses, and so

strong was it that he wished not to have any one-

coloured animals in his herd, despite the fact that he

bred horses for sale and that piebalds were not so

popular as horses of a more normal colouring. He
would have done better if, sticking to one colour, he

had bred iron-greys, cream-noses, chestnuts, or fawns

or duns—all favourite colours ; or better still if he had
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»l""/nl',ff '" '"'T "'»'• The stallion,were all piebalds, but many of the brood mares wer*wh,.c as he had discovered that he could g« « good
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hi": arbitral,™"'
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better exchange ? Were you ever treated more gener-
ously ? If you refuse it will be out of spite, and I

shall know how to treat you. When you lose your
animals and are broken, when your children are sick

with fever, when your wife is starving, you shall not

come to me for a horse to ride on, nor for money, nor
meat, nor medicine, since you will have me for an
enemy instead of a friend."

That, they say, was how he raged and bullied when
he met with a repulse rem a poor neighbour. So fond
was Don Gregorio of his piebalds that he spent the

greater part of every day on horseback with hi-? differ-

ent herds of mares, each led by its own proud piebald

stallion. He was perpetually waiting and watching
with anxious interest for the appearance of a new foal.

If it turned out not a piebald he cared nothing more
about it, no matter how beautiful in colour it might be
or what good points it had : it was to go as soon as he
could get rid of it ; but if a piebald, he would rejoice,

and if there was anything remarkable in its colouring
he would keep a sharp eye on it, to find out later

perhaps that he liked it too well to part with it. Event-
ually, when broken, it would go into his private

tropilla, and in this way he would always possess three
or four times as many saddle-horses as he needed. If

you met Gandara every day for a week or two you
would see him each time on a different horse, and
every one of them would be more or less a surprise to

you on account of its colouring.

There was something fantastic in this passion. It

reminds one of the famous eighteenth-century miller

of Newhaven, described by Mark Antony Lower in his
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life was when he rode to a race-meeting or cattle-

marking or other gathering of the gaucho population

of the district, when all eyes would be turned to him
on his arrival. Dismounting, he would hobble his

horse, tie the glittering reins to the back of the saddle,

and leave him proudly champing his big native bit and
tossing his decorated head, while the people gathered

round to admire the strangely-coloured animal as if it

had been a Pegasus just alighted from the skies to

stand for a while exhibiting itself among the horses

of the earth.

My latest recollections of La Tapera are concerned

more with Demetria than the piebalds. She was not

an elegant figure, as was natural in a daughter of the

grotesque Don Gregorio, but her countenance, as I

have said, was attractive on account of its colour and
gentle wistful expression, and being the daughter of

a man rich in horses she did not want for lovers. In

those far-ofF days the idle, gay, well-dressed young
gambler was always a girl's first and often most
successful wooer, but at La Tapera the young lovers

had to reckon with one who, incredible as it seemed
in a gaucho, hated gambling and kept a hostile and
rather terrifying eye on their approaches. Eventually

Demetria became engaged to a young stranger from
a distance who had succeeded in persuading the father

that he was an eligible person and able to provide for

a wife.

Now it happened that the nearest priest in our part

of the country lived a long distance away, and to get

to him and his little thatched chapel one had to cross

a swamp two miles wide in which one's horse would
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sink bcllj-decp in miry holes at least a dozen times
before one could get through. In these circumstances
the Gandara family could not go to the priest, but
managed to persuade him to come to them, and as
La Tapera was not considered a good enough place
in which to hold so important a ceremony, my parents
invited them to have the marriage in our house. The
priest arrived on horseback about noon on a sultry
day, hot and tired and well splashed with dried mud
and in :i rather bad temper. It must also have gone
against him to unite these young people in the house
of heretics who were doomed to a dreadful future
after their rebellious lives had ended. However, he
got through with the business, and presently recovered
his good temper and grew quite genial and talkative
when he was led into the dining-room and found a
grand wedding-breakfast with wine in plenty on the
uble. During the breakfast I looked often and long
at the faces of the newly-married pair, and pitied our
nice gentle Demetria, and wished she had not given
herself to that man. He was not a bad-looking young
man and was well dressed in the gaucho costume, but
he was strangely silent and ill at ease the whole time
and did not win our regard. I never saw him again.
It soon came out that he was a gambler and had
nothing but his skill with a pack of cards to live by,
and Don Gregorio in a rage told him to go back to'

his native place. And go he did very soon, leaving
poor Demetria on her parents' hands.

Shortly after this unhappy experience Don Gregorio
bought a house in Buenos Ayres for his wife and
daughters, so that they could go and spend a month

lid

I'M

-\

I



'SVBerjk



MICROCOPY RESOLUTION TEST CHART

(ANSI ond ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

1.0

I.I

L^ II 2.8i^ I
2.5

140 ii 2.0

1.8

1.25 1.6

A ^PPLlEa INA^GE Inc

S*. 1653 tjst Main Street

r.S Rochester. Neo York 14609 USA
^gj (716) 482 - 0300 - Phone

^S (716) 288 - 5989 - Fax
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or two when they wanted a change, and I saw them
on one or two occasions when in town. He himself
would have been out of his element in such a place,
shut up in a close room or painfully waddling over
the rough boulder-stones of the narrow streets on his
bow legs. Life for him was to be on the back of a
piebald horse on the wide green plain, looking after
his beloved animals.
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CHAPTER XII

The Head of a Decayed House
The Estancia Caftada Seca—Low lands and floods—Don Anas-

tacio, a gaucho exquisite—A greatly respectt.4 man—Poor
relations—Don Anastacio a pig-fanc.er—Narrow escape from
a pig—Charm of the low green land^-The flower called
mdcachina-A sweet-tasting bulb-Beauty of the green flower-
sprmkled turf-A haunt of the golden plover-The bola^My plover-huntmg experience—Rebuked by a gaucho—

A

green spot, our playground in summer and lake in winter—
The venomous toad-like Ceratophry^Voc^\ performance of
the toad-hke creature-We make war on them—The great
lake battle and its results.

In this chapter I wish to introduce the reader to the
last but one of the half-dozen of our nearest neigh-
bours, selected as typical of the smaller estancieros—
a class of landowners and cattle-breeders then in their
decay and probably now fast vanishing. This was
Don Anastacio Buenavida, who was an original person
too Hi his little way. He was one of our very nearest
neighbours, his estancia house being no more than two
short miles from us on the south side. Like most
of these old establishments, it was a long low building
with a thatched roof, enclosures for cattle and sheep
close by, and an old grovc or plantation of shade trees
bordered with rows of tall Lombardy poplars. The
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whole pUce had a decayed and neglected appearancethe grounds bemg weedy and littered with bleachedbones and other rubbish : fences and ditches had Z
t:iZ7:t "'^.?'"-"^. - <"« .he cattle wer^

!t ,1, I u %'.
""^ °" "'^ '^'^ "-""ks and gnawat the bark The es.ancia was called Cafiada Secafrom a slugg,sh muddy stream near the house whichalmost mvanably dried up in summer ; in winter ^Zheavy rams ,, overflowed its low banks, and in velwe, seasons lake-like ponds of water were formed Sover the low-ly,„g plain between Canada Seca and our

tl^e" stht J""!; ""T" "',' '"'^""^'- '° "' children :the s,ght of wide sheets of clear shallow water witha vmd green turf beneath excited us joyfully, and^so afforded us some adventurous days, one of whichwdi be related by and by.
Don Anastacio Buena;ida was a middle-aged mana bachelor deeply respected by his neighbours, andeven looked o„ as a person of considerable impor anceSo much d,d I hear in his praise that as a chiU I hada kmd of reverent,al feeling for him, which lasted foryears and d,d not, I think, wholly evaporate unti

I was ,n my teens and began to form my ownjudgments. He was quite a ht.le man. not mor'^ tZan .nch or two over five feet high, slim, with a narrow
wa,st and small ladylike hands and feet. His smaU
oval face was the colour of old parchment ; he hadlarge dark pathetic eyes, a beautifully shapU black
moustache, and long black hair, worn in sy^mmetri^
nnglets to h,s shoulders. In his dress too he wisomethmg of an exquisite. He wore the picturesque
gaucho costume; a c.m„u,. or blouse, of the finest
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bkck cloth profusely decorated with silver buttons,
puffs and pleats, and scarlet and green embroidery •

a chmpd, the shawl-like garment worn in place of
rousers, of the finest yellow or vicufia-coloured wool-
the white carsoHcWos, or wide drawers, showing below'
of the finest Imen, with more fringe and lace-work
than was usual m that garment. His boots were well
polished, and h.s poncho, or cloak, of the finest- blue
cloth, Imed with scarlet.

It must have taken Don Anastacio a couple of hours
each morning to get himself un in this fashion. rinj^Ictsand all, and once up he did nothing but sit in^he
iving-room, sipping bitter matd and taking part from

t me to time in the general conversation, speaking
always m low but impressive tones. He would say
something ab it the weather, the lack or superabun-
dance of water, according to the season, the condition
of his animals and the condition of the pasture-in
fact, just what everybody else was saying but of more
importance as coming from him. All listened to hiswords with the profoundest attention and respect, andno wonder, since most of those who sat in his living-
room, sucking mat^, were his poor relations who fedon his bounty.

Don Anastacio was the last of a long line of
estancieros once rich in land and cattle, but for genera-
tions the Cafiada Seca estate had been dwincUing asland was sold, and now there was little left, and the
cattle and horses were few, and only a small flock ofsheep kept just to provide the house with mutton.

knlT/f''°"' ^'^'"^ ''^'''''^ ^^°"^ the districtknew that he was not only an improvident but an
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exceedingly weak and soft-hearted man. in spite of

-em had been allowed to build their ranchos on hisland and to keep a few animals for their sustenance •

most of these had built their hovels quite close to the
estanaa house, behind the plantation, so that it was
almost hke a hamlet at this point. These poor neigh-
bours had the freedom of the kitchen or living-room •

It was usually full of them, especially of the women'
gossiprng, s.ppmg endless mat6, and listening withadminng attention to the wise words which fell at
intervals from the lips of the head of the family
or tribe. •'

Altogether Don Anastacio in his ringlets was an
ineffectual, colourless, effeminate person, a perfect
contrast to his ugly, barrel-shaped, badly-dressed but
robust-mmded neighbour. Gandara. Yet he too had
a taste m animals which distinguished him among his
fellow-landowners, and even reminded one of Gandara
in a ridiculous way. For just as Gandara was devoted
to p.ebald horses, so Don Anastacio was devoted to
pigs. It would not have been'like him if these had
been ^g^ for prout : they were not animals fit to be
fattened for the market, and no person would have
thought of buying such beasts. They were of the

an tT^ ^'/' ^Tl""^^^ °"S'"^^'y ^'•°'" *he European
animal introduced by the early Spanish colonists, but
after two or three centuries of feral life a good deal
changed in appearance from their progenitors. This
teral pig was called barrico in the vernacular, and was
about a third less in size than the domestic animal,
with longer legs and more pointed face, and of a
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uniform deep rust-red in colour. Among hundreds
1 never saw one with any black or white on it

I believe that before Don Anastacio's time a few
of these wild pigs had been kept as a curiosity at the
estanca, and that wher. he came into possession he
allowed them to increase and roan, in herds all over
the place, domg much harm by rooting up many acrrs
of the best grazing land in their seirch after grubs
earthworms, mole-crickets, and blind snakes, alone
with certain roots and bulbs which they liked This
was their only provender when there happened to be
no carcasses of cows, horses, or sheep for them to feed
on in company with the dogs and carrion-hawks He
would not allow his pigs to be killed, but probably
his poor relations and pensioners were out occasionally
by night to stick a pig when beef and mutton were
wanting I never tasted or wanted to taste their
Hesh. The gaucho is inordinately fond of the two
gamiest-flavoured animals in the pampas—the ostrich
or rhea and the hairy armadillo. These I could eat
and enjoy eating, although I was often told by English
friends that they were too strong for their stomachs •

but the very thought of this wild-pig-flesh produced
a sensation of disgust.

One day when I was about eight years old I was
riding home at a lonely spot three or four miles out
going at a fast gallop by a narrow path through a dense
growth of giant thistles seven or eight feet high, when
all at once I saw a few yards before me a big round
heap of thistle plants, which had been plucked up
entire and built into a shelter from the hot sun about
four feet high. As I came close to it a loud savage

ii
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lro^\T.^
the squealing of many little piglets issuedfrom the mound, and out from it rushed a furious redsow and charged me. The pony suddenly swerved

aside m terror, throwing me completely over on one

with both hands, and with a violent effort succeededm gettmg a leg back over the horse, and we swiftly

nl M K^"r°"' r''"^
^'=^'"^- "Th^"' remember-

ing all I had been told about the ferocity of these pigs

'"ftT ;'u
' ^ ^'"^ ^'^ '"^ extremely narrow esc^aS'

since ,f had been thrown of the savage beast wouM

killed mt"'
"'
^r T^'-I^y

^-d would have certainlyWled mem a couple of minutes
; and as she was prob-

ably mad with hunger and thirst in that lonely hot
pot, wuh a lot of young to feed, it would not havetaken her long to devour me, bones and boots included
ihis set me thmking on the probable effect of mv

disappearance, of my mother', terrible anxiety, andwhat they would thmk and do auout it. They wouldknow from the return of the pony that I had fallensomewhere
: they would have searched for me all overhe surroundmg plain, especially in all the wilder,

oneher p aces where birds breed; on lands where the
cardoon thjstle flourished most, and in the vast beds ofbulrushes m the marshes, but would not have foundme. And at length when the searching was all oversome gaucho riding by that cattle-path through the
thistles would catch sight of a piece of cloth, a portion

beLcrrer^^'^'^'
''' ^"^" °^ ^^ -'^ -"^^

I had never liked the red pigs, on account of theway they ploughed up and disfigured the beautiful
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green sward with their iron-hard snouts, also because ofhe powerful and disgusting smell they emitted, but
after th.s adventure with the sow the feeling was much
stronger and I wondered more and more why that
beautiful soul. Don Anastacio, cherished an affection
for such detestable beasts.

In spnng and early summer the low-lying areas about
Cafiada Seca were pleasant places to see and ride on

^^i^^
7'^'

^l^
"°' "^'^'''"^ '^'"^ '' ^hey kept theirbnght verdure when the higher grounds were parchedand brown

; then too. after rain, they were made

^rt.^^^'
''' ''^'' ^'"^^ ^^^^- «-er called

As the mdcachina was the first wild flower to blossomm the land It had as great an attraction to us children

nthlr%^li'''^'"^Ty'
ground-ivy, celandine, andother first blooms for the child in England. Our

Itking or ou:- earliest flower was all the greater because

Z uZ"'
'' '"^ ^^'^ ''' ^^'^ '''''' ^J^° because ithad a bulb very nice to eat-a small round bulb the

ize of a hazel nut, of a pearly white, which tasted like
sugar and water. Tnat little sweetness was enough to
set us all d.ggmg the bulbs up with table-knives^ buteven l.ttle children en value things for their beauty a
well as taste. The mdcachim was like the wood-sorr-Im shape, both flower and leaf, but the leaves were

j^lant flourished most where the grass was close-cropped
by he sheep, forming a smooth turf like that of our
chalk downs. The flowers were never crowded cogether
like the buttercup, forming sheets of shining yellow
but grew two or three inches apart, each slender stem'

if!
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producing a single flower, which couple of
inches above the turf. So fine were cne stems that the
slightest breath of wind would set the h" 50ms sway-
ing, and it was then a pretty sight, and ottcn held me
motionless in the midst of some green place, when all
ai,)und me for hundreds of yards the green carpet of
grass was abundantly sprinkled with thousands of the
little yellow blossoms all swaying to the light wind.

These green level lands were also a favourite haunt
of the golcien plover on their first arrival in September
from 'heir breeding-places many thousands of miles
away in the arctic regions. Later in the season, as the
water dried up, they would go el. ewhere. They came
in flocks and were then greatly esteemed as a table-
bird, especially by my father, but we could only have
them when one of my elder brothers, who was the
sportsman of the family, vvent out to shoot them. As
a very small boy I was not allowed to use a gun, but as
I had been taught to throw the bolas by the little native
boys I sometimes associated with, I thought I might
be able to pro are a few of the birds with it. The
bolas, used for such an object, is a string -^ .ouple of
yards long, made from fine threads cut from 3 colt's
hide, twisted or braided, and a leaden ball at each end
one being the size of a hen's t^g, the other less th.n
half the size. The small ball is held in the hand, th,-
other swung round three or four times and the bolai
then launched at the animal or bird one wishes to
capture.

I spent many hours on several consecutive days
following the flocks about on my pony, hurling the
bo,as at them without bringing down more than one
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bird. My proceedings were no doubt wntrhed with
amusement by the people of the csta, cia house, who
were often sitting o.u of doors at the everlasting mate-
dr:nk,ng; and perhaps Don Anastaciodid not like it
as he V .s, I ,:Tiagine, something of a St. Francis with
regard to rhe lower animals. He certainly loved his
abommahle pigs. At all events on the last day of mvvam efforts to procure golden plover, a big, bearded
gaucho. with hat stuck on the back of h,s head, rode
forth rom the house on a large horse, and was passing
at a distance of about fifty yards when he all at once
stopped, and turning came at a gallop to within a few
teet ot me and shouted in a loud voice • « Why doyou come here English boy, frightening and chasing
away Gods httle birds .P Don't you know that they
do no harm to any one, and it is wrong to hurt them ? "

And with that he galloped ofF.

I was angry at being rebuked by an ignorant ruffianly
gaucho, who like most of his kind would tell lies
gamble, cheat, n-ht, steal, and do other naughty things
without a qualm. Besides, it struck me as funny to
hear the golden plover, which I wanted for the tab'e
called " God's little birds," just as if they were wrens c;
swallows or humming-birds, or the darling little manv-
coLared kinglet of the bulrush beds. But I w'as
ashamed, too, and gave up the chase.
The nearest of the moist green low-iyin- spots I

have described as lying south of us, between our house
and Canada Seca, was not more than twenty minutes'
walk cram the gate. It was a flat, oval-shaped area of
about fifty rcres, and kept its vivid green colour and
treshness w^en in January the surrounding land was all
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of a rusty brown colour. It v as to us a delightful

spot to run about and play on, and though the golden

plover did not come there it was haunted during the

summer by small flocks of the pretty bufF-coloured

sandpiper, a sandpiper with the habits of a plover,

one, too, which breeds in the arctic regions and spends

half the year in southern South America. This green

area would become flooded after heavy rains. It was

then like a vast lake to us, although the water was not

more than about three feet deep, and at such times it

was infested with the big venomous toad-like creature

called escuerzo in the vernacular, which simply means

toad, but naturalists have placed it in quite a diflxrent

family of the batrachiai - and call it Ceratophrys ornata.

It is toad-like in form bui. more lumpish, with a bigger

head ; it is as big as a man's fist, of a vivid green with

black symmetrical markings on its back, and primrose-

yellow beneath. A dreadful-looking creature, a toad

that preys on the real or common toads, swallowing

them alive just as the hamadryad swallows other serpents,

venomous or not, and as the cribo of Martinique, a

big non-venomous se'^ ;nt, kills and swallows the

deadly fer-de-lanc.-.

In summer we had no fear of this creature, as it

buries itself in the soil and aestivates during the hot,

dry season, and comes forth in wet weather. I never

knew any spot where these creatures were more

abundant than in that winter lake of ours, and at night

in the flooded time we used to lie awake listening to

their concerts. The Ceratophrys croaks when angry,

and as it is the most truculent of all batrachians it

works itself into a rage if you go near it. Its first
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efforts at chanting or singing sounds like the dccn
harsh, ang.r-croak prolonged, .ut as the time goes onthey gradu. iy acquire, n.ght by nigh,, a less taucous
a..d a louder, more sustained and far-reaching soundThere was always very

, eat variety in the tones
; and

wh.le some continued deep and harsh-the harshestsound ,n nature-others were clearer and not unmusical-
and m a large nur cr there were always a few in ",
scattered choir that out-soared all the others in h

.'

long-drawn notes, almost organ-like in quality
L.ster,ng to their varied performance one night aswe lay bed, my sporting brother proposed that onthe followmg morning we should drag one of the

cattle-troughs to the lake to launch it 'and go on avoyage ,n quest of these dangerous, hateful creaturesand .lay them w.th our javelins. It was not an im-
possible scheme, smce the creatures we.e to be seen at
thts season swimming or floating on the surface, and inour boat or canoe we should also detect them as they
-loved about over the green suard the bottom

Accordmgly, next morning afte breakfast we set

^reatrbT^'";"^.""'" f^'""^ ^° ^">' °"'-'> -"d with
great labour dragged the trough to the water. It wasa box-shaped thmg, about twenty-feet long and two
feet w.de at the bottom and three at the^top. We
us, from my brother's extensive armoury

and fi f "^uV^"'
''"'' '^''" '^^^'"S ^"^'^"t history,and fired w.th the story of old wars when men fou^hhand to hand, he had dropped guns and pistols for themomen and set himself with furious L to manu!

tactu^re the ancient weapons-bows and arrows, pikes,

J
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shield, battle-axes and javelins. These last were sticks

about six feet long, nicely made of pine-wood—he had

no doubt bribed the carpenter to make them for him

—

and pointed with old knife-blades six or seven inches

long, ground to a fearful sharpness. Such formidable

weapons were not required for our purpose : they

would have served well enough !' we had been going

out against Don Anastacio's fierce and powerful swine
;

but it was his order, and to his wild and warlike ima-

gination the toad-like creatures were the warriors of

some hostile tribe opposing us, I forget if in Asia or

Africa, which had to be conquered and extirpated.

No sooner had we got into our long, awkwardly-

shaped boat than it capsized and threw us all into the

water ; that was but the first of some dozens of upsets

and fresh drenchings we experienced during the day.

However, we succeeded in circumnavigating the lake

and crossing it two or three times from side to side,

and in slaying seventy or eighty of the enemy with our

javelins.

At length, when the short, mid-winter day was in its

decline, and we were all feeling stifFand cold and half-

famished, our commander thought proper to bring the

great lake battle, with awful slaughter of our barbarian

foes, to an end, and we wearily trudged home in our

soaking clothes and squeaking shoes. We were too

tired to pay much heed to the little sermon we had ex-

pected, and glad to get into dry clothes and sit down

to food and tea. Then to sit by the fire as close as we

could get to it, until we all began to sneeze and to feel

our throats getting sore and our faces burning hot.

And, finally, when we went burning and shivering with
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cdd to bed we could not sleep

; and hark ! the grandnightly chorus was going on just as usual. No inp^e of the great slaughter we had not exterminated
the enemy; on the contrary, they appeared to be re-joicing over a great victory, especially when high above

If thtirwThi^^^^^^^^^^^
-'-''' --'^

How I then wished, when tossing and burning
cverishly in bed, that I had rebelled and refused tfake part in that day's adventure ! I was too youngtor It, and again and again, when thrusting one of the

Wbi?;'""^'
with my javelin, I had experienced

horrible disgust and shrinking at the spectacle. Nown my wakeful hours, with that tremendous chanting

^ighTm^'
'^ '' '-''' '-' '^ - -^ - ^'^e"!
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CHAPTER XIII

A Patriarch of the Pampas

The grand old man of the plaint—Don Evaristo Penalva, the

Patriarch My first sight of his estancia house—Don Evaristo

described-—A husband of six wives—How he was esteemed

and loved by every one—On leaving home I lose sight of Don

Evaristo— 1 meet him again after seven years—His failing

health—His old first wife and her daughter, Cipriana—The

tragedy of Cipriana—Don Evaristo dies and I lose sight of

the family.

Patriarchs were fairly common in the land of my
nativity : grave, dignified old men with imposing

beards, owners of land and cattle and many horses,

though many of them could not spell their own names;

handsome too, some of them with regular features,

descendants of good old Spanish families who colonized

the wide pampas in the seventeenth and early eighteenth

centuries. I do not think I have got one of this sort

in the preceding chapters which treat of our neighbours,

unless it be Don Anastacio Buenavida of the corkscrew

curls and quaint taste in pigs. Certainly he was of the

old landowning class, and in his refined features and

delicate little hands and feet gave evidence of good

blood, but the marks of degeneration were equally plain ;

he was an effeminate, futile person, and not properly to

180
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be ranked with the patriarchs. His ugly grotesque
neighbour of the piebald horses was more like one
I described the people that lived nearest to us our
next-door neighbours so to speak, because I knew
them from childhood and followed their fortunes when
I grew up, and was thus able to give their complete
history. The patriarchs, the grand old gaucho estan-
cieros, I came to know, were scattered all over the land
but, with one exception, I did not know them intimately
from childhood, and though I could fill this chapter
with their portraits I prefer to give it all to the one I
knew best, Don Evaristo Peiialva, a very fine patriarch
indeed.

I cannot now remember when I first made his
acquamtance, but I was not quite six, though very near
it, when I had my first view of his house. In the
chapter on " Some Early Bird Adventures "

I have
described my first long walk on the plains, when two
of my brothers took me to a river some distance from
home, where I was enchanted with my first sight of
that glorious water-fowl, the flamingo. Now as we
stood on the brink of the flowing water, which had a
width of about two hundred yards at that spot when
the river had overflowed its banks, one of my elder
brothers pointed to a long low house, thatched with
rushes, about three-quarters of a mile distant on the
other side of the stream, and informed me that it was
the estancia house of Don Evaristo Penalva, who was
one of the principal landowners in that part.

That was one of the images my mind received on
that adventurous day which have not faded—the lone
low, mud-built house, standing on the wide, empty

i
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treeless plain, with three ancient, half-dead, crooked

acacia trees growing close to it, and a little further

away a corral or cattle-enclosure and a sheep-fold. It

was a poor, naked, dreary-looking house without garden

or shade, and I dare say a little English boy six years

old would have smiled, a little incredulous, to be

told that it was the residence of one of the principal

landowners in that part.

Then, as we have seen, I got my horse, and being

delivered from the fear of evil-minded cows with long,

sharp horns, I spent a good deal of my time on the

plain, where I made the acquaintance of other small

boys on horseback, who took me to their homes and

introduced me to their people. In this way I came to

be a visitor to that lonely-looking house on the other

aide of the river, and to know all the interesting people

in it, including Don Evaristo himself, its lord and

master. He was a middle-aged man at that date, of

medium height, very white-skinned, with long black

hair and full beard, straight nose, fine broad forehead,

with large dark eyes. He was slow and deliberate in

all his movements, grave, dignified, and ceremonious

in his manner and speech ; but in spite of this lofty

air he was known to have a sweet and gentle disposition

and was friendly towards every one, even to small boys

who are naturally naughty and a nuisance to their

elders. And so it came about that even as a very small

shy boy, a stranger in the house, I came to know that

Don Evaristo was not one to be afraid of.

I hope that the reader, forgetting all he has learnt

about the domestic life of the patriarchs of an older

time, will not begin to feel disgusted at Don Evaristo
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when I proceed to say that he was the husband of six

wives, all living with him at that same house. The
first, the only one he had been permitted to marry in a

church, was as old as or rather older than himself; she
was very dark and was getting wrinkles, and was the

mother of several grown-up sons and daughters, some
married. The others were of various ages, the
youngest two about thirty ; and these were twin sisters,

both named Ascension, for they were both born on
Ascension Day. So much alike were these Ascensions
in face and figure that one day, when I was a big boy,
I went into the house, and finding one of the sisters

there began relating something, when she was called

out. Presently she came back, as I thought, and I

went on with my story just where I had left off, and
only when I saw the look of surprise and inquiry on
her face did I discover that I was now talking to the

oth'ix- sister.

How was this man with six wives regarded by his

neighbours ? He was esteemed and beloved above
most men in his position. If any person was in

trouble or distress, or suffering from a wound or some
secret malady, he would go to Don Evaristo for advice
and assistance and for such remedies as he knew ; and
if he was sick unto death he would send for Don
Evaristo to come to him to write down his last will

and testament. For Don Evaristo knew his letters

and had the reputation of a learned man among th

gauchos. They considered him better than any on.
calling himself a doctor. I remember that his cure for

shingles, a common and dangerous ailment in that

region, was regarded as infallible. The malady took
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the form of an eruption, like erysipelas, on the middle

of the body and extending round the waist till it formed
a perfect zone. " If the zone is not complete 1 can

cure the disease," Don Evaristo would say. He would
send some one down to the river to procure a good-
sized toad, then causing the patient to strip, he would
take pen and ink and write on the skin in the space

between the twc ends of the inflamed region, in stout

letters, the words. In the name of the Father^ etc. I'his

done, he would take the toad in his hand and gently

rub it on the inflamed part, and the toad, enraged at

such treatment, would swell himself up almost to

bursting and exude a poisonous milky secretion from
his warty skin. That was all, and the man got well

!

If it pleased such a man as that to have six wives

instead of one it was right and proper for him to have

them ; no person would presume to say that he was
not a good and wise and religious man on that account.

It may be added that Don Evaristo, like Henry VIII,

who also had six wives, was a strictly virtuous man.
The only difference was that when he desired a fresh

wife he did not barbarously execute or put away the

one, or the others, he already possessed.

I lost sight of Don Evaristo when I was sixteen,

having gone to live in another district about thirty

miles from my old home He was then just at the

end of the middle period of life, with a few grey hairs

beginning to show in his black beard, but he was still

a strong man and more children were being added to

his numerous family. Some time later I heard that he

had acquired a second estate a long day's journey on
horseback from the first, and that some of his wives
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and children had emigrated to the new estancia, and
that he divided his time between the two establish-

ments. But his people were not wholly separated from
each other

; from time to time some of them would
take the long journey to visit the absent ones and
there would be an exchange of homes between them.
For, incredible as it may seem, they were in spirit, or
appeared to be, a united family.

Seven years had passed since I lost sight of them,
when it chanced that I was travelling home from the

southern frontier with only two horses to carry me.
One gave out, and I was compelled to leave him on
the road. I put up that evening at a little wayside
pulperia, or public-house, and was hospitably enter-

tained by the landlord, who turned out to be an
Englishman. But he had lived so long among the
gauchos, having left his country when very young, that

iie had almost forgotten his own language. Again and
again during the evening he started talking in English
as if glad of the opportunity to speak his native tongue
once more

; but after a sentence or two a word wanted
would not come, and it would have to be spoken in

Spanish, and gradually he would relapse into unadul-
terated Spanish again, then, becoming consciou ^f the

relapse, he would make a fresh start in Enplish

As we sat talking after supper I expressed my
intention of leaving early in the morning so as to get
over a few leagues while it was fresh, as the weather
was very hot and I had to consider my one horse. He
was sorry not to be able to provide me with another,

but at one of the large estancias I would come to next
morning I would no doubt be able to get one. He

ii 1
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then mentioned that in about an hour and a half or two
hours I should arrive at an estancia named I.a P -a
Brr.va, where many riding-horses were kept.

This was good news indeed ! La Paja Brava was
the name of the estate my ancient friend and neigh-
bour, Don Evaristo, had bought so many years before •

no doubt i should find some of the family, and they
would give me a ' orse and anything I wanted.
The house, when I approached it next morning,

strongly remmded me of the old home of the family
many leagues away, only it was if possible more lonely
and dreary in appearance, without even rn old half-
dead acacia tree to make it less desolate. The plain
all round as far as one could see was absolutely flat
and treeless, the short grass burnt by the January sun
to a yellowish-br )wn colour ; while at the large water-
ing-well, half a mile distant, the cattle were gathering
m vast numbers, bellowing with thirst and raising
clouds of dust in their struggles to get to the trough.

I found Don Evaristo himself in the house, and with
him his first and oldest wife, with several of the grown-
up children. I was grieved to see the change^'in my
old friend

; he had aged greatly in seven years
; his

face was now white as alabaster, and his full beard and
long hair quite grey. He was suffering from some
mternal malady, and spent most of the day in the large
kitchen and living-room, resting in an easy chair. The
fire burnt all day in the hearth in the middle of
the clay floor, and the women served mat6 and did
their work in a quiet way, talking the while ; and all
day long the young men and big boys cime and went,
commg m, one or two at a time, to sip mate, smoke.

«1
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and tell the news—the state of the well, the time the
water would last, the condition of the cattle, of horses
strayed, and so on.

The old first wife had also aged— her whole dark,
anxious face had been covered with little interlacing

wrinkles
; but the greatest change was in the eldest

child, her daughter Cipriana, who was living perma-
nently at La Paja Brava. The old mother had a dash
of dark or negrine blood in her veins, and this strain

came out strongly in the daughter, a tall woman with
lustreless crinkled hair of a wrought- iron colour, large

voluptuous mouth, pale dark skin, and large dark
sad eyes.

I remembered that they had not always been sad,

for I had known her -n her full bloom—an imposing
woman, her eyes sparkling with intense fire and passion,

who, despite her coarse features and dark skin, had a

kind of strange wild beauty which attracted men. Un-
happily she placed her affections on the wrong person,
a dashing young gaucho who, albeit landless and poor
in cattle, made a brave appearance, especially when
mounted and when man and horse glittered with silver

ornaments. I recalled how one of my last sights of
her had been on a Sunday morning in summer when I

had ridden to a spot on the plain where it was overgrown
with giant thistles, standing about ten feet high, in full

flower and filling the hot air with their perfume. There,
in a small open grassy space I had dismounted to watch
a hawk, in hopes of finding its nest concealed somewhere
among the thistles close by. And presently two per-
sons came at a swift gallop by the narrow path through
the thistles, and bursting out into that small open spot
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1 saw that it was Cipriana, in a white dress, on a big
bay horse, and her lover, \\;io was leading the W3y.
Catching sight of me they threw me a " Good-morn-
ing" and galloped on, laughing gaily at the unexpected
encounter. I thought that in her white dress, with the
hot sun shining on her, her face flushed with excite-

ment, on her big spirited horse, she looked splendid
that morning.

But she gave herself too freely to her lover, and
by and by there was a difference, and he rode av ay to
return no more. It v as hard for her then to face her
neighbours, and eventually she went away wit!» her
mother to live at the new estancia ; but even now at

this distance of time it is a pain to remember her when
her image comes back to my mind as I saw her on
that chance visit to La Paja Brava.

Every evening during my stay, after matd had been
served and there was a long vacant interval before
night, she would go out from the gate to a distance
of fifty or sixty yards, where an old log was lying on a
piece of waste ground overgrown with nettles, burdock,
and redweed, now dead and brown, and sitting on the
log, her chin resting on her hand, she would fix her
eyes on the dusty road half a mile away, and motion-
less in that dejected attitude she would remain for
about an hour. When you looked closely at her you
could see her lips moving, and if you came quite near
her you could hear her talking in a very low voice,
but she would not lift her gaze from the road nor seem
to be aware of your presence. The fit or dream over,
she would get up and return to the house, where she
would quietly set to work with the other women in
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preparing the great meal of the day—the late supper

of roast and boiled meat, when all the men would be

back from their work with the cattle.

That was my last sight of Cipriana ; what her end

was I never heard, nor what was done with the Paja

Brava after f'^e death of Don Evaristo, who was

gathered to his fathers a year or so after my visit. I

only know that the old place where as a child 1 first

knew him, where his cattle and horses grazed, and the

stream where they were watered was alive with herons

and spoonbills, black-necked swans, glossy ibises in

clouds, and great blue ibises with resounding voices,

is now possessed by aliens, who destroy all wild bird

life and grow corn on the land for the markets of

Europe.
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CHAPTER XIV

The Dovecote

A favourite viimbinR tree—The deiire to fly—Soaring birds—

A

peregrine falcon—The dovecote and pigeon-pies—The falcon's

depredations—A splendid aerial feat—A secret enemy of the

dovecote—A short-eared owl ii a loft—My father and birds

—A strange flower—The owls' nesting-place—Great owl

visitations.

By the side of the moat at the far end of the enclosed

ground there grew a big red willow, the tree alr^'ady

mentioned in a former chapter as the second largest

in the plantation. It had a thick round trunk, wide-

spreading horizontal branches, and rough bark. In

its shape, when the thin foliage was gone, it was more

like an old oak than a red willow. This was my
favourite tree when I had once mastered the difficult

and dangerous art of climbing. It was farthest from

the house of all the trees, on a waste weedy spot which

no one else visited, and iliis made it an ideal place for

me, and whenever I was in the wild arboreal mood I

would climb the willow to find a good stout branch

high up on which to spend an hour, with a good view

of the wide green plain before me and the sight of

grazing flocks and herds, and of houses and poplar groves

looking blue in the u'Stance. Here, too, in this tree,
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I first felt the desire for wings, to dream of the delight

it would be to circle upwarvls to a great height and

float on the air without effort, like the gull and buzzard

and harrier and other great soaring land and water

birds. But from the time this notion and Jesire began

to affect me I envied most the great crested screamer,

an inhabitant then of all the marshes in our vicinity.

For here was a bird as big or bigger than a goose, as

heavy almost as I was myself, who, whc Se wished to

fly, rose off the ground with tremendous labour, and

then as he got higher and higher flew more and more

easily, until he rose so high that he looked no bigger

than a lark or pipit, and at that height he would con-

tinue floating round and round in vast circles for hours,

pouring out those jubilant cries at intervals which

sounded to us so far below like clarion notes in the sky.

If I could only get off the ground like that heavy bird

and rise as high, then the blue air would make me as

buoyant and let me float all day without pain or effort

like the bird ! This desire has continued with me
through my life, yet I have never wished to fly in a

balloon or airship, since I should then be tied to a

machine and have no will or sc.l of my own. The
desire has only been gratifi^^d a very few times in that

kind of dream called levitation, when one rises and

floats above the earth without effort and is like a ball

of thistledown carried by the wind.

My favourite red willow was also the chosen haunt

of another being, a peregrine falcon, a large handsome

female that used to spend some months each year with

us, and would sit for hours every day in the tree. It

was an ideal tree for the falcon, too, not only because
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it was a quiet spot where it could doze the hot hours

away in safety, but also on account of the numbers of

pigeons we used to keep. The pigeon-house, a round,

tower-shaped building, whitewashed outside, with a

small door always kept locked, was usually tenanted by

four or five hundred birds. These cost us nothing to

keep, and were never fed, as they picked up their own

living on the plain, and being strong fliers and well

used to the dangers of the open country abounding in

hawks, they ranged far from home, going out in small

parties of a dozen or more to their various distant

feeding-grounds. When out riding we used to come

on these flocks several miles from home, and knew they

were our birds since no one else in that neighbourhood

kept pigeons. They were highly valued, especially by

my father, who preferred a broiled pigeon to mutton

cutlets for breakfast, and was also fond of pigeon-pies.

Once or twice every week, according to the season,

eighteen or twenty young birds, just ready to leave the

nest, were taken from the dovecote to be put into a

pie of gigantic size, and this was usually the grandest

dish on the table when we had a lot of people to dinner

or supper.

Every day the falcon, during the months she spent

with us, took toll of the pigeons, and though these

depredations annoyed my father he did nothing to stop

them. He appeared to think that one or two birds

a day didn't matter much as the birds were so many.

The falcon's custom was, after dozing a few hours in

the willow, to fly up and circle high in the air above

the buildings, whereupon the pigeons, losing their

heads in their terror, would rush up in a cloud to
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escape their deadly enemy. This was exactly what
their enemy wanted them to do, and no sooner would
they nse to the proper height than she would make
her swoop, and singling out her victim strike it down
with a blow of her lacerating claws

; down like a stone
It would fall, and the hawk, after a moment's pause in
m.d-a.r would drop down after it and catch it in her
talons before it touched the tree-tops, then carry it
away to feed on at leisure out on the plain. It was
a magnificent spectacle, and although witnessed so
otten It always greatly excited me.
One day my father went to the galpon, the big barn-

like buddmg used for storing wood, hides, and horse-
hair, and seeing him go up the ladder I climbed up
atter him It was an immense vacant place containing
nothing but a number of empty cases on one side of
the floor and empty flour-barrels, standing upright, on
the other My father began walking about among the
cases, and by and by called me to look at a younff
pigeon apparently just killed, which he had found in
one of the empty boxes. Now, how came it to be
there .? he asked. Rats, no doubt, but how strange
and almost incredible it seemed that a rat, however bit
had been able to scale the pigeon-house, kill a pigeon
and drag it back a distance of twenty-five yards then
mount with it to the loft, and after all that labo'ur to
eave it uneaten

! The wonder grew when he began
to find more young pigeons, all young birds almost
of an age to have left the nest, and only one or two
out ot half a dozen with any flesh eaten.
Here was an enemy to the dovecote who went about

at night and did his killing quietly, unseen by any one,
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and was ten times more destructive than the falcon,

who killed her one adult pigeon daily in sight of all

the world and in a magnificent way 1

I left him pondering over the mystery, gradually

working himself up into a rage against rats, and went

off to explore among the empty barrels standing

upright on the other side of the loft.

"Another pigeon!" 1 shouted presently, filled

with pride at the discovery and fishing the bird up

from the bottom. He came over to me and began

to examine the dead bird, his wrath still increasmg ;

then I .'louted gleefully again, " Another pigeon !

'

and altogether 1 shouted " Another pigeon !

" about

five times, and by that time he was in a quite

furious temper. " Rats—rats !
" he exclaim. " kill-

ing all these pigeons and dragging them up Here just

to put them away in empty barrels—who ever heard

of such a thing 1
" No strongc:r language did he use.

Like the vicar's wonderfully sober-minded daughter,

as described by Marjory Fleming, " he never said a

single dam," for that was the sort of man he was, but

he went back fuming to his boxes.

Meanwhile I continued my investigations, and by

and by, peering into an empty barrel, received one of

the greatest shocks I had ever experienced. Down at

the bottom of the barrel was a big brown-and-ycUow

mottled owl, one of a kind 1 had never seen, standing

with Its claws grasping a dead pigeon and its face

turned up in alarm at mine. Wh.it a face it was !—

a

round grey disc, with black lines like spokes radiating

from the centre, where the beak was, and the two wide-

open staring orange-coloured eyes, the wheel-like head
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surmounted by a pair of ear- or horn-like black feathers !

For a few moments we stared at one another, then
recovenng myself I shouted, « Father— an owl !

"

For although I had never seen its like before 1 knew
It was an owl. Not until that moment had I known
any owl except the common burrowinc;-o\vl of the plain
a small grey-and-white bird, half diu'rnal in its habits^
with a pretty dove-like voice when it hooted round the'
house of an evening.

In a few moments my father came running over to
my side, an iron bar in his hand, and looking into the
barrel began a furious assault on the bird. "This
then is the culprit !

" he cried. " This is the rat that
has been destroying my birds by the score ! Now he's
going to pay for it

;
" and so on, striking down with

the bar while the bird struggled frantically to rise and
make its escape

; but in the end it was killed and
thrown out on the floor.

That was the first and only time I saw my father
kill a bird, and nothing but his extreme anger against
the robber of his precious pigeons would have made
him do a thing so contrary to his nature. He was
quite willing to have bird, killed-young pigeons,
wild ducks, plover, snipe, whimbrcl, tinamou or
partridge, and va-ious others which he liked to eat-
but the killing always had to be done by others. He
hated to see any bird killed that was not for the table
and that was why he tolerated the falcon, and even
allowed a pair of carandm, or carrioa-eagles-birds
destructive to poultry, and killers when they got the
chance of newly-born lambs and sucking-pigs—to have
their huge nest in one of the old peach trees for
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several years. I never saw him angrier than once

when a visitor staying in the house, going out with his

gun one day suddenly threw it up to his shoulder

and brought down a passing swallow.

That was my first encounter with the short-eared

owl, a world-wandering species, known familiarly to the

sportsman in England as the October or woodcock

owl ; an inhabitant of the whole of Europe, also of

Asia, Africa, America, Australasia, and many Atlantic

and Pacific islands. No other bird has so vast a range ;

yet nobody in the house could tell me anything about

it, excepting that it was an owl, which 1 knew, and no

such bird was found in our neighbourhood. Several

months later I found out more about it, and . .is was

when I began to ramble about the plain on my pony.

One of the most attractive spots to me at that time,

when my expeditions were not yet very extended, was

a low-lying moist stretch of ground about a mile and

a half from home, where on account of the moisture it

was always a vivid green. In spring it was like a

moist meadow in England, a perfect garden of wild

flowers, and as it was liable to become flooded in wet

winters it was avoided by the vizcac/ias, the big rodents

that make their warrens or villages of huge burrows all

over the plain. Here I used to go in quest of the

most charming flowers which were not found in other

places ; one, a special favourite on account of its

delicious fragrance, being the small lily called by the

natives Lagrimas de la Virgin—Tears of the Virgin.

Here at one spot the ground to the extent of an acre

or so was occupied by one plant of a peculiar appear-

ance, to the complete exclusion of the tall grasses and
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herbage in other parts. It grew in little tussocks like
bushes, each plant composed of twenty or thirty stalks
of a woody toughness and about two and a half feet
high. The stems were thickly clothed with round
leaves, soft as velvet to the touch and so dark a green
that at a little distance they looked almost black against
the bright green of the moist turf. Their beauty was
m the blossoming season, when every stem produced
Its dozen or more flowers growing singly among the
leaves, in size and shape like dog-roses, the petals of
the purest, loveliest yellow. As the flowers grew close
to the stalk, to gather them it was necessary to cut the
stalk at the root with all its leaves and flowers, and
this I sometimes did to take it to my mother, who had
a great love of wild flowers. But no sooner would I
start with a bunch of flowering stalks in my hand than
the lovely delicate petals would begin to drop off, and
before I was half-way home there would not be a petal
left. This extreme frailty or sensitiveness used to
infect me with the notion that this flower was some-
thing more than a mere flower, something like a
sentient being, and that it had a feeling in it which
caused it to drop its shining petals and perish when
removed from its parent root and home.
One day in the plant's blossoming time, I was

slowly walking my pony through the dark bottle-green
tufts, when a big yellowish-tawny owl got up a yard
or so from the hvoofs, and I instantly recognized it as
the same sort of bird as our mysterious pigeon-killer.
And there on the ground where it had been was its

nest, just a slight depression with a few dry bents by
way of lining and five round white eggs. From that

Ill
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time 1 was a frequent visitor to the owls, and for

three summers they bred at the same spot in spite of

the anxiety they suffered on my account, and I saw

and grew familiar with their i^u 'int-looking young,

clothed in white down and with long narrow pointed

heads more like the heads of aquatic birds than of

round-headed flat-faced owls.

Later, I became even better acquainted with the

short-eared owl. A year or several years would some-

times pass without one being seen, then all at once

they would come in numbers, and this was always

when there had been a great increase in field-mice and

other small rodents, and the owl population all over

the country had in some mysterious way become

aware of the abundance and had come to get their

share of it. At these times you could see the owls

abroad in the late afternoon, before sunset, in quest of

prey, quartering the ground like harriers, and dropping

suddenly into the grass at intervals, while at dark the

air resounded with their solemn hooting, a sound as

of a deep-voiced mastiff baying at a great distance.

As I have mentioned our famous pigeon-pies, when

describing the dovecote, I may as well conclude this

chapter with a fuller account of our way of living as

to food, a fascinating subject to most persons. The

psychologists tell us a sad truth when they say that

taste, being the lowest or least intellectual of our five

senses, is incapable of registering impressions on the

mind ; consequently we cannot recall or recover

vanished flavours as we can recover, and mentally see

and hear, long-past sights and sounds. Smells, too,



THE DOVECOTE 199

when we cease smelling, vanish and return not, only
we remember that blossoming orange grove where
we once walked, and beds of wild thyme and penny-
royal when we sat on the grass, also flowering bean
and lucerne fields, filled and fed us, body and soul,
with delicious perfumes. In like manner we can
recollect the good things we consumed long years
ago—the things we cannot eat now because we are
no longer capable of digesting and assimilating them;
it is like recalling past perilous adventures by land and
water in the brave young days when we loved danger
for its own sake There was, for example, the salad^of
cold sliced potatoes and onions, drenched in oil and
vinegar, a glorious dish with cold meat to go to bed
on

! Also hot maize-meal cakes eaten with syrup at
breakfast, and other injudicious cakes. As a rule it was
a hot breakfast and midday dinner; an afternoon tea,

with hot bread and scones and peach -preserve, and a
late cold supper. For breakfast, mutton cutlets, cofFee,

and things made with maize. Eggs were plentiful-
eggs of fowl, duck, goose, and wild-fowl's eggs—wild
duck and plover in their season. In spring—August
to ()ctober—we occasionally had an ostrich or rhea's
egg in the form of a huge omelette at breakfast, and
it was very good. The common native way of cooking
it by thrusting a rod heated red through the egg^ then
burying it in the hot ashes to complete the cooking,
did not commend itself to us. From, the end of July
to the end of September we feasted on plovers' eggs
at breakfast. In appearance and taste they were
precisely like our lapwings' eggs, only larger, the Argen-
tine lapwing being a bigger^ bird than its European

ill
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cousin. In those distant days the birds were excessively

abundant all over the pampas where sheep were

pastured, for at that time there were few to shoot

wild birds and nobody ever thought of killing a lap-

wing for the table. The country had not then been

overrun by bird-destroying immigrants from Europe,

especially by Italians. Outside of the sheep zone in

the exclusively cattle-raising country, where the rough

pampas grasses and herbage had not been eaten down,

the plover were sparsely distributed.

I remember that one day, when I was thirteen, I

went out one morning after breakfast to look for

plovers' eggs, just at the beginning of the laying season

when all the eggs one found were practically new-laid.

My plan was that of the native boys, to go at a fast

gallop over the plain and mark the spot far ahead where

a lapwing was seen to rise and fly straight away to

some distance. For this method some training is

necessary to success, as in many cases more birds than

Qne—sometimes as many as three or four—would be

seen to rise at various points and distances, and one

had to mark and keep in memory the exact spots to

visit them successively and fir.d the nests. The English

method of going out and quartering the ground in

search of a nest in likely places where the birds breed

was too slow for us.

The nests I found that morning contained one or

two and sometimes three eggs—very rarely the full

clutch of four. Before midday I had got back with a

bag of sixty-four eggs; and that was the largest number

1 ever gathered at one time.

Our dinner consisted of meat and pumpkin, boiled
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or baked, maize ' in the milk " in its season and sweet
potatoes, besides the other common vegetables and
salads. Maize-meal puddings and pumpkin pies and
tarts were common with us, but the sweet we loved
best was a peach-pie, made like an apple-pie with a

crust, and these came in about the middle of February
and lasted until April or even May, when our late

variety, which we called " winter peach," ripened.

My mother was a clever and thrifty housekeeper,
and I think she made more of the peach than any
other resident in the country who possessetl an orchartl.

Her peach preserves, which lasted us the year round,
were celebrated in our neighbourhood. Peach pre-
serves were in most English houses, but our house was
alone in making pickled peaches : I think this was an
mvention of her own; I do not know if it has taken
on, but we always had pickled peaches on the table and
preferred them to all other kinds, and so did every
person who tasted them.

I here recall an amusing incident with regard to our
pickled peaches, and will relate it just because it serves
to bring in yet another of our old native neighbours.
I never thought of him when describing the others, as

he was not so near us and we saw little of him and his

people. His name was Ventura Gutierres, and he
called himself an estanciero—a landowner and head of
a cattle establishment

; but there was very little land
left and practically no cattle—only a few cows, a few
sheep, a few horses. His estate had been long crumb-
ling away and there was hardly anything left; but he
was a brave spirit and had a genial, breezy manner, and
dressed well in the European mode, with trousers and

in
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coat and waistcoat—this last garment being of satin

and a very bright blue. And he alked incessantly of

his possessions : his house, his tree-i, his animals, his wife

and daughters. And he was immensely popular in the

neighbourhood, no doubt because he was the father of

four rather good-looking, marriageable girls ; and as

he kept open house his kitchen was always full of

visitors, mostly young men, who sipped mate by the

hour, and made themselves agreeable to the girls.

One of Dor Ventura's most delightful traits—that

is, to us young people—was his loud voice. I think

it was a convention in those days ff estancitros or

cattlemen to raise their voices according to their im-

portance in the community. When several gauchos

are galloping over the plain, chasing horses, hunting or

marking cattle, the one who is head of the gang shouts

his directions at the top of his voice. Probably in this

way the habit of shouting at all times by landowners

and persons in authority had been acquired. And so it

pleased us very much when Don Ventura came one

evening to see my father and consented to sit down to

partake of supper with us. We loved to listen to his

shouted conversation.

My parents apologized for having nothing but cold

meats to put before him—cold shoulder of mutton, a

bird, and pickles, cold pie and so on. True, he replied,

cold meat is never or rarely eaten by man on the plains.

People do have cold meat in the house, but that as a

rule is where there are children, for when a child is

hungry, and cries for food, his mother gives him a

bone of cold meat, just as in other countries where

bread is common you give a child a piece of bread.
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However, he would try coKl meat for once. It looked
to him as if there were other things to eat on the table.

"And what is this .' " he shoutevi, pointing dramatically

at a dish of large, very green-looking pickled peaches.

Peaches—peaches in winter ! This is strange indeed !

It was explained to him that they were pickled
peaches, and that it was the custom of the house to

have them on the table at supper. He tried one w. h
his cold mutton, and was presently assuring my parents
that never in his life had he partaken of anything so
good—so tasty, so appetizing, and whether or not it was
because of the pickled peaches, or some quality in our
mutton which made it unlike all other mutton, he had
never enjoyed a meal as much. What he wanted to
know was how the thing was done. He was told that

large, sound fruit, just ripening, must be selected for

pickling
; when the finger dents a peach it is too ripe.

The selected peaches are washed and dried and put
into a cask, then boiling vinegar, with a handful of

cloves, is poured in till it covers the fruit, the cask
closed and left for a couple of months, by which time
the fruit would be properly pickled. Two or three

casks-full were prepared in this way each season and
served us for the entire year.

It was a revelation, he said, and lamented that he
and his people had not this secret before. He, too,

had a peach orchard, and when the fruit ripened his

family, assisted by all their neighbours, feasted from
morning till night on peaches, and hardly left room in

their stomachs for roast meat when it was dinner-time.

The consequence was that in a very few weeks—he
could almost say days— the fruit was all gone, and they

M»i|^ \1*, * r^^Kjfi
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had to say, "No more peaches for another twelve

months!" All that would now be changed. He

would command his w ife and daughters to pickle

peaches—a cask-full, or two or three if one would not

be enough. He would provide vinegar—many gallons

of it, and cloves by the handful. And when they had

got their pickled peaches he would have cold mutton

for supper every day all the year round, and enjoy his

life as he had never done before !

This amused us very much, as we knew that poor

Don Ventura, notwithstanding his loud commandmg

voice, had little or no authority in his house ;
that it

was ruled by his wife, assisted by a council of four

marriageable daughters, whose present objects in life

were little dances and other amusements, and lovers

with courage enough to marry them or carry them off.
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CHAPTER XV

Serpent and Child

My pleasure in bird life—Mammals at our new home—Snaket and
how children are taught to regard them—A colony of snakes

in the house—Their hissing confabulations— Finding serpent

•loughs—A serpent's saviour—A brief history of our English

neighbours, the Blakes.

It is not an uncommon thing, I fancy, for a child or
boy to be more deeply impressed and stirred at the

sight of a snake than of any other creature. This at

all events is my experience. Birds certainly gave me
more pleasure than other animals, aiui this too is no
doubt comino:i with children, and I take the reason of

it to be not only because birds exceed in beauty, but
also on account of the intensity of life they exhibit—

a

life so vivid, so brilliant, as to make that of other

beings, such as reptiles and mammals, seem a rather poor
thing by comparison. But while birds were more
than all other beings to me, mammals too had a great

attraction. I have already spoken of rats, opossums,
and armadillos ; also of the vizcac/ia, the big burrowing
rodent that made his villages all over the plain. One
of my early experiences is of the tremendous outcry

these animals would make at night when suddenly

startled by a very loud noise, as by a clap of :". jnder.

ao5
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When we had visitors from town, especially persons

new to the country who did not know the vizcacha, they

would be taken out after supper, a little distance from

the house, when the plain was all dark and profoundly

silent, and after standing still for a few minutes to give

them time to feel the silence, a gun would be dis-

charged, and after two or three seconds the report

would be followed by an extraordinary hullabaloo, a

wild outcry of hundreds and thousands of voices, from

all over the plain for miles round, voices that seemed

to come from hundreds of different species of animals,

so varied they were, from the deepest booming sounds

to the high shrieks and squeals of shrill-voiced birds.

Our visitors used to be liUed with astonishment.

Another animal that impressed us deeply and pam-

fully was the skunk. They were fearless little beasts

and in the evening would come quite boldly about the

house, and if seen and attacked by a dog, they would

defend themselves with the awful-smelling liquid they

discharge at an adversary. Wlien the wind brought a

whiff of it into the house, when all the doors and

windows stood open, it would create a panic, and

people would get up from table feeling a little sea-sick,

and go in search of some room where the smell was

not. Another powerful-smelling but very beautiful

creature was the common dec . I began to know it

from the age of five, when we went to our new home,

and where we children were sometimes driven with our

parents to visit some neighbours several miles away.

There were always herds of deer on the lands where

the cardoon thistle flourished most, and it was a delight

to come upon them and to see their yellow figures
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standing among the grey-green cardoon bushes, gazing
moti^ n!e^s at us, then turning and rushing away with
^ V histluii^ cr;.

, and sending out gusts of their powerful
'isr:.y smt'lh which the wind sometimes brought to

But there was a something in the serpent which pro-
duced a quite different and a stronger effect on the
mind than bird or mammal or any other creature.
The sight of it was always startling, and however often
seen always produced a mixed sense of amazement and
fear. The feeling was no doubt acquired from our
elders. They regarded snakes as deadly creatures, and
as a child I did not know that they were mostly harm-
less, that it was just as senseless to kill them as to kill

harmless and beautiful birds. I was told that when I

saw a snake I must turn and run for my life until
I was a little bigger, and then on seeing a snake I was
to get a long stick and kill it ; and it was furthermore
impressed on me that snakes are exceedinglv difficult
to kill, that many persons believe that a snake never
really dies until the sun sets, therefore when i killed a
snake, in order to make it powerless to do any harm
between the time of killing it and sunset, it was
necessary to pound it to a pulp with the aforesaid long
stick.

With such teaching it was not strange that even as a
small boy I became a persecutor of snakes.

Snakes were common enough about us ; snakes of
seven or eight different kinds, green in the green
grass, and yellow and dusky-mottled in dry and
barren places and in withered herbage, so that it was
difficult to detect them. Sometimes they intruded into

J II
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the dwelling-rooms, and at all seasons a nest or colony

of snakes existed in the thick old foundations of the

house, and under the flooring. In winter they hiber-

nated there, tangled together in a cluster no doubt;

and in summer nights when they were at home,

coiled at their ease or gliding ghost-like about their

subterranean apartments, 1 would lie awake and listen

to them by the hour. For although it may be news

to some closet ophiologists, serpents are not all so

mute as we think them. At all events this kind the

Philodnas ^stivus-^ beautiful and harmless co ubrme

snakc^two and a half to three feet long, marked al

over with inky black on a vivid green ground-not

only emitted a sound when lying undisturbed in his

den, but several individuals would hold a conversation

together ^vhich seemed endless, for I generally fell

asleep betore it finished. A hissing conversation it is

true, but not unmodulated or without considerable

variety in it; a long sibilation would be fo lowed by

distinctly-heard ticking sounds, as of a husky-ticking

clock, and after ten or twenty or thirty ticks another

hiss, like a long expiring sigh, sometimes with a tremble

in it as of a dry leaf swiftly vibrating in the wind.

No sooner would one cease than another would begin ;

and so it would go on, demand and response, strophe

and antistrophe ; and at intervals several voices would

unite in a kind of low mysterious chorus, death-watch

and flutter and hiss ; while I, lying awake in my bed

listened and trembled. It was dark in the room, and

to my excited imagination the serpents were no longer

under the floor, but out, gliding hither and thither

over it, with uplifted heads, in a kind of mystic dance;
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and I often shivered to think what my bare feet might
touch if I were to thrust a leg out and let it hang
down over the bedside.

" I'm shut in a dark room with the candle blown
out," pathetically cried old Farmer Fleming, when he
heard of his beautiful daughter Dahlia's clandestine

departure to a distant land with a nameless lover.

" I've heard of a sort of fear you have in that dilemma,
lest you should lay your fingers on edges of sharp

knives, and if I think a step— if I go thinking a step,

and feel my way, I do cut myself, and I bleed, I do."
Only in a comparatively snakeless country could such
fancies be born and such metaphors used—snakeless

and highly civilized, where the blades of Sheffield are

cheap and abundant. In ruder lands, where ophidians

abound, as in India and South America, in the dark one
fears the cold living coil and deadlv sudden fang.

^«erpents were fearful things to me at that period
;

- hatsoever is terrible and dangerous, or so reported,

:'. An irresistible attraction for the mind, whether of

child or man ; it was therefore always a pleasure to

have seen a snake in the day's rambles, althoun;h the

sight was a startling one. Also in the warm season it

was a keen pleasure to find the cast slough of the feared

and subtle creature. Here was somethino- not the

serpent, yet so much more than a mere picture of it;

a dead and cast-ofF part of it, but in its completeness,

from the segmented mask with the bright unseeing
eyes, to the fine whip-like tai' end, so like the serpent

itself
; I could handle it, handle the serpent as it were,

yet be in no danger from venomous tooth or stinging

tongue. True, it was colourless, but silvery bright.

l!
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soft as satin to the touch, crinkling when handled with

a sound that to the startled fancy recalled the danger-

ous living hiss from the dry rustling grass !
I would

clutch my prize with a fearful joy, as if I had picked

up a strange feather dropped in passing from the wmg

of one of the fallen but still beautiful angels. And it

always increased my satisfaction when, on exhibiting

my treasure at home, the first sight of it caused a

visible start or an exclamation of alarm.

When my courage and strength were sufficient 1

naturally began to take an active pa: t in the persecution

of serpents; for was not I also of the seed of Eve

Nor can 1 say when my feelings towards our bruised

enemy began to change ; but an incident which 1

witnessed at this time, when 1 was about eight, had,

1 think, a considerable influence on me. At all events

it caused me to reflect on a subject which had not

previously seemed one for reflection. I was in the

orchard, following in the rear of a party of grown-up

persons, mostly visitors to the house ;
when among the

foremost there were sudden screams, gestures ot

alarm, and a precipitate retreat : a snake had been

discovered lying in the path and almost trodden upon.

One of the men, the first to find a stick or perhaps the

most courageous, rushed to the front and was about to

deal a killing blow when his arm was seized by one

of the ladies and the blow arrested. Then, stooping

quickly, she took the creature up in her hands, and

going away to some distance from the others, released

it in the long green grass, green in colour as its glitter-

ing skin and as cool to the touch. Long ago as this

happened it is just as vivid to my mind as if it had
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happened yesterday. I can see her coming back to us
through the orchard trees, her face shining with joy
because she had rescued the reptile from imminent
death, her return greeted w.ch loud expressions of
horror and amazement, which she only .--nswered with a

little laugh and the question, " Why should you kill

it ?" But why was she glad, so innocently glad as it

seemed to me, as if she had done some meritorious
and no evil thing ? My young mind was troubled at

the question, and there was no answer. Nevertheless,
I think that this incident bore fruit later, and taught me
to consider whether it might not be better to spare
than to kill

; better not only for the animal spared,
but for the soul.

And the woman who did this unusual thing and in

doing it unknowingly dropped a minute seed into

a boy's mind, who was she ? Perhaps it would be as

well to give a brief account of her, although I thought
that I had finished with the subject of our neighbours.

She"~^and her husband, a man named Matthew Blake,

were our second nearest English neighbours, but they
lived a good deal further than the Royds and were
seldom visited by us. To me there was nothing
mtercsting in them and their surroundings, as they had
no family and no people but the native peons about
them, and, above all, no plantation where birds could be
seen. They were typical English people of the lower
middle class, who read no books and conversed, with
considerable misuse of the aspirate, about nothing but
their own and their neighbours' affairs. Physically

Mr. Blake was a very big man, being six feet three in

height and powerfully built. He had a round ruddy

'i 'I
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face, clean-shaved except for a pair of side-whiskers, and

pale-blue shallow eyes. He was invariably dressed m

black cloth, his garments being home-made and too large

for him, the baggy trousers thrust into his long boots.

Mr. Blake was nothing to us but a huge, serious, some-

what silent man who took no notice of small boys, and

was clumsy and awkward and spoke very bad Spanish.

He was well spoken of by his neighbours, and was

regarded as a highly respectable and dignified person,

but he had no intimates and was one of those unfor-

tunate persons, not rare among the English, who appear

to stand behind a high wall and, whether they desire it

or not, have no power to approach and mix with their

fellow-beings.

I think he was about forty-five to fifty years old

when I was eight. His wife looked older and was a

short ungraceful woman with a stoop, wearing a sun-

bonnet a°nd sack and a faded gown made by herself.

Her thin hair was of a yellowish-grey tint, her eyes

pale blue, and there was a sunburnt rednes on her

cheeks, but the face had a faded and weary look. But

she was better than her giant husband and was glad to

associate with her fellows, and was also a lover of

animals—horses, dogs, cats, and any and every wild

creature that came in her way.

The Blakes had been married a quarter of a century

or longer and had spent at least twenty years of their

childless solitary life in a mud-built ranch, sheep-

farming on the pampas, and had slowly accumulated a

small fortune, until now they were possessed of about

a square league of land with 25,000 or 30,000 sheep,

and had built themselves a big ugly brick house to

i^
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live in. They had thus secured the prize for which
they had gone so many thousands of miles and had
toiled for so many years, but they were certainly not
happy. Poor Mr. Blake, cut off from his fellow-

creatures by that wall that stood before hi.n, had found
companionship in the bottle, and was seen less and
less of by his neighbours ; and when his wife came to

us to spend two or three days " for a change," although
her home was only a couple ot hours' ride away, the
reason probably was that her husband was in one of
his bouts and had made the place intolerable to her.

I remember that she always came to us with a sad,

depressed look on her face, but after a few hours she
would recover her spirits and grow quite cheerful and
talkative. And of an evening when there was music
she would sometimes consent, after some persuasion,
to give the company a song. That was a joy to us
youngsters, as she had a thin cracked voice that always
at the high notes went ofF into a falsetto. Her favour-
ite air was " Home, sweet Home," and her rendering
m her wailing cracked voice was as great a feast to

us as the strange laugh of our grotesque neighbour
Gandara.

And that is all I can say about her. But now when
I remember that episode of the snake in the orchard,
she looks to me not unbeautiful in memory, and her
voice in the choir invisible sounds sweet enough.

iin
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CHAPTER XVI

A Serpent Mystery

A new feeling about .nakes-Common snakes of t^e country A

barren weedy patch-Discovery of a large ^1'^^'' •"*''^-

Watching for its reappearance-Seen gomg to .ts den-The

desire to see it again-A vain search -Watchmg a bat-The

bCk serpent reappears at my feet-Emot.ons and conjecture.

_Melanism-My baby sister and a strange snake-
1
he

mystery solved.

It was not until after the episode related in the last

chapter and the discovery that a serpent was not neces-

sarily dangerous to human beings, therefore a creature

to be destroyed at sight and pounded to a pulp lest ,t

should survive and escape before sunset, that 1 began

to appreciate its unique beauty and singularity 1 hen,

somewhat later, 1 met with an adventure which pro-

duced another and a new feeling in me, that sense of

something supernatural in the serpent which appears

to have been universal among peoples in a primitive

state of culture and still survives in some barbarous or

semi-barbarous countries, and in others, like Hindustan,

which have inherited an ancient civilization.

The snakes I was familiar with as a boy up to this

time were all of comparatively small size, the largest

being the snake-with-a-cross, described in an early
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chapter. The biggest specimen I have ever found of

this ophidian was under four feet in length ; but the

body is thick, as in all the pit vipers. Then, there

was the green-and-black snake described in the last

chapter, an inhabitant of the house, which seldom ex-

ceeded three feet ; and another of the same cenus, the

most common snake in the country. One seldom took
a walk or ride on the plain without seeing it. It was
in size and shape like our common grass-snake, and
was formerly classed by naturalists in the same genus,

Coronella. It is quite beautiful, the pale greenish-

grey body, mottled with black, being decorated with

two parallel bright red lines extending from the neck

to the tip of the fine-pointed tail. Of the others the

most interesting was a still smaller snake, brightly

colourf'd, the belly with alternate bands of crimson

and bright blue. This snake was regarded by every

one as exceedingly venomous and most dangerous on

account of its irascible temper and habit of coming at

you and hissing loudly, its head and neck raised, and

striking at your legs. But this was all swagger on the

snnke's part: it was not venomous at all, and could do

no more harm by biting than a young dove in its nest

by puffing itself up and striking at an intrusive hand

with its soft beak.

Then one day I came upon a snake quite unknown
to me : I had never heard of the existence of such a

snake in our parts, and I imagine its appearance would

have strongly affected any one in any land, even in

those abounding in big snakes. The spot, too, in

our plantation, where I found it, served to make its

singular appearance more impressive.

• I
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There existed at that ti:re a small piece of waste

ground about half an acre in extent, where there were

no trees and where nothing plantfd by man would

grow. It was at the far end of the plantation, aiijoin-

ine the thicket of fennel and the big red willow tree

on the edge of the moat described in another chapter.

This ground had been ploughed and dug up again and

again, and planted with trees and shrubs of various

kinds which were supposed to grow on any soil, but

they had always languished and died, and no wonder,

since the soil was a hard white clay resembling china

clay. But although trees refused to grow there i was

always clothed in a vegetation of its ovvn ; all the

hardiest weeds v.ere there, and covered the entire

barren area to ihe depth of a man's knees. These

weeds had thin wiry stalks and small :'ckly leaves and

flowers, and would die each summer long before their

time. This barren piece of ground had a great attrac-

tion for me as a small boy, and 1 visited it daily and

would roam about it among the miserable half-d'""^

weeds with the sun-baked clay showing betweet. -

brown stalks, as if it delighted me as much as the

alfalfa field, blue and fragrant in its flowering-time and

swarming with butterflies.

One hot day in December 1 had been standing

perfectly still for a few minutes among the dry weeds

when a slight rustling sound came from near my feet,

and glancing down I saw the head and neck of a large

black serpent moving slowly past me. In a moment

or two the flat head was lost to sight among the close-

growing weeds, but the long body continued moving

slowly by—so slowly that it hardly appeared to move,
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and as the creature must huvc been not less than six
feet long, and probably more, it took a very long
time, while I stood thnlled with terror, nor tlaring to
make the sli^^htcst movement, ga/.ii,g down upon it.

Although so long it was not a thick snake, and as it

moved on over the white ground it had the appearance
of a coal-black current flow! g past me- a current not
of water or other liquid but of some such element as
quicksilver moving on in a rope-like stream. At last

it vanished, and turning ] fled from the ground,
thinking that never again would I venture into or near
tha' frightfully dangerous spot in spite of its fascination.

Nevertheless I did venture. The image of that black
mysterious serpent was always in my mind from the
moment of waking in the morning until I fell asleep
at night. Yet I never said a word about the snake
to any one : it was my secret, and I knew it was a
dangerous secret, but I did not want to be tr'' not
to visit that spot again. And I simply could not .;eep
away from it

; the desire to look again at that strange
being was too strong. I began to visit the place again,
day after day, and would hang about the borders of
t.he barren weedy ground watching and listening, and
still no black serpent appeared. Then one day I

ventured, though in fear and trembling, to go right in
among the weeds, and still finding nothing began to
advance step by step until 1 was right in the middle of
the weedy ground and stood there a long time, wait-
ing and watching. All I wanted was just to see it once
more, and I had made up my mind that immediately
on its appearance, if it did appear, I would take to my
heels. It was when standing in this central spot that
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once again that slight rustling sound, like that of a few

days before, reached my straining sense and sent an

icy chill down my back. And there, within six inches

of my toes, appeared the black head and neck, followed

by the long, seemingly endless body. I dared not

move, since to have attempted flight might have been

fatal. The weeds were thinnest here, and the black

head and slow-moving black coil could be followed by

the eye for a little distance. About a yard from me

there was a hole in the ground about the circumference

of a breakfast-cup at the top, and into this hole the

serpent put his head and slowly, slowly drew himself

in, while I stood waiting until the whole body to the

tip of the tail had vanished and all danger was over.

I had seen my wonderful creature, my black serpent

unlike any serpent in the land, and the excitement

following the first thrill of terror was still on me, but

I was conscious of an element of delight in it, and I

would not now resolve not to visit the spot again.

Still, I was in fear, and kept away three or four days.

Thinking about the snake I formed the conclusion that

the hole he had taken refuge in was his den, where

he lived, that he was often out roaming about in

search of prey, and could hear footsteps at a consider-

able distance, and that when 1 walked about at that

spot my footsteps disturbed him and caused him to

go straight to his hole to hide himself from a possible

danger. It struck me that if I went to the middle of

the ground and stationed myself near the hole, 1 would

be sure to see him. It would indeed be difficult to see

him any other way, since one could never know in

which direction he had gone out to seek for food.
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But no, it was too dangerous : the scrfient might
come upon me unawares and would prohaMy resent

always finding a boy hanging about hi>- den. Still, I

could not endure to think I had seen the last of him,
and day after day I continued to haunt the spot, and
going a few yards into the little vveedv wilderness would
stand and peer, and at the slightest rustling sound of

an insect or falling leaf would experience a thrill of

fearful joy, and still the black majestical creature

failed to appear.

One day in my eagerness and impatience I pushed
my way through the crowded weeds right to the

middle of the ground and gazed with a mixed delight

and fear at the hole : would he find me there, as on
a former occasion ? Would he come ? 1 held my
breath, I strained my sight and hearing in vain, the

hope and fear of his appearance gratlually died out, and
I left the place bitterly disappointed and walked to a

spot about fifty yards away, where mulberry trees grew
on the slope of the mound inside the moat.

Looking up into the masses of big clustering leaves

over my head I spied a bat hanging suspendeil from a

twig. The bats, I must explain, in that part of the

world, that illimitable plain where there were no caverns

and old buildings and other dark places to hide in by
day, are not so intolerant of the bright light as in other

lands. They do not come forth until evening, but by
day they are content to hitch themselves to the twig

of a tree under a thick cluster of leaves and rest there

until it is dark.

Gazing up at this bat suspended under a big green
leaf, wrapped in his black and bufF-coloured wings as
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in a mantle, 1 forgot my disappointment, forgot the

serpent, and was so entirely taken up with the bat that

I paid no attention to a sensation like a pressure or a

dull pain on the instep of my right foot. Then the

feeling of pressure increased and was very curious and

was as if I had a heavy object like a crowbar lying

across my foot, and at length I looked down at my
feet, and to my amazement and horror spied the great

black snake slowly drawing his long coil across my
instep ! I dared not move, but gazed down fascinated

with the sigi ' )f that glistening black cylindrical body

drawn so slowly over my foot. He had come out of

the moat, which was riddled at the sides with rat-holes,

and had most probably been there hunting for rats

when my wandering footsteps disturbed him and sent

him home to his den ; and making straight for it, as

his way was, he came to my foot, and instead of going

round drew himself over it. After the first spasm of

terror 1 knew I was perfectly safe, that he would not

turn upon me so long as I remained quiescent, and

would presently be gone from sight. And that was

my last sight of him ; in vain I watched and waited for

him to appear on many subsequent days : but that

last encounter had left in me a sense of a mysterious

being, dangerous on occasion as when attacked or

insulted, and able in some cases to inflict death with a

sudden blow, but harmless and even friendly or bene-

ficent towards those who regarded it with kindly and

reverent feelings in place of hatred. It is in part the

feeling of the Hindu with regard to the cobra which

inhabits his house and may one day accidentally cause

his death, but is not to be persecuted.
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Possibly something of that feeling about serpents
has survived in me ; but in time, as my curiosity
about all wild creatures grew, as I looked more on
them with the naturalist's eyes, the mystery of the
large black snake pressed for an answer. It seemed
impossible to believe that any species of snake of large
size and black as jet or anthracite coal in colour could
exist in any inhabited country without ))eing known,
yet no person I interrogated on the subject had ever
seen or heard of such an ophidian. The only con-
clusion appeared to be that this snake was the sole one
of its kind in the land. Iiventually I heard of the
phenomenon of melanism in animals, less rare in snakes
perhaps than in animals of other classes, and I was
satisfied that the problem was partly solved. My
serpent was a black individual of a species of some
other \ "our. But it was not one of our common
species—not one of those I knew. It was not a thick
blunt-bodied serpent like our venomous pit-viper, our
largest snake, and though in shape it conformed to
our two common harmless species it was twice as biw
as the biggest specimens I had ever seen of them.
Then I recalled that two years before my discovery of
the black snake, our house had been visited bv a h ^eIt J try

unknown snake which measured two or three inches
over six feet and was similar in form to my black
serpent. The colour of this strange and unwelcome
visitor was a pale greenish-grey, with numerous dull
biack mottlings and small spots. 'I'he story of its

appearance is perhaps worth giving.

It happened that I had a baby sister who could just
toddle about on two legs, having previously gone on
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all-fours. One midsummer day she was taken up and

put on a rug in the shade of a tree, twenty-five yards

from the sitting-room door, and left alone there to

amuse herself with her dolls and toys. After half an

hour or so she appeared at the door of the sitting-room

where her mother was at work, and standing there

with wide-open astonished eyes and moving her hand

and arm as if to point to the place she came from, she

uttered the mysterious word ku-ku. It is a wonderful

word which the southern South American mother

teaches her child from the moment it begins to toddle,

and is useful in a desert and sparsely inhabited country

where biting, stinging, and other injurious creatures

are common. For babies when they learn to crawl

and to walk are eager to investigate and have no

natural sense of danger. Take as an illustration the

case of the gigantic hairy brown spider, which is

excessively abundant in summer and has the habit of

wandering about as if always seeking something

—

«' something it cannot find, it knows not what " ; and

in these wanderings it comes in at the open door

and rambles about the room. At the sight of such a

creature the baby is snatched up with the cry of ku-ku

and the intruder slain with a broom or other weapon

and thrown out. Ku-ku means dangerous, and the

terrified gestures and the expression of the nurse or

mother when using the word sink into the infant

mind, and when that sound or word is heard there is

an instant response, as in the case of a warning note or

cry uttered by a parent bird which causes the young

to fly away or crouch down and hide.

The child's gestures and the word it used caused
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her mother to run to the spot where it had been left

in the shade, and to her horror she saw there a huge
serpent coiled up in the middle of the rug. Her cries
brought my father on the scene, and seizing a big
stick he promptly dispatched the snake.

The child, said everybody, had had a marvellous
escape, and as she had never previously seen a snake
and could not intuitively know it as dangerous, or
ku-ku, it was conjectured that she had made some
gesture or attempted to push the snake away when it

came on to the rug, and that it had reared its head
and struck viciously at her.

Recalling this incident I co :luded that this unknown
serpent, which had been killed because it wanted to
share my baby sister's rug, and my black serpent were
one and the same species—possibly they had been
mates—and that they had strayed a distance away
from their native place or else were the last survivors
of a colony of their kind in our plantation. It was
not until twelve or fourteen years later that I discovered
that it was even as I had conjectured. At a distance
of about forty miles from my home, or rather from
the home of my boyhood where I no longer lived, I

found a snake that was new to me, the Philodryas scotii

of naturalists, a not uncommon Argentine snake, and
recognized it as the same species as the one found
coiled up on my little sister's rug and presumably as
my mysterious black serpent. Some of the specimens
which I measured exceeded six feet in length.

I
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CHAPTER XVII

A Boy's Animism

The animistic faculty and its survival in us—A boy's animism and its

persistence— Impossibility of seeing our past exactly as it was

—

Serge Aksakoff's history of his childhood—The child's delight

in nature purely physical— First intimations of animism in the

child—How it affected me—Feeling with regard to flowers

—

A flower and my mother—History of a flower—Animism

with regard to trees—Locust trees by moonlight—Animism and

nature-worship—Animistic emotion not uncommon—Cowper

and the Yardley oak—The religionist's fear of nature—Pan-

theistic Christianity—Survival of nature-worship in England

—

The feeling for nature—Wordsworth's pantheism and animistic

emotion in poetry.

These serpent memories, particularly the enduring

image of that black serpent which when recalled restores

most vividly the emotion experienced at the time, serve

to remind me of a subject not yet mentioned in my

narrative : this is animism, or that sense of something

in nature which to the enlightened or civilized man is

not there, and in the civilized man's child, if it be

admitted that he has it at all, is but a faint survival

of a phase of the primitive mind. And by animism I

do not mean the theory of a soul in nature, but the

tendency or impulse or instinct, in which all myth

originates, to animate all things ; the projection of our-
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selves into nature
; the sense and apprehension of an

intelhgence like our own but more powerful in all visible
things. It persists and lives in many of us, I ima rine
more than we like to think, or more thai we know'
especially in those born and bred amidst rural surround-
ings, where there are hills and woods and rocks and
streams and waterfalls, these being the conditions which
are most favourable to it—the scenes which have
"mherited associations "for us, as Herbert Spencer has
said. In large towns and all populous places, where
nature has been tamed until it appears like a part of
man's work, almost as artificial as the buildings he
inhabits, it withers and dies so early in life that its
faint intimations are soon forgotten and we come to
believe that we have never experienced them. That
such a feeling can survive in any man, or that there
was ever a time since his infancy when he could have
regarded this visible world as anything but what it

actually is—the stage to which he has been summoned
to play his brief but important part, with painted blue
and green scenery for background—becomes incredible.
Nevertheless, I know that in me, old as I am, this
same primitive faculty which manifested itself in my
early boyhood, still persists, and in those early years
was so powerful that I am almost afraid to say how
deeply I was moved by it.

It is difficult, impossible I am told, for any one to
recall his boyhood exactly as it was. It could not have
been what it seems to the aduJt mind, since we cannot
escape from what we are, however great our detach-
ment may be

; and in going back we must take our
present selves with us : the mind has taken a different

Q
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colour, and this is thrown back upon our past. The

poet has reversed the order of things when he tells us

that we come trailing clouds of glory, which melt away

and are lost as we proceed on our journey. The

truth is that unless we belong to the order of those

who crystallize or lose their souls on their passage, the

clouds gather about us as we proceed, and as cloud-

compellers we travel on to the very end.

Another difficulty in the way of those who write

of their childhood is that unconscious artistry will steal

or sneak in to erase unseemly lines and blots, to re-

touch, and colour, and shade and falsify the picture.

The poor, miserable autobiographer naturally desires to

make his personality as interesting to the reader as it

appears to himself. I feel this strongly in reading

other men's recollections of their early years. There

are, however, a few notable exceptions, the best one I

know being Serge Aksakoflf's History ofMy Childhood;

and in his case the picture was not falsified, simply

because the temper, and tastes, and passions of his

early boyhood—his intense love of his mother, of

nature, of all wildness, and of sport—endured un-

changed in him to the end and kept him a boy in

heart, able after long years to revive the past mentally,

and picture it in its true, fresh, original colours.

And I can say of myself with regard to this primi-

tive faculty and emotion—this sense of the supernatural

in natural things, as I have called it—that I am on safe

ground for the same reason ; the feeling has never

been wholly outlived. And 1 will add, probably to

the disgust of some rigidly orthodox reader, that these

are childish things which I have no desire to put away.
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The first intimations of the feeling are beyond recall •

I only know that my memory takes me back to a time
when I was unconscious of any such element in nature
when the delight J experienced in all natural things'
was purely physical. I rejoiced in colours, scents
sounds, m taste and touch : the blue of the sky the
verdure of earth, the sparkle of sunlight on water' the
taste of milk, of fruit, of honey, the smell of dry or
moist soil, of wind and rain, of herbs and flowers • the
mere feel of a blade of grass made me happy ;'

and
there were certain sounds and perfumes, and above all
certam colours in flowers, and in the plumage and
eggs of birds, such as the purple polished shell of the
tinamou's egg, which intoxicated me with delight
When, riding on the plain, I discovered a patch of
scarlet verbenas in full bloom, the creeping plants
covering an area of several yards, with a moist, green
sward sprinkled abundantly with the shining flower-
bosses, I would throw myself from my pony with a cry
of joy to he on the turf among them and feast my
sight on their brilliant colour.

It was not, I think, till my eighth year that I began
to be distinctly conscious of something more than this
mere childish delight in nature. It may have been
there all the time from infancy— I don't know

; but
when I began to know it consciously it was as if some
hand had surreptitiously dropped something into the
honeyed cup which gave it at certain times a new
flavour. It gave me little thrills, often purely pleasur-
able, at other times startling, and there were occasions
when It became so poignant as to frighten me. The
sight of a magnificent sunset was sometimes almost

1

1
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more than I could endure and made me wish to hide

myself away. But when the feeling was roused by

the sight of a small and beautiful or singular object,

such as a flower, its sole effect was to intensify the

object's loveliness. There were many flowers which

produced this effect in but a slight degree, and as I

grew up and the animistic sense lost its intensity, these

too lost their magic and wore almost like other flowers

which had never had it. There were others which

never lost what for want of a better word I have just

called their magic, and of these I will give an account

of one.

I was about nine years old, perhaps a month or two

more, when during one of my rambles on horseback I

found at a distance of two or three miles from home, a

flower that was new to me. The plant, a little over

a foot in height, was growing in the shelter of some

large cardoon thistle, or wild artichoke, bushes. It

had three stalks clothed with long, narrow, sharply-

pointed leaves, which were downy, soft to the feel

like the leaves of our great mullein, and pale green in

colour. All three stems were crowned with clusters

of flowers, the single flower a little larger than that of

the red valerian, of a pale red hue and a peculiar shape,

as each small pointed petal had a fold or twist at the

end. Altogether it was slightly singular in appearance

and pretty, though not to be compared with scores of

other flowers of the plains for beauty. Nevertheless

it had an extraordinary fascination for me, and from

the moment of its discovery it became one of my

sacred flowers. From that time onwards, when riding

on the plain, I was always on the look-out for it, and
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as a rule I found three or four plants in a season, but
never more than one at any spot. They were usually
miles apart.

On first discovering it I took a spray to show to
my mother, and was strangely disappointed that she
admired it merely because it was a pretty flower, seen
for the first time. I had actually hoped to hear from
her some word which would have revealed to me why
I thought so much of it : now it appeared as if it was
no more to her than any other pretty flower and even
less than some she was peculiarly fond of, such as the
fragrant little lily called Virgin's Tears, the scented
pure white and the rose-coloured verbenas, and several
others. Strange that she who alone seemed always to
know what was in my mind and who loved all beautiful
things, especially flowers, should have failed to see
what I had found in it

!

Years later, when she had left us and when I had
grown almost to manhood and we were living in

another place, I found th3<- t"- had as neighbour a
Belgian gentleman who was ? oota.iist. 1 could not
find a specimen of my plant to show him, but gave
him a minute description of if. as an annual, with very
large, tough, permanent roo;s, also that it exuded a
thick milky juice when the stem was broken, and
produced its yellow seeds in a long, cylindrical, sharply-
pointed pod full of bright silvery down, and I gave
him sketches of flower and leaf. He succeeded in

finding it in his books : the species had been known
upwards of thirty years, and the discoverer, who
happened to be an Englishman, had sent seed and
roots to the Botanical Societies abroad he corresponded

143
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with ; the species had been named after him, and it

was to be found now growing in some of the Botanical

Gardens of Europe.

All this information was not enough to satisfy me ;

there was nothing about the man in Iiis books. So I

went to my father to ask him if he had ever known or

heard of an Englishman of that name in the country.

Yes, he said, he had known him well ; he was a

merchant in Buei.js Ayres, a nice gentle-mannered

man, a bachelor and something of a recluse in his

private house, where he lived alone and spent all

his week-ends and holidays roaming about the plains

with his vasculum in search of rare plants. He had

been long dead— oh, quite twenty or twenty-five

years.

I was sorry that he was dead, and was haunted with

a desire to find out his resting-place so as to plant the

flower that bore his name on his grave. He, surely,

when he uiscovered it, must have had that feeling

which I had experienced when first beheld it and

could never describe. And p -aps the presence of

those deep ever-living roots ne; ' his bones, and of the

flower in the sunshine above him, would bring him a

beautiful memory in a dream, if ever a dream visitea

him, in his long unawakening sleep.

No doubt in cases of this kind, when a iirst im-

pression and the emotion accompanying it endures

through life, the feeling changes somewhat with time
;

imagination has worked on it and has had its effect
;

nevertheless the endurance of the image and emotion

serves to show how powerful the mind was moved in

the first instance.
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I have related this case because there were interesting
circumstances connected with it ; but there were other
flowers which produced a similar feeling, which, when
recalled, bring back the original emotion

; and I would
gladly travel many miles any day to look again at any
one of them. The feeling, however, was evoked more
powerfully by trees than by even the most supernatura'
of my flowers

; it varied in power according to time
and place and the appearance of the tree or trees, and
always aflPccted me most on moonlight nif^hts. Fre-
quently, after I had first begun to experier .e it

consciously, I would go out of my way to meet it, and
I used to steal out of the house alone when the moon
was at its full to stand, silent and motionless, near
some group of large trees, gazing at the dusky green
foliage silvered by the beams ; and at such times the
sense of mystery would grow until a sensation of
delight would change to fear, and the fear increase
until it w?" no longer to be borne, and I would hastily

escape to recover the sense of reality and safety indoors,
where there was light and company. Yet on the very
next night I would steal out again and go to the spot
where the effect was strongest, which was usually among
the large locust or white acacia trees, which gave the
name of Las Acacias to our place. The loose feathery
foliage on moonlight nights had a peculiar hoary aspect
that made this tree seem more intensely alive than
others, more conscious of my presence and watchful
of me.

I never spoke of these feelings to others, not even
to my mother, notwithstanding that she was always in

perfect sympathy with me with regard to my love of
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nature. The reason of my silence was, I think, my
powerlessness to convey in words what I felt ; but I

imagine it would be correct to describe the sensation

experienced on those moonlight nights among the trees

as similar to the feeling a person would have if visited

by a supernatural being, if he was perfectly convinced

that it was there in his presence, albeit silent and

unseen, intently regarding him, and divining every

thought in his mind. He would be thrilled to the

marrov,'. Si;': not terrified if he knew than it would

take no visible shape nor speak to him out of the

silence.

This faculty or instinct of the dawning mind is or

has always seemed to me essentially religious in

character ; undoubtedly it is the root of all nature-

worship, from fetishism to the highest pantheistic

development. It was more to me in those early days

than all the religious teaching I received from my
mother. Whatever she told me about our relations

with the Supreme Being I believed implicitly, just as I

believed everything else she told me, and as I believed

that two and two make four and that the world is

round in spite of its flat appearance ; also that it is

travelling through space and revolving round the sun

instead of standing still, with the sun going round it,

as one would imagine. But apart from the fact that

the povers above would save me in the end from

extinction, which was a great consolation, these teachings

did not touch my heart as it was touched and thrilled

by something nearer, more intimate, in nature, not

only in moonlit trees or in a flower or serpent, but, in

certain exquisite moments and moods and in certain
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aspects of nature, in "every grass" and in all things,
animate and inanimate.

It is not my wish to create t:,e impression that I am
a peculiar person in this matter; on the Ci r^rary, it is

my belief that the animistic instinct, if a n)cntal faculty
can be so called, exists and persists in ma^ y persons,
and that I differ from others only in looking steadily
at it and taking it for what it is, also in cxhibhing it to
the reader naked and without a fig-leaf expressed, to
use a Baconian phrase. When the religious Cowper
confesses in the opening lines of hij; address to the
famous Yardley oak, that the sense of awe and reverence
it inspired in him would have made him bow himself
down and worship it but for the happy fact that iiis

mind was illumined with the knowledge of the truth,
he is but saying what many feel without in most cases
recognizing the emotion for what it is—the sense of
the supernatural in nature. And if they have grown
up. as was the case with Cowper, with the image^ot an
implacable anthropomorphic deity in their minds, a
being who is ever jealouslv watchi- g them to no-c
which way their wandering thoughts are tending, thev
rigorously repress the instinctive feelirg as a temptation
of the evil one, or as a lawiess thought norn of their
own inherent sinfulness. Neverthefe s is not un-
common to meet with instances of pcrsot-, ..vho appear
able to reconcile their faith in revealed relifrion with
their animistic emotion. I will give an instance. One
of the most treasured memories of an old lady fri-nd
of mine, recently deceased, was of her visits, some
sixty years or more ago, to a great country-house
where she met many of the distinguished people of
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that time, and of her host, who was then old, the head

of an ancient and distinguished family, and of his

reverential feeling for his trees. His greatest pleasure

was to sit out of doors of an evening in sight of the

grand old trees in his park, and before going in he

would walk round to visit them, one by one, and

resting his hand on the bark he would whisper a good-

night. He was convinced, he confided to his young

guest, who often accompanied him in these evening

walks, that they had intelligent souls and knew and

encouraged his devotion.

There is nothing surprising to me in this ; it is told

here only because the one who cherished this feeling

and belief was an orthodox Christian, a profoundly

religious person ; also because my informant herself,

who was also deeply religious, loved the memory of this

old friend of her early life mainly because of his feeling

for trees, which she too cherished, believing, as she often

told me, that trees and all living and growing things have

souls. What has surprised me is that a form of tree-

worship is still found existing among a few of the inhabit-

ants in some of the small rustic villages in out-of-the-

world districts in England. Not such survivals as the

apple tree folk-songs and ceremonies of the west, which

have long become meaningless, but something living,

which has a meaning for the mind, a survival such as

our anthropologists go to the end of the earth to seek

among barbarous and savage tribes.

The animism which persists in the adult in these

scientific times has been so much acted on and changed

by dry light that it is scarcely recognizable in what is

somewhat loosely or vaguely called a "feeling for



A BOY'S ANIMISM 235

nature "
: it has become intertwined with the esthetic

feeling and may be traced in a good deal of our poetic
literature, particularly from the time of the first ap-
pearance of Lyrical Ballads, which put an end to
the eighteenth-century poetic convention and made
the poet free to express what he really felt. But the
feeling, whether expressed or not, was always there.

Before the classic period we find in Traherne a poetry
which was distinctly animistic, with Christianity grafted
on it. Wordsworth's pantheism is a subtilized ani-

mism, but there arc moments when his feeling is like

that of the child or savage when he is convinced that

the flower enjoys the air it breathes.

I must apologize to the reader for having gone
beyond my last, since I am not a student of literature,

nor cathc' c in my literary tastes, and on such subjects

can only say just what I feel. And this is, that the
survival of the sense of mystery, or of the supernatural,

m nature, is to me in our poetic literature like that

ingredient of a salad which " animates the whole "
;

that the absence of that emotion has made a great

portion of the eighteenth-century poetic literature

almost intolerable to me, so that I wish the little big

man who dominated his age (and till a few months ago
still had in Mr, Courthope one follower .among us)

had emigrated west when still young, leaving Windsor
Forest as his only monument and sole and sufficient

title to immortality.



CHAPTER XVIII

The New Schoolmaster

Mr. Trigg recalled—His successor—Father O'Keefe—His mild

rule and love of angling—My brother is assisted in his studies

by the priest—Happy fishing afternoons—The priest leaves

u» How he had been working oat his own salvation—We
run wild once more—My brother's plan for a journal to be

called The Tin Box—Out imperious editor's exactions—My
little brother revolts—TAc Tin Box smashed up -The loss it

was to me.

The account of our schooling days under Mr, Trigg

was given so far back in this history that the reader

will have little recollection of it. Mr. Trigg was in a

small way a sort of Jekyll and Hyde, all pleasantness

in one of his states and all black looks and truculence

in the other ; so that out of doors and at table we

children would say to ourselves in astonishment, " Is

this our schoolmaster ?
" but when in school we would

ask, « Is this Mr. Trigg ?
" But, as I have related, he

had been forbidden to inflict corporal punishment on

us, and was finally got rid of because in one of his

demoniacal moods he thrashed us brutally with his

horsewhip. When this occurred we, to our regret,

were not permitted to go back to our aboriginal con-

dition of young barbarians : some restraint, some

teaching was still imposed upon us by our mother,

836
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wno took, or rather triecf to take, this additional bur-
den on herself. Accordingly, we had to meet with our
lesson-books and spend three or four hours every
morning with her, or in the schoolroom without her,
for she was constantly being called away, and when
present a portion of the time was spent in a little ta'k
which was not concerned with our lessons. For we
moved and breathed and had our being in a strange
moral atmosphere, where lawless acts were common
and evil and good were scarcely distinguishable, and
all this made her more anxious about our spiritual than
our mental needs.

My two elder brothers did not attend, as they had
long discovered that their only safe plan was to be
their own schoolmasters, and it was even more than she
could manage very well to keep the four smaller ones
to their tasks. She sympathized too much with our
impatience at confinement when sun and wind and the
cries of wild birds called insistently to us to come out
and be alive and enjoy ourselves in our own wav.
At this stage a successor to Mr. Trigg, a rer-.l school-

master, was unexpectedly found for us in the person of
Father O'Keefe, an Irish priest without a cure and with
nothing to do. Some friends of my father, on one of
his periodical visits to Buenos Ayres, mentioned this

person to him—this priest who in his wanderings about
the world had drifted hither and was anxious to find
some place to stay at out on the plains while waiting
for something to turn up. As he was without means
he said he would be glad of the position of school-
master in the house for a time, that it would exactly
suit him.

^
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Father O'Keefe, who noif appeared on the scene,

was very unlike Mr. Trigg ; he was a very big man in

black but rusty clerical garments. He also had an

extraordinarily big head and face, all of a dull, reddish

colour, usually covered with a three or four days'

growth of grizzly hair. Although his large face was

unmistakably, intensely Irish, it was not the gorilla-

like countenance so common in the Irish peasant-priest

—the priest one sees every day in the streets of

Dublin. He was, perhaps, of a better class, as his

features were all good. A heavy man as well as a big

one, he was not so amusing and so fluent a talker out

of school as his predecessor, nor, as we were delighted

to discover, so exacting and tyrannical in school. On

the contrary, in and out of school he was always the

same, mild and placid in temper, with a gentle sort of

humour, and he was also very absent-minded. He

would forget all about school hours, roam about the

gardens and plantations, get into long conversations

with the workmen, and eventually, when he found that

he was somewhat too casual to please his employer, he

enjoined us to "look him up" and let him know when

it was school-time. Looking him up usually took a

good deal of time. His teaching was not very effective.

He could not be severe nor even passably strict, and

never punished us in any way. When lessons were

not learned he would sympathize with and comfort us

by saying we had done our best and more could not be

expected. He was also glad of any excuse to let us

off for half a day. We found out that he was exceed-

ingly fond of fishing—that with a rod and line in his

hand he would spend hours of perfect happiness, even
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without a bite to cheer him, and on any fine day that
called us to the plain we would tell him that it was a
perfect day for fishing, and ask him to let us off for
the afternoon. At dinner-time he would broach the
subject and say the children had been very hard at
their studies all the morning, and that it would be a
mistake to force their young minds too much, that all

work and no play makes Jack a dull boy, and so on
and so forth, and that he considered it would be best
for them, instead of going back to more lessons in the
afternoon, to go for a ride. He always gained his
point, and dinner over we would rush out to catch and
saddle our horses, and one for Father O'Keefe.
The younger of our two elder brothers, the sportsman

and fighter, and our leader and master in all our outdoor
pastimes and peregrinations, had taken to the study of
mathematics with tremendous enthusiasm, the same
temper which he displayed in every subject and exercise
that engaged him—fencing, boxing, shooting, hunting,
and so on ; and on Father G'Keefe's engagement he
was anxious to know if the new master would be an/
use to him. The priest had sent a most satisfactory
reply; he would be delighted to assist the young
gentleman with his mathematics, and to help him er
all his difficulties

; it v/5s accordingly arranged thai ,iy

brother was to have an early hour each morning with
the master before school hours, and an hour or two in

the evening. Very soon it began to appear that the
studies were not progressing smoothly ; the priest

would come forth as usual with a smiling, placid

countenance, my brother with a black scowl on his face,

and gaining his room, He would hurl his books down

\
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and protest in violent language that the O'Keefe was a

perfect fraud, that he knew as much of the infinitesimal

calculus as a gaucho on horseback or a wild Indian.

Then, beginning to see it in a humorous light, he would

shout with laughter at the priest's pretensions to know

anything, and would say he was only fit to teach babies

just out of the cradle to say their ABC. He only

wished the priest had also pretended to some acquaint-

ance with the manly art, so that they could have a few

bouts with the gloves on, as it would have been a

great pleasure to bruise that big humbugging face

black and blue.

The mathematipal lessons soon ceased altogether, but

whenever an afternoon outing was arranged my brother

would throw aside his books to join us and take the

lead The ride to the river, he would say, would give

us the opportunity for a little cavalry training and

lance-throwing exercise. In the cane-brake he would

cut long, straight canes for lances, which at the fishing-

ground would be cut down to a proper length for rods.

Then, mounting, we would set off, O'Keefe ahead,

absorbed as usual in his own thoughts, while we at a

distance of a hundred yards or so would form in line

and go through our evolutions, chasing the flymg

enemy, O'Keefe; and at intervals our commander

would give the order to charge, whereupon we would

dash forward with a shout, and when about forty yards

from hi... we would all hurl our lances so as to make

them fall just at the feet of his horse. In this way

we would charge him a dozen or twenty times before

getting to our destination, but never once would he

turn his head or have any inkling of our carryings-on

M
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in the rear, even when his horse lashed out viciously
with his hind legs at the lances when they fell too near
his feet.

We enjoyed the advantage of the G'Kecfe rejjime
for about a year, then one day, in his usual casual
manner, without a hint as to how his private affairs
were going, he said that he had to go somewhere to see
some one about something, and we saw him no more.
However, news of his movements and a good deal of
information about him reached us incidentally, from all

which it appeared that during his time with us, and for
some months previously, Father O'Keefe had been
working out his own salvation in a quiet way in accord-
ance with a rather elaborate plan which he had devised.
Before he became our teacher he had lived in some
priestly establishment in the capital, and had been a
hanger-on at the Bishop's palace, waiting for a benefice
or for some office, and at length, tired of waiting in
vam, he had quietly withdrawn himself from this
society and had got into communication with one of
the Protestant clergymen of the town. He intimated
or insinuated that he had long been troubled with
certain scruples, that his conscience demanded a little

more liberty than his Church would allow its followers,
and this had caused him to cast a wistful eye on that
other Church whose followers were, alas ! accorded a
little more liberty than was perhaps good for their
souls. But he didn't know, and in any case he would
hke to correspond on these important matters with
one on the other side. This letter met with a warm
response, and there was much correspondence and
meetings with other clerics—Anglican or Episcopalian,
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I forget which. But there were also Presbyterians,

Lutherans, and Methodist ministers, all with churches

of their own in the town, and he may have flirted a

little with all of them. Then he came for his year of

waiting to us, during which he amused himself by

teaching the little ones, smoothing the way for my

mathematical brother, and fishing. But the authorities

of the Church had not got rid of him ; they heard not

infrequently from him, and it was not pleasant hearing.

He had come, he told them, a Roman Catholic priest

to a Roman Catholic country, and had found himself

a stranger in a strange land. He had waited patiently

for months, and had been put oflF with idle promises or

thrust aside, while every greedy pushing priest that

arrived from Spain and Italy was received with open

arms and a place provided for him. Then, when

his patience and private means had been exhausted,

he had accidentally been thrown among those who were

not of the Faith, yet had received him with open arms.

He had been humiliated and pained at the disinterested

hospitality and Christian charity shown to him by those

outside the pale, aft' the treatment he had received

from his fellow-priests.

Probably he said more than this : for it is a fact

that he had been warmly invited to preach in one or

two of the Protestant churches in the town. He did

not go so far as :o accept that offer : he was wise in

his generation, and eventually got his reward.

Our schoolmaster gone, we wert -^nce more back

in the old way ; we did just wha ^e liked. Our

parents probably thought that our In. would be on

the plains, with sheep- and cattle-breeding for only
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vocations, and that should any one of us, like my
mathematical-minded brother, take some line of his
own, he would find out the way of it for himself •

his own sense, the light of nature, would be his guide!
I had no inclination to do anything witli books myself

':

books were lessons, therefore repellent, and that any
one should read a book for pleasure was inconceivable.
The only attempt to improve our minds at this period
came, oddly enough, from my masterful brother who
despised our babyish intellects—especially mine. How-
ever, one day he announced that he had a grand
scheme to put before us. He had heard or read of a
family of boys living just like us in some wild isolated
land where there were no schools or teachers and no
newspapers, who amused themselves by writing a
journal of their own, which was issued once a week.
There was a blue pitcher on a shelf in the house,
and into this pitcher every boy dropped his contribution]
and one of them—of course the most intelligent one—
carefully went through them, selected the best, and
copied them all out in one large sheet, and this was
their weekly journal called T/ie Blue Pitcher, and it

was read and enjoyed by the whole house. He
proposed that we should do the same

; he, of course
would edit the paper and write a large portion of it

;

It would occupy two or four sheecs of quarto paper, all

m his beautiful handwriting, which resembled copper-
plate, and it would be issued for all of us to read
every Saturday. We all agreed joyfully, and as the
title had taken our fancy we started hunting for a blue
pitcher all over the house, but couldn't find such a
thing, and finally had to put up with a tin box with a
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wooden lid and a lock and key. The contributions

were to be dropped in through a slit in the lid which

the carpenter made for us, and my brother took

possession of the key. The title of the paper was to

be The Tin Box, and we were instructed to write about

the happenings of the week and anything in fact which

had interested us, and not to be such little asses as to

try to deal with subjects we knew nothing about. I

was to say something about birds : there was never a

week went by in which I didn't tell them a wonderful

story of a strange bird I had seen for the first time :

well, I could write about that strange bird and make

it just as wonderful as I liked.

We set about our task at once with great enthusiasm,

trying for the first time in our lives to put our

thoughts into writing. All went well for a few days.

Then our editor called us together to hear an important

communication he wished to make. First he showed

us, but would not allow us to read or handle, a fair

copy of the paper, or of the portion he had done, just

to enable us to appreciate the care he was taking over

it. He then went on to say that he could not give so

much time to the task and pay for stationery as well

without a small weekly contribution from us. This

would only be about three-halfpence or twopence from

our pocket-money, and would not be much missed.

To this we all agreed at once except my younger

brother, aged about seven at that time. Then, he was

told, he would not be allowed to contribute to the

paper. Very well, he wouldn't contribute to it, he

said. In vain we all tried to coax him out of his

stubborn resolve : he would not part with a copper of

if
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his money and would have nothing to do with The
Tin Box. Then the editor's wrath broke out, and he
said he had already written his editorial, but would
now, as a concluding artiJc, write a second one in order
to show up the person who had tried to wreck the
paper, in his true colours. He would exhibit him as
the meanest, most contemptible inbcct that ever
crawled on the surface of the earth.

In the middle of this furious tirade mv poor little

brother burst out crying. « Keep your mi'scrable tears
till the paper is out," shouted the other, "as you will
have good reason to shed them then. You will be a
marked being, every one will then point the tinger of
scorn at you and wonder how he could ever have
thought well 01 such a pitiful little wretch."

This wr? more than the little fellow could stand, and
he suddenly fled from the room, still crying

; then ue
all laughed, and the angry editor laughed too, proud of
the effect his words had produced.

Our little brother did not join us at play that after-
noon : he was in hiding somewhere, keeping watch on
the movements of his enemy, who was no doubt
engaged already in writing that dreadful article which
would make him a marked being for the rest of his life.

In due time the editor, his task fir.ished, came forth,
and mounting his horse, galloped off; and the litle'

watcher came out, and stealing into the room where thf-

Tm Box was kept, carried it off to the carpenter's shop.
There with chisel and hammer he brok fhe lid to

pieces, and taking out all the papers, set to work to tear
th(m up into the minutest fragments, which were
carried out and scattered all over the^place.

I
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When the big brother came home and discovered

what had been done he was in a mighty rage, and

went off in search of the avaricious little rebel who had

dared to destroy his work. But the little rebel was

not to be caught ; at the right moment he fled from

the coming tempest to his parents and claimed their

protection. Then the whole matter had to be inquired

into, and the big boy was told that he was not to thrash

his little brother, that he himself was to blame for

everything on account of the extravagant language he

had used, which the poor little fellow had taken quite

seriously. If he actually believed The Tin Box article

was going to have that disastrous effect on him, who

could blame him for destroying it ?

That was the end of 'I he Tin Box; not a word

about starting it afresh was said, and from that day

my elder brother never mentioned it. But years

later I came to think it a great pity that the scheme

had miscarried. I believe, from later experience, that

even if it had lasted but a few weeks it would have

given me the habit of recording my observations, and

that is a habit without which the keenest observation

and the most faithful memory are not sufficient for

the field naturalist. Thus, through the destruction of

the Tin Box, I believe I lost a great part of the result

of six years of life with wild nature, since it was not

until six years after my little brother's rebellious act

that I discovered the necessity of making a note of

every interesting thing 1 witnessed.
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Brothers

Our third and last schoolniatter—Hi* many accomplishments— I iis

weakness anfi hnal breakdown—My important brother - Four
brothers, unhke in everything except the voice—A strange
meeting—

,

'ark thi Killer his ]( and character -A terrible

fight—My brothei 8ee!<-, inslrutiions fiom Jack—The gauchos
way of fighting r.na ]iVt contrasted—Our sham fight with
knives—A wound «nd the r^sui; My feeling about Jack and
his eyes—Bird-lore My tvo elder brothers' practical joke.

The vanishing of the unholy priest from our ken
left us just about where we had been before his la

red face had lifted itself above our horizon,

events the illumination had not been great

thereafter it was holiday once more for a goou
until yet a third tutor came upon the seen

another stranger in a strange land who had faiic!

low (and hot) water and was willing to fill a vacant tin

in educating us. Just as in the case of the O'Kcefc, he
was thrust upon my good-natured and credulous father

by his friends in the capital, who had this gentleman
with them and were anxious to get him off their hands.

He was, they assured my father, just the man he
wanted, a fine fellow of good family, highly educated
and all that ; but he had been a bit wild, and all that
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was wanted to bring him round was to get him out a

good distance from the capital and its temptations and

into a quiet, peaceful home like ours. Strange to say,

he actually turned out to be all they had said, and more.

He had studied hard at college and when reading for

a profession ; he was a linguist, a musician, he had

literary tastes, and was well read in science, and above

all he was a first-rate mathematician. Naturally, to

my studious brother he came as an angel beautiful and

bright, with no suggestion of the fiend in him ; for not

only was he a mathematician, but he was also an accom-

plished fencer and boxer. And so the two were soon

fast friends, and worked hard together over their

books, and Would then repair for an hour or two every

day to the plantation to fence and box and practise with

pistol and rifle at the target. He also took to the

humbler task of teaching the rest of us with consider-

able zeal, and succeeded in rousing a certain enthusiasm

in us. We were, h' :• 'd us, grossly ignorant—simply

young barbarians ; but he had penetrated beneath the

thick crust that covered our minds, and was pleased to

find that there were possibilities of better things ; that

if we would but second his efforts and throw ourselves,

heart and soul, into our studies, we should eventually

develop from the grub condition to that of purple-

winged butterflies.

Our new teacher was tremendously eloquent, and it

looked as if he had succeeded in conquering that

wildness or weakness or whatever it was which had

been his undoing in the past. Then came a time when

he would ask for a horse and go for a long ride. He

would make a call at some English estancia, and drink
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freely of the wine or spirits hospitably set on the table
And the result would be that he would come home
raving like a lunatic :_a very little alcohol would
drive him mad. Then would follow a day or two of
repentance and black melancholy

; then recovery and
a fresh fair start.

All this was somewhat upsetting to all of us • to my
mother it was peculiarly distressing, and became more
so when, in one of his repentant fits and touched by
her words, he gave her a packet of his mother's letters
to read:—the pathetic letters of a bioken-hearted
woman to her son, her only and adored chilJ, lost to
her for ever in a distant country, thousands of miles
from home. These sad appeals only made mv mother
more anxious to save him, and it ^vas no doubt her
influence that for a while did save and make him able
to succeed in his efforts to overcome his fatal weakness.
But he was of too sanguine a temper, and bv and by
oegan to think that he had conquered, that he was safe,
that it was time for him to do something ereat ; and
with some brilliant scheme he had hatched in his 'nind,
he left us and went back to the capital to work it out.'
But alas I before many months, when he was getting
seriously to work, with friends and money to help him
and every prospect of success, he broke down once
more, so hopelessly that once more he had to be got
rid of, and he was sent out of the country, but whether
back to his own people or to some other remote dis-
trict in Argentina I do not remember, nor do I know
what became of him.

Thus disastrously ended the third and last attempt
my father made to have us instructed at home. Nor
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could he send us to town, where there was but one

English school for boys, run by a weak, sickly gentle-

man, whose house was a nest of fevers and every sor

of ailment incidental to boys herded together in an

unhealthy boarding-school. Prosperous English people

sent their children home to be educated at that time,

but it was enormously expensive and we were not well

oflF enough. A little later an exception had to be

made in the case of my elder brother, who would not

settle down to sheep-farming or any other occupation

out on the pampas, but had set his heart on pursuing

his studies abroad.

At this period of my life this brother was so important

a person to me that I shall have to give even more

space to him in this chapter than he had in the last

one. Yet of my brothers he was not the one nearest

to my heart. He was five full years my senior, and

naturally associated with an elder brother, while we

two smaller ones were left to amuse ourselves together

in our own childish way. With a younger brother

for only playmate, I prolonged my childhood, and

when 1 was ten my brother of fifteen appeared a young

man to me. We were all four extremely unlike in

character as well as appearance, and alike in one thing

only—the voice, inherited from our father ; but just

as our relationship appeared in that one physical

character, so 1 think that under all the diversities in

our minds and temperaments there was a hidden

quality, a something of the spirit, which made us one
;

and this, I believe, came from the mother's side.

That family likeness in the voice was brought home

to us in a curious way just about this time, when I
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was in my tenth year. My brother went one day to
Buenos Ayres, and arriving at the stable where our
horses were always put up, long after dark, he left his

horse, and on going out called to the stableman, giving

him some direction. As soon as he had spoken, a

feeble voice was heard from the open door of a dark
room near the gate, calling, "That's a Hudson that

spoke ! Father or son—who is it ?
"

My brother turned back and groped his way into

the dark room, and replied : "Yes, I'm a Hudson

—

Edwin's my name. Who are you ?"

"Oh, I'm glad you're here! I'm your old friend

Jack," returned the other, and it was a happy meeting

between the boy in his sixteenth year and the grey-

headed old battered vagabond and fighter, known far

and wide in our part of the country as Jack the Killer,

and by other dreadful nicknames, both English and

Spanish. Now he was lying there alone, friendless,

penniless, ill, on a rough bed the stableman had given

him in his room. My brother came home full of the

subject, sad at poor old Jack's broken-down condition

and rejoicing that he had by chance found him there

and had been able to give him help.

Jack the Killer was one of those strange Englishmen

frequently to be met with in those days, who had

taken to the gaucho's mafiner of life, when the gaucho

had more liberty and was a more lawless being than

he is now or can ever be again, unless that vast level

area of the pampas should at some future time become

dispeopled and go back to what it was down to half

a century ago. He had drifted into that outlandish

place when young, and finding the native system of
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life con£:.'nlal had made himself as much of a native

as he could, and dressed like them and talked their

language, and was horse-breaker, cattle-drover, and

many other things by turn, and like any other gaucho

he could make his own bridle and whip and horse-gear

and lasso and bolas out of raw hide. And when not

working he could gamble and drink like any gaucho

to the manner born—and fight too. But here there

was a difference. Jack could affiliate with the natives,

yet could never be just like them. The stamp of the

foreigner, of ihe EngHshman, was never wholly eradi-

cated. He retained a certain dignity, a reserve, almost

a stiffness, in his manner which made him a marked

man among them, and would have made him a butt

to the wits and bullies among his comrades but for

his pride and deadly power. To be mocked as n

foreigner, a gringo, an inferior being, was what he

could not stand, and the result was that he had to

fight, and it then came as a disagreeable revelation that

when Jack fought he fought to kill. This was con-

sidered bad form ; for though men were often killed

when fighting, the gaucho's idea is that you do not

fight with that intention, but rather to set your mark

upon and conquer your adversary, and so give your-

self fame and glory. Naturally, they were angry with

Jack and became anxious to get rid of hmi, and by

and by he gave them an excuse. He fought with and

killed a man, a famous young fighter, who had many

relations and friends, and sonie of these determined to

avenge his death. And one night a band of nine men

came to the rancho where Jack was sleeping, and

leaving two of their number at the door to kill him if
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he attempted to escape that way, the others burst into

his room, their long knives in their hands. As the
door was thrown open Jack woke, and instantly di-

vining the cause of the intrusion, he snatched up the

knife near his pillow and sprang like a cat ou.- of his

bed
; and then began a strange and bloody fight, one

man, stark naked, with a short-bluded knife in his hand,

against seven men with their long facons, in a small

pitch-dark room. The advantage Jack had was that

his bare feet made no sound en the clay floor, and
that he knew the exact position of a few pieces of

furniture in the room. He had, too, a marvellous
agility, and the intense darkness was all in his favour,

as the attackers could hardly avoid wounding one

another. At all events, the result was that three of

them were killed and the other four wounded, all more
or less seriously. And from that time Jack was
allowed to live among them as a harmless, peaceful

member of the community, so long as no person

twitted him with bein"- a irnnpro.

Quite naturally, my brother regarded Jack as one of

his greatest heroes, and whenever he heard of his

being in our neighbourhood he would mount his horse

and go off in search of him, to spend long hours in his

company and persuade hitn to talk about that awful

fight in a dark room with so many against him. One
result of his intimacy with Jack was that he became
dissatisfied with his own progiess in the manly art of

self-defence. It was all very well to nia':e himself

proficient with the foils and as a boxer, and to be a

good shot, but he was living among people who had
the knife for sole weapon, and if by chance he were
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attacked by a man with a knife, and had no pistol or

other weapon, he would find himself in an exceedingly

awkward position. There was then nothing to do but

to practise with the knife, and he wanted Jack, who

i.ad been so successful with that weapon, to give him

some lessons in its use.

J.qck shook his head. If his boy friend wanted to

learn the gaucho way of fighting he could easily do so.

The gaucho wrapped his poncho on his left arm to use

it as a shield, and flourished his facon, oi knife with a

sword-like blade and a guard to the handle. This

whirling about of the knife was quite an art, and had

a fine look when two accomplished fighters stood up

to each other and made their weapons look like shinmg

wheels or revolving mirrors in the sun. Meanwhile,

the object of each man was to find his opportunity for

a sweeping blow which would lay his opponent's face

open. Now all that was pretty to look at, but it was

mere playing at fighting and he never wanted to practise

it. He was not a fighter by inclination ;
he wanted

to live with and be one with the gauchos, but not to

fight. There were numbers of men among them who

never fought and were never challenged to fight, and

he would be of those if they would let him. He never

had a pistol, he wore a knife like everybody else, but a

short knife for use and not to fight. But when he

found that, after all, he had to fight or else exist on

sufferance as a despised creature among them, the butt

of every fool and bully, he did fight in a way which

he had never been taught and could not teach to

another. It was nature : it was in him. When the

dangerous moment came and knives flashed out, he
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was instantly transformed into a different being. He
was on springs, he couldn't keep still or in one place

for a second, or a fraction of a second ; he was like a

cat, like indiarubber, like steel— like anything you like,

but something that flew round and about his opponent
and was within striking distance one second and a

dozen yards away the next, and when an onset was
looked for it never came where it was expected but
from another side, and in two minutes his opponent
became confused, and struck blindly at him, and his

opportunity came, not to slash and cut but to drive

his knife with all his power to the heart in the other's

body and finish him for ever. That was how he

had fought and had killed, and because of that way of

fighting he had got his desire and had been permitted

to live in peace and quiet until he had grown grey,

and no fighter or swashbuckler had said to him, " Do
you still count yourself a killer of men ? then kill me
and prove your right to the title," and no one had

jeered at or called him " gringo."

In spite of this discouragement my brother was quite

determined to learn the art of defending himself with a

knife, and he would often go out into the plantation

and practise for an hour with a tree tor an opponent,

and try to capture Jack's unpremeditated art of darting

hither and thither about his enemy and making his

deadly strokes. But as the tree stood still and had no

knife to oppose him, it was unsatisfactory, and one

day he proposed to me and my younger brother to

have a fight with knives, just to find out if he was

making any progress. He took us out to the far end of

the plantation, where no one would see us, and produced

!l
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three very big knives, with blades like butchers'

kwives, and asked us to attack him with all our might

and try our best to wound him, while he would act

solely on the defensive. At first we declmed, and

reminded him that he had punished us terribly w.th

gloves and foils and singlestick, and that it would be

even worse with knives-he would cut us in pieces 1

No, he said, he would not dream of hurting us :
it

would be absolutely safe br us, and for h.m too, as he

didn't for a moment believe that we could touch him

with our weapons, no matter how hard we tried. And

at last we were persuaded, and taking ofF our jackets

and wrapping them, gaucho-fashion, on our left arms

as a protection, we attacked him with the big knives

and getting excited we slashed and lunged at him with

all our power, while he danced and jumped and flew

about a ia Jack the Killer, using his knife only to

guard himself and to try and knock ours out of our

hands ; but in one such attempt at disarming me his

weapon went too far and wounded my right arm about

three inches below the shoulder. The blood rushed

out and dved my sleeve red, and the fight came to an

end He was greatly distressed, and r.iunng oft to

the house, quickly returned with a jug of water,

sponge, towel, and linen to bind the wounded arm.

It was a deep long cut, and the scar has remained to

this day, so that 1 can never wash in the mornmg

without seeing it and remembering that old fight with

knives. Eventually he succeeded w stopping the flow

of blood, and binding my arm tightly round; and then

he made the desponding remark. " Of course they will

have to know all about it now."
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' Oh no," I returned, « why should they ? My arm
has stopped bleeding, and they won't find out If they
notice that I can't use it- well, I can just say I had a
knock, '

He was immensely relieved, and so pleased that he
patted me on the back-the first time he had ever done
so—and praised me for my manliness in taking it that
way

;
and to be praised by him was such a rare and

precious thing that I felt very proud, and began to think
I was almost as good as a fighter myself. And when all
traces of blood had been removed and we were back in
the house and at the supper-table, I was unusually
talkative and hilarious, not only to prevent any one
from suspecting that I had just been seriously wounded
m a fight with knives, but also to prove to my brother
that I could take these knocks with proper fortitude.
No doubt he was amused

; but he didn't laugh at me,
he was too delighted to escape being found out.

There were no more fights with knives, although
when my wound was healed he did broach the subject
again on two or three occasions, and was anxious to
convince me that it would be greatly to our advantage
to know how to defend ourselves una a knife while
living among people who were always as ready on any
slight provocation to draw a knife on you as a cat was
to unsheathe its claws. Nor could all he told us about
the bloody and glorious deeds of Jack el Matador
arouse any enthusiasm in me ; and though in his speech
and manner Jack was as quiet and gentle a being as
one could meet, I could never overcome a curious
shrinking, an almost uncanny feeling, in his presence,
particularly when he looked straight at me with those
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fine eyes of his. They were light grey in colour, dear

Z bright as in a young man, but the expression pamed

me; it was too piercing, too concentrated, andj

reminded me of the look in a cat's eyes when .t crouches

motionless just before making its dash at a bird.

Nevertheless, the fight and wound had one good

result for me ; my brother had all at once become less

Tast ru1. or tyrannical, towards me, and even began

Tshow ome interest in my solitary d.sposmon and

tastes A little bird incident brought out th,s feelmg

n a way that was very agreeable to me. One^venmg

told him and our eldest brother that I had seen a

strange thing in a bird which had led me to find ou

something new. Our commonest spec.es was the

pa's tic cow-bird, which laid its eggs anywhere m he

Lsts of all the other small birds. Its colour wa^ . deep

elossy purple, almost black ; and seemg two of these

birrs flying over my head, I noticed that they had a

small chestnut-coloured spot beneath the wmg, which

showed that they were not the common species. It

had then occurred to me that I had heard a peculiar

note or cry uttered by what 1 took to be the cow-bird,

whkh was'unlikeany noteof that bird ; and followmg

this clue, 1 had discovered that we had a bird in our

plantation which was like the cow-bird in size, colour,

and general appearance, but was a ^'ff^"^/?^^'"'

They appeared amused by my story, and a few days

later they closely interrogated me on three consecutive

evenings as to what I had seen that was remarkable

that day, in birds especially, and were disappointed

because I had nothing interesting to tell them.

The next day my brother said he had a confession
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to make to me. He and the elder brother had agreed

to play a practical joke on me, and had snared a common
cow-bird and dyed or painted its tail a brilliant scarlet,

then liberated it, expecting that 1 should meet with it

in my day's rambles ana bird-watching in the plantation

and would be greatly excited at the discovery of yet a

third purple cow-bird, with a scarlet tail, but otherwise

not distinguishable from the common one. Now, on

reflection, he was glad I had not found their bird and

given them their laugh, and he was ashamed at having

tried to play such a mean trick on me !
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CHAPTER XX

Birding in the Marshes

Vuiting the marshes—Pajonales and juncales—Abundant bird life

—A Coots' metropolis—Frightening the Coots—Grebe and

Painted Snipe colonies—The haunt of the social marsh

hawk—The beautiful jacana and its eggs—The colony of

marsh trupials—The bird's music—The aquatic plant duras-

millo—The trupial's nest and eggs—Recalling a beauty that

has vanished—Our games with gaucho boys— I am injured by

a bad boy—The shepherd's advice—Getting my revenge in a

treacherous manner—Was it right or wrong ?—The game of

hunting the ostrich.

At this time of my boy-life most of the daylight hours

were spent out of doors, as when not watching the

birds in our plantation or asked to go and look at the

flock grazing somewhere a mile or so from home, in

the absence of the shepherd or his boy, I was always

away somewhere on the plain with my small brother on

egg-hunting or other expeditions. In the spring and

summer we often visited the lagoons or marshes, the

most fascinating places I knew on account of their

abundant wild bird life. There were four of these

lagoons, all in different directions and ail within two or

three miles from home. They were shallow lakelets,

called lagunas, each occupying an area of three or four

hundred acres, with some open water and the rest
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thought it great fun when we found a big assembly of

coots at some distance from the margin. Whipping up

our horses, we would suddenly charge the flock to see

them run and fly in a panic to the lake and rush over

the open water, striking the surface with their feet and

raising a perfect cloud of spray behind them.

Coots, however, were common everywhere, but this

water was the only breeding-place of the grebe in our

neighbourhood ;
yet here we could find scores of nests

any day—scores with eggs and a still greater number of

false nests, and we could never tell which had eggs in it

before pulling off the covering of wet weeds. Another

bird rarely seen at any other spot than this was the

painted snipe, a prettily-marked species with a green

curved bill. It has curiously sluggish habits, rising

only when almost trodden upon, and going off in a wild

scared manner like a nocturnal species, then dropping

again into hiding at a short distance. The natives call

it d'om//o«—sleepy-head. On one side of the lagoon,

where the ground was swampy and wet, there was

always a breeding-colony of these quaint birds
;

at

every few yards one would spring up close to the hoofs,

and dismounting we would find the little nest on the

wet ground under the grass, always with two eggs so

thickly blotched all over with black as to appear almost

entirely black.

There were other rushy lagoons at a greater distance

which we visited only at long intervals, and one of these

I must describe, as it was almost more attractive than

any one of the others on account of its bird life.

Here, too, there were some kinds which we never found

breeding elsewhere.
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It was smaller than the other lagoons I have described

and much shallower, so that the big birds, such as the

stork, wood-ibis, crested sc-eamer, and the great blue

ibis, called vanduria, and the roseate spoonbill, could

wade almost all 'over it without wetting their feathers.

It was one of those lakes which appear to be drying up,

and was pretty well covered with a growth of camiilote

plant, mixed with reed, sedge, and bulrush patches.

It was the only water in our part of the country where

the large water-snail was found, and the snails had

brought the bird that feeds or. them—the large social

marsh hawk, a slate-coloured bird resembling a buzzard

in its size and manner of flight. But being exclusively

a feeder on snails, it lives in peace and harmony with

the other bir inhabitants of the marsh. There was

always a colo / of forty or fifty of these big hawks to

be seen at this spot. A still more interesting bird

was the jacana, as it is spelt in books, but pronounced

ya-sa-na' by the Indians of Paraguay, a quaint rail-like

bird supposed to be related to the plover family: black

and maroon-red in colour, the wing-quills a shining

greenish-yellow, ic has enormously long toes, spurs on

its wings, and yellow wattles on its face. Here I first

saw this stiange beautiful fowl, and here to my
delight 1 found its nest in three consecutive summers,

with three or four clay-coloured eggs spotted with

chestnut-red.

Here, too, was the breeding-place of the beautiful

black-and-white stilt, and of other species too many to

mention. But my greatest delight was in finding

breeding in this place a bird I loved more than all the

others I have named—a species of marsh trupial, a
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bir about the size of the common cow-bird, and, like

it, of a uniform deep purple, but with a cap of chestnut-

coloured feathers on its head. I loved this bird for

its song—the peculiar delicate tender opening notes

and trills. In spring and autumn large flocks would

occasionally visit our plantation, and the birds in

hundreds would settle on a tree and all sing together,

producing a marvellous and beautiful noise, as of

hundreds of small bells all ringing at one time. It

was by the water I first found their breeding-place,

where about three or four hundred birds had their nests

quite near together, and nests and eggs and the plants on

which they were placed, with the solicitous purple birds

flying round me, made a scene of enchanting beauty.

The nesting-site was on a low swampy piece of ground

grown over with a semi-aquatic plant called durasmillo

in the vernacular. It has a single white stalk, woody

in appearance, two to three feet high, and little thicker

than a man's middle finger, with a palm-like crown of

large loose lanceolate leaves, so that it looks like a

miniature palm, or rather an ailanthus tree, which has

a slender perfectly white bole. The solanaceous flowers

are purple, and it bears fruit the size of cherries, black

as jet, in clusters of three to five or six. In this forest

of tiny palms the nests were hanging, attached to the

boles, where two or three grew close together ; it was

a long and deep nest, skilfully made of dry sedge

leaves woven together, and the eggs were white or

skim-milk blue spotted with black at the large end.

That enchanting part of the marsh, with its forest of

gt-ac ful miniature trees, where the social trupials sang

and wove iheir nests and reared their young in company
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—that very spot is now, I dare say, one immense field

of corn, lucerne, or flax, and the people who now live

and labour there know nothing of its former beautiful

inhabitants, nor have they ever seen or even heard of

the purple-plumaged trupial, with its chestnut cap and

its delicate trilling song. And when I recall these

vanished scenes, those rushy and flowery meres, with

their varied and multitudinous wild birc* life—the cloud

of shining wings, the heart-enlivening wild cries, the

joy unspeakable it was to me in those early years—

I

am glad to think I shall never revisit them, that I shall

finish my life thousands of miles removed from them,

cherishing to the end in my heart the image of a

beauty which has vanished from earth.

My elder brother occasionally accompanied us on our

egg-hunting visits to the lagoons, and he also joined us in

our rides to the two or three streams where we used to

go to bathe and fish ; but he took no part in our

games and pastimes with the gaucho boys : they were

beneath him. We ran races on our ponies, and when

there were race-meetings in our neighbourhood my
father would give us a little money to go and enter our

ponies in a boys' race. We rarely won when there were

any stakes, as the native boys were too clever on horse-

back for us, and had all sorts of tricks to prevent us

from winning, even when our ponies were better than

theirs. We also went tinamou, or partridge, catching,

and sometimes we had sham fights with lances, or long

canes with which we supplied the others. These

games were very rough, and one day when we were

armed, not with canes but long straight pliant green

poplar boughs we had cut for the purpose, we were
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having a running fight, when one of the boys got in a

rage with me for some reason and, dropping behmd,

then coming quietly up, gave me a blow on the face

and head with his stick which sent me flying ofF my

pony. They all dashed on, leaving me there to pick

myself up, and mounting my pony I went home crying

with pain and rage. The blow had fallen on my head,

but the pliant stick had come down over my face from

the forehead to the chin, taking the skin off. On my

way back I met our shepherd -xud told him my story,

and said I would go to the boy's parents to tell them.

He advif,cd me not to do so ; he said 1 must learn to

take my own part, and if any one injured me and I

wanted him punished I must do the punishing myself.

If I made any fuss and complaint about it I should

only get laughed at, and he would go scot free. What,

then, was I to do ? I asked, seein ^ that he was older

and stronger than myself, and had .lis heavy whip and

knife to defend himself against attack.

« Oh, don't be in a hurry to do it," he returned.

" Wait for an opportunity, even if you have to wait

for days ; and when it comes, do to him just what he

did to you. Don't warn him, but simply knock him

off his horse, and then you will be quits."

Now this shepherd was a good man, much respected

by every one, and I was glad that in his wisdom and

sympathy he had put such a simple, easy plan into my

head, and I dried my tears and went home and washed

the blood from my face, and when asked how I had

got that awful wound that disfigured me I made light

of it. Twu days later my enemy appeared on the

scene. I heard his voice < atside the gate calling to

|5f
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some one, and peering out I saw him sitting on his

horse. His guilty conscience made him afraid to dis-

mount, but he was anxious to find out what was i-'^ing

to be done about his treatment of me, also, if he coald

see me, to discover my state of mind after two

days.

I went out to the timber pile and selected a bamboo

cane about twenty feet long, not too heavy to be

handled easily, and holding it up like a lance 1

marched to the gate and started swinging it round as I

approached him, and showing a cheerful countenance.

" What are you going to do with that cane ?
" he

shouted, a little apprehensively. " Wait and see," I

returned. " Something to make you laugh." Then,

after whirling it round half a dozen times more, I

suddenly brought it down on his head with all my

force, and did exactly what I had been counselled to do

by the wise shepherd—knocked him clean off" his horse.

But he was not stunned, and starting up in a screech-

ing fury, he pulled out his knife to kill me. And I,

for strategic reasons, retreated, rather hastily. But his

wild cries quickly brought several persons on the

scene, and, recovering courage, I went back and said

triumphantly, " Now we are quits !
" Then my father

was called and asked to judge between us, and after

hearing both sides he smiled and said his judgmf '

was not needed, that we had already settled it all our-

selves, and there was nothing now between us. I

laughed, and he glared at me, and mounting his horse,

rode off" without another word. It was, howe"sr, only

because he was sufi"ering from the blow on his head ;

when I next met him we were good friends again.
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More than once during my life, when recalling that

episode, I have asked myself if I did right n talcing

the shepherd's advice ? Would it have been better,

whc. I went out to him with the bamboo cane, and he

asked me what I was going to do with ir, if I had gone

up to him and shown him my face with that broad

band across it from the chin to the temple, where the

skin had cone off and a black crust had formed, and

had said to him : "This is the mark of the blow you

gave me the day before ye-^terday, when you knocked

me off my hoi£e
;
you sec it is on thv right side of my

face ana head ; now take the cane and give me another

blow on the left side "
? Tolstoy (my favourite author,

by the way) would have answered :
" Yes, certainly it

would have been better for you— oetter for your soul."

Nevertheless, I still ask myself :
" Would it

? " and if

this incident should come before me half a second

before my final disappearance from earth, I should still

be in doubt.

One of our favourite games at this period—the only

game on foot we ever played with the gaucho boys

—

was hunting the ostrich. To play this game we had

bolas, only the balls at the end of the thong were not of

lead like those with which the grown-up gaacho hunter

captures the real ostrich or rhea. We used light wood

to make balls, so as not to injure each other. The

fastest boy v/as chosen to play the ostrich, and would

be sent off to roam ostrich-fashion on the plain, pre-

tending to pick clover from the ground as he walked

in a stooping attitude, or making little runs and waving

his arms about like wings, then standing erect and
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mimicking the hollow booming sounds the cock bird

emits when calling the flock together.

The hunters would then come on the scene and the

chase I gin., the ostrich putting forth all his speed,

doubling to this side and that, and occasionally thinking

to escape by hiding, dropping upon the ground in the

shelter of a cardoon thistle, oily to jump up again

when the shouts of the hunters drew near, to rush on

as before. At intervals the bolas would come whirling

through the air, and he would dodge or avoid them

by a quick tu -n, but eventually he would be hit and

the thong wou.'d wind itself about his legs and down

he would come.

Then the hunters would gather round him, and

pulling out their knives begin operations by cutting ofF

his head ; then the body would be cut up, the wings

and breast removed, these being the best parts i r

eating, and there would be much talk about the con-

dition and age of the bird, and so on. Then would

come the most exciting part of the proceedings—the

cutting the gizzard open and the examination of its

varied contents ; and by and by there would be an

exultant shout, and one of the boys would pretend to

conie on a valuable find—a big silver com perhaps, a

patacon, and there would be a great gabble over it and

peihaps a fight for its possession, and they would

wrestle and roll on the grass, strugglirg for the

imaginary coin. That finished, the dead ostrich would

ge* up and pl?re himself among the hunters, while the

boy who had captured him with his bolas would then

play ostri' 1, and the chase would begin anew.

When this game was played 1 was always chosen as
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first ostrich, as at that time I could easily outrun and

out-jump any of my gaucho playmates, «ven those who

were three or four years older than n.yself. Never-

thcless, these games—horse -racing, sham fights ana

ostrich-hunting, and the like-gave '"^ "° /^^'"^

satisfaction ; they were no sooner over than I wouW

go back, almost with a sense of rehef. to my sohtary

rambles and bird-watching, and to wishmg that the day

would come when my masterful brother would allow

me to use a gun and practise the one sport of wild-

duck shooting I desired.

That was soon to come, and wdl form the subject of

the ensuing chapter.

lii

ii!l_'



CHAPTER XXI

Wild-l'owling Adventures

My tportinx brother and the armoury— I attend him on hit »hoot-

ir; expeditions- Adventure with golden plover—A morning

»...,.? wild duck—Our punishment- I learn to shoot—My
first gun—My first wild duck—My ducking tactics—My gun's

infirmities— Duck-shooting with a blunderbuss—Ammunition

runs out—An adventure with rosy-bill duck Coarse gun-

powder and home-made shot—The war danger come* our

way—We prepare to defend the house—The danger over and

my brother leaves home.

I HAVE said I was not allowed to shoot before the age

of ten, but the desire had com'^ long before that ; I

was no more than seven when ised to wish to be a

big, or at all events a bigger, /, so that, like my
brother, I too might carry a gun and shoot big wild

birds. But he said " No " very emphatically, and

there was an end of it.

He had virtually made himself the owner of all the

guns and weapons generally in the house. These
included three fowling-pieces, a rifle, an ancient Tower
musket with a flint-lock—doubtless dropped from the

dead hands of a slain British soldier in one of the

fights in Buenos Ayres in 1807 or 1808 ; a pair of

heavy horse-pistols, and a ponderous, formidable-

looking old blunderbuss, wide at the mouth as a tea-

271
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with the flock, and the result was that the shot cut

through the loose flock to a distance of thirty or forty

yards, dropping thirty-nine birds, which we put into

the sack, and remounting our pony set oflT home at a

fast gallop. We were riding barebacked, and as our

pony's back had a forward slope we slipped further and

further forward until we were almost on his neck, and

I, sitting behind my brother, shouted for him to stop.

But he had his gun in one hand and the sack in the

other, and had lost the reins ; the pony, however,

appeared to have understood, as he came to a dead

stop of his own accord on the edge of a rain-pool, into

which we were pitched headlong. When I raised my
head I saw the bag of birds at my side, and the gun
lying under water at a little distance ; about three

yards further on my brother was just sitting up, with

the water streaming from his long hair, and a look of

astonishment on his face. But the pool was quite clean,

with the soft grass for bottom, and we were not hurt.

However, we did sometimes get into serious trouble.

On one occasion he persuaded me and the little brother

to accompany him on a secret shooting expedition he

had planned. We were to start on horseback before

daybreak, ride to one of the marshes about two miles

from home, shoot a lot of duck, and get back about

breakfast-time. The main thing was to keep the plan

secret, then it would be all right, since the sight of the

number of wild duck we should have to show on our

return would cause our escapade to be overlooked.

In the evening, instead of liberating our ponies as

usual, we took and tethered them in the plantation,

and next morning about three o'clock we crept

T
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cautiously out of the house and set oflr on our adven-

ture. It was a winter morning, misty and cold when

the light came, and the birds were excessively wild at

that hour. In vain we followed the flocks, my brother

stalking them through the sedges, above h.s knees m

the water; not a bird could he get, and at last we

were obliged to go back empty-handed to face the

music. At half-past ten we rode to the door, wet and

hungry and miserable, to find the whole house u. a

state of commotion at our disappearance. When we

were first missed in the morning, one of the workmen

reported that he had seen us taking our horses to

conceal them in the plantation at a little after dark, and

it was assumed that we had run away-that we had

gone south where the country was more thinly settled

and wild animals more abundant, in quest of new and

more stirring adventures. They were greatly relieved

to see us back, but as we had no ducks to placate them

we could not be forgiven, and as a punishment we had

to go breakfastless that day, and our leader was in

addition sternly lectured and forbidden to use a gun

for the future. ^ c t^u

We thought this a very hard thing, and tor the

following days were inclined to look at life as a rather

tame, insipid business ; but soon, to our joy, the ban

was removed. In forbidding us the use of the guns

my father had punished himself as well as us, since he

ne'er thoroughly enjoyed a meal-breakfast dinner

or supper-unless he had a bird on the table, wild

duck,'plover, or snipe. A cold roast duck was his

favourite breakfast dish, and he was never quite happy

when he didn't get it.

rl
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Still, I was not happy, and could not be so long as I

was not allowed to shoot. It was a privilege to be

allowed to attend, but it seemed to me that at the age of

ten I was quite old enough to have a gun. I had been

a rider on horseback since the age of six, and in some
exercises I was not much behind my brother, although

when we practised with the foils or with the gloves he

punished me in rather a barbarous manner. He was

my guide and philosopher, and had also been a better

friend ever since our fight with knives and the cow-
bird episode ; nevertheless he still managed to dissemble

his love, and when I revolted against his tyranny I

generally got well punished for it.

About that time ar. old friend of the family, who
took an interest in me and wished to do something to

encourage me in my natural history tastes, made me a

present of a set of pen-and-ink drawings. There was,

however, nothing in these pictures to help me in the

line I had taken : they were mostly architectural

drawings made by himself of buildings— houses,

churches, castles, and so on, but my brother fell in

love with them and began to try to get them from me.
He could not rest without them, and was continually

offering me something of his own in exchange for

them ; but though I soon grew tired of looking at them
I refused to part with them, either because his anxiety

to have them gave them a fictitious value in my sight,

or because it was pleasing to be able to inflict a little

pain on him in return for the many smarts I had

suffered at his hands. At length one day, finding me
still unmoved, he all at once offered to teach me to

shoot and to allow me the use of one of the guns in
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exchange for the pictures. I could hardly believe my

good fortune : it would have surprised me less if he

had oflFered to give me his horse with " saddle and

bridle also."
, . . 1

As soon as the drawings were in his hand he took

me to our gun-room and gave me a quite unneeded

lesson in the art of loading a gun-first so much

powder, then a wad well rammed down with the old

obsolete ramrod ; then so much shot and a second

wad and ramming down ; then a percussion cap on the

nipple. He then led the way to the plantation, and

finding two wild pigeons sitting together in a tree, he

rrdered me to fire. I fired, and one fell, quite dead

and that completed my education, for now he declared

he was not going to waste any more time on my

instruction. 1 u 1

The gun he had told me to use was a single-barrel

fowling piece, an ancient converted flint-lock, the stock

made of an iron-hard black wood with silver mountings

When I stood it up and measured myself by it I found

it was nearly two inches taller than 1 was, but it was

liaht to carry and served me well : 1 became as much

atuched to it as to any living thing, and it was like a

living being to me, and 1 had great faith in its

intelligence. ^
My chief ambition was to shoot wild duck. My

brother shot them in preference to anything else :
they

were so much esteemed and he was so much commended

when he came in with a few in his bag that looked

on duck-shooting as the greatest thing I could go in

for Ducks were common enough with us and m

11^
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great variety
; I know not in what country more kinds

are to be found. There were no fewer than five species
of teal, the commonest a dark brown bird with black
mottlings

; another, very common, was pale grey, the
plumage beautifully barred and pencilled with brown
and black

; then we had the blue-wingod teal, a
maroon-red duck which ranges from Patagonia to
California

;
the ringed teal, with salmoii coloured

breast and velvet-black collar ; the Brazilian teal, a

lovely olive-brown and velvet-Mack duck, with crimson
beak and legs. There were two pintails, one of which
was the most abundant species in the country ; also
a widgeon, a lake duck, a shoveller duck, with red
plumage, grey head and neck, and blue wings ; and
two species of the long-legged whistling or tree duck.
Another common species was the rosy-billed duck,
now to be seen on ornamental waters in England ; and
occasionally we saw the wild Muscovy duck, called

Royal duck by the natives, but it was a rare visitor so
far south. We also had geese and swans : the upland
geese from the Magellanic Straits that came to us in

winter— that is to say, our winter from May to
August. And there were two swans, the black-necked,
which has black flesh and is unfit to eat, and the white
or Coscoroba swan, as good a table bird as there is

•"

the world. And oddly enough this bird has bi-

known to the natives as a "goose " since the discoveiy
of Am.erica, and now after three centuries our scientific

ornithologists have made the discovery that it is a link
between the geese and swans, but is more goose than
swan. It is a beautiful white bird, with bright red bill
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and legs, the wings tipped with black ;
and has a loud

musical cry of three notes, the last prolonged note

with a falling inflection.

These were the birds we sought after m wmter ;

but we could shoot for the table all the year round,

for no sooner was it the ducks' pairing and breeding

season than another bird-population from the.r breeding-

grounds in the arctic and sub-arctic regions came on

fhe scene-plover, sandpiper, godw.t, curlew, whimbrel

-a host of northern species that made the summer-

dried pampas their winter abode.
. , ,

My first attempt at duck-shooting was made at a

Dond not many minutes' walk from the house, where

Tfound a pair' of shoveller ducks, feeding in their v

usual way in the shallow water with head and neck

Zlll Anxious not to fail in this first trial, I got

d^n flat on the ground and crawled snake-fashion for

adTstanceof fifty or sixty yards, until was less t an

twenty yards from the birds, when 1 fired and killed

°"That first duck was a great joy, and having succeeded

so well with my careful tactics, I continued in the same

way confining my attenti ,1 to pairs or small parties

If 'th ee or four birds, when by patiently creeping a

Ig distance through the grass 1 could get very cb e

to them In this way 1 shot teal, widgeon pintail,

shovel!^., and finally the noble rosy-bill, which was

esteemed for the table above all the others.

My brother, ambitious of a big bag invanably went

a distance from home in quest of the large flocks and

despted my way of duck-shooting ;
out it sometimes

vexed him t'o find on his return from a day's expedition
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that I had succeeded in getting as many birds as him-
self without having gone mucn more than a mile from
home.

Some months after I had started shootinir I bctran

to have trouble with my beloved gun, owing to a

weakness it had developed in its lock—one of the

infirmities incidental to age which the gunsmiths of

Buenos Ayres were never able to cure effectually.

Whenever it got bad I was permitted to put it into

the cart sent to town periodically, to have it repaired,

and would then go gunless for a week or ten days.

On one of these occasions I one day saw a party of

shoveller duck dibbling in a small rain-pool at the side

of the plantation, within a dozen yards of the old

moat which surrounded it. Ducks always appeared to

be exceptionally tame and bold when I was without a

gun, but the boldness of those shovellers was more
than I could stand, and running co the house I got

out the old blunderbuss, which I had never been
forbidden to use, since no one had ever thought it

possible that I should want to use such a monster of a

gun. But I was desperate, and loading it for th first

(and last) time, I went after those shovellers.

I had once been told that it would be impossible to

shoot wild duck or anything with the blunderbuss

unless one could get within a dozen yards of them, on
account of its tremendous scattering power. Well, by
going along the bottom of the moat, which was luckily

without water just then, I could get as near the birds

as I liked and kill the whole flock. When I arrived

abreast of the pool I crept up the grassy crumbling
outside bank, and resting the ponderous barrel on the
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tcp of the bank, fired at the shovellers at a distance of

about fifteen yards, and killed nothing, but received a

kick which sent me flying to the bottom of the foss.

It was several days before I got over that pain in my

shoulder.

Later on there was a period of trouble and scarcity

in the land. There was war, and the city from which

we obtained our supplies was besieged by an army

from the " upper provinces " which had come down to

break the power and bumble the pride of Buen >s Ayres.

Our elders missed their tea and coffee most, but our

anxiety was that we should scon be without powder

and shot. My br/ther constantly warned me not to

be so wasteful, although he fired half a dozen shots

to my one without getting more birds for the table,

At length there came a day when there was little shot

left—just about enough to fill one shot-pouch—and

knowing it was his intention to have a day out, I sneaked

into the gun-room and loaded my fowling-piece just

to have one shot more. He was going to try for

upland geese that day, and, as 1 had expected, earned

off all the shot.

After he had gone I took my gun, and bemg

determined to make the most of my one shot, refused

to be tempted by any of the small parties of duck I

found in the pools near home, even when they appeared

quite tame. At length I encountered a good-sized

flock of rosy-bills by the side of a marshy stream about

two miles from home. It was a still, warm day in mid-

winter, and the ducks were dozing on the green bank

in a beautiful crowd, and as the land near them was

covered with long grass, 1 saw it would be possible to
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get quite close to them. Leaving my pony at a good
distance, I got down flat on the ground and bcoan my
long laborious crawl, ind got wichin twenty-five yards

of the flock. Never had I had such a chance before !

As I pepped through the- grass and herbage I imagined

all sorts of delightful things—my brother far away
vainly firing long sliots at the wary geese, and his

return and disgust at the sight of my heap of noble

rosy-bills, all obtained near home at one shot !

Then I fired just as the birds, catching sight of my
cap, raised their long necks in alarm. Bang ! Up
they rose with a noise of wings, leuving not one behind !

Vainly I watched the flock, thinking that some of the

birds ! must have hit would soon be seen to waver in

their course and then drop to earth. But none wavered

or fell. I went home as much puzzled as disappointed.

Late in the day my brother returned with one upland

goose and three or four ducks, and inquired if I had

had any luck. I told him my sad story, whereupon he

burst out laughing and informed me that he had taken

care to draw the shot from my gun before going out.

He was up to my little tricks, he said ; he had seen

what I had done, and was not going to allow me to

waste the little shot we had left !

Our duck-shooting was carried on under diflnculties

during those days. We searched for ammunition at all

the houses for some leagues around, and at one house

we found and purchased a quantity of exceedingly

coarse gunpowder, with grain almost the size of canary-

seed. They told us it was cannon-powder, and to

make it fit for use in our fowling-pieces we ground ii

fine with glass and stone bottles for rollers on a tin
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plate. Shot we could not find, so had to make it for

ourselves by cutting up plates of lead into small square

bits with a knife and hammer.

Eventually the civil war, which had dragged on for a

long time, brought an unexpected danger to our house

and caused us to turn our minds to more important

hings than ducks. I have said that the cty was

besieged by an army from the provinces, but away on

th Sern frontier of the province of Buenos Ayres

the besieged party, or faction, had a powerfulM .n

an estandero in those parts who was friendly with the

d a^ nd who collected an army of Indians hungry

or loo , and gauchos, mostly criminals and deserter

who in those days were accustomed to come from al

parts of the country to put themselves under the

nrotection of this good man.
^

This horde of robbers and e„.hus,asts «as now

advancing upon the capital to raise the s.ege, and each

Cbrought us alarming reports-^hether true or

Sse we coM not know-of depredations they were

committing on their march. The good man, .he,r

commander, was not a soldier, and there w s no

pretence of discipline of any k,nd ;
the men, .t was

saTd, did what they liked, swarming over the country

on the line of march in bands, sack.ng and burnmg

houses, killing or driving off the cattle, and so on

Our h^use was unfortunately on the mam road runn ng

south from the capital, and directly m the way of the

coming rabble. That the danger wa: a real and very

great one we could see in the anx.ous faces of ou

elders ; besides, nothmg was now talked of but the

coming army and of all we had to fear.
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At this juncture my brother took it upon himself to

make preparations for the defence of the house. Our

oldest brother was away, shut up in the besieged city,

but the three of us at home determined to make a

good fight, and w -t to work cleaning and polishing

up our firearms—the Tower musket, the awful blunder-

buss, the thi-ec lowling-pieccs, double and single-

barrelled, and the two big horse-pistols and an old

revolver. We collected all the old lead we could find

about the place and made bullets in a couple of bullet-

moulds we had found—one for ounce and one for

small bullets, three to the ounce. The fire to melt the

lead was in a shtlter we had made behind an outhouse,

and here (jpc day, in spite of all our precautions, we

were discovered at work, with rows and pyramids of

shining bullets round us, and our secret v. s out. We
were laughed at as a set of young fools for our pains.

" Never mind," said my brother. " Let them mock

now ; h\ and by when it comes to choosing between

having our throats cut and defending ourselves, they

will probably be glad the bullets were made."

But though they laughed, our work was not inter-

fered with, and some hundreds of bullets were turned

out and made quite a pretty show.

Meanwhile the besiegers were not idle : they had in

their army a cavalry officer who had had a long experi-

ence of frontier warfare and had always been successful

in his fights with the pampas Indians ; and this i,.an,

with a picked force composed of veteran fighters, was

dispatched against the barbarians. They had already

crossed the Salado river and were within two or three

easy marches of us, when the small disciplined force
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met anu gave thcni buttle and utterly routed them-

Indians and gauchos were sent flying south like thistle-

down before •^he wind ; but all being well mounted, not

many were killed.

So ended that danger, and I think wc boys were all

a little disappointed that no use had been made of our

bright beautiful bullets. I am sure my brother was
;

but soor after that he left home for a distant country,

and our shooting and other adventures together were

ended for ever.

ill
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CHAPTER XXII

Boyhood's End
The book—The SalaJero. or killing-grounds, and their tmell—

Walli built of bullocks' skulls—A pestilential city— River
water and Aljibc w<tter--Days of lassitude Novel scenes

Home again—Typhus My fust day out— Birthday reflections

—What I asked of life—A l.oy's mind—A brother's resolu-

tion—End of our thousand and one nights—A reading spell

—

My boyhood ends in disaster.

This book has already run to a i^reatcr length than
was intended ; nevertheless there must be yet another
chapter or two to bring it to a proper ending, which I can
only find by skipping over three years of my life, and
so getting at once to the age of fifteen. For that was
a time of great events ai. i seriou' changes, bodily and
mental, which practically brough. the happy time of

my boyhood to an end.

On looking back over the book, I find that on three

or four occasions I have placed some incident in the

wrong chapter or group, thus making it take place a

year or so too soon or too lute. These small errors

of memory are, however, not worth altering now : so

long as the scene or event is rightly remembered and
pictured it doesn't matter much whether 1 was six or

seven, or eight years old at the time. 1 find, too, that

i have omitted many things which perhaps deserved a

«85
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place in the book—scenes and events which are vividly

remembered, but which unfortunately did not come up

at the right moment, and so were left out.

Of these scenes unconsciously omitted, I will now

give one which should have appeared in the chapter

describing my first visit to Buenos Ayres city : placed

here it will serve very well as an introduction to this

chapter.

In those days, and indeed down to the 'seventies oi

last century, the south side of the capital was the site

of the famous Saladero, or killing-grounds, where the

fat cattle, horses and sheep brought in from all ovei

the country were slaughtered every day, some to suppl)

the town with beef and mutton and to make charque^

or sun-dried beef, for exportation to Brazil, where i

was used to feed the slaves, but the greater numbei

of the animals, including all the horses, were killec

solely for their hides and tallow. The grounds coverec

a space of three or four square miles, where there wer

cattle enclosures made of upright posts placed clos

together, and some low buildings scattered about. T
this spot were driven endless flocks of sheep, half o

wholly wild horses and dangerous-looking, long-horne

cattle in herds of a hundred or so to a thousand, eac

moving in its cloud of dust, with noise of bellowing

and bleatings and furious shouting of the drovers £

they galloped up and down, urging the doomed anima

on. When the beasts arrived in too great numbers t

be dealt with in the buildings, you could see hundrec

of cattle being killed in the open all over the grounc

in the old barbarous way the gauchos use, every anim

being first lassoed, then hamstrung, then its thro
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cut—a hideous and horrible spectacle, with a suitable
accompaniment of sounds in the wild shouts of the
slaughterers and the awful bellowings of the tortured
beasts. Just where the animal was knocked down and
killed, it was stripped of its hide and the carcass cut
up, a portion of the flesh and the fat being removed
and all the rest left on the ground to be devoured by
the pariah dogs, the carrion-hawks, and a multitude
of screaming black-headed gulls always in attendance.
The blood so abundantly shed from day to day, mixing
with the dust, had formed a crust half a foot thick all

over the open space : let the reader try to imagine the
smell of this crust and of tons of ofFal and flesh and
bones lying everywhere in heaps. But no, it cannot
be imagined. The most dreadful scenes, the worst in

Dante's Inferno, for example, can be visualized by the
inner eye

; and sounds, too, are conveyed to us in a

description so that they can be heard mentally ; but it

IS not so with smells. The reader can only take my
word for it that this smell was probably the worst ever
known on the earth, unless he accepts as true the story
of Tobit and the " fishy fumes " by means of which
that ancient hero defended himself in his retreat from
the pursuing devil.

It was the smell of carrion, of putrefying flesh, and
of that old and ever-newly moistened crust of dust
and coagulated blood. It was, or seemed, a curiously
substantial and stationary smell; travellers approaching
or leaving the capital by the great south road, which
skirted the killing-grounds, would hold their noses and
ride a mile or so at a furious gallop until they got out
of the abominable stench.
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One extraordinary feature of the private quintas or

orchards and plantations in the vicinity of the Saladero

was the walls or hedges. These were built entirely of

cows' skulls, seven, eight, or nine deep, placed evenly

like stones, the horns projecting. Hundreds of thou-

sands of skulls had been thus used, and some of the

old, very long walls, crowned with green grass and

with creepers and wild flowers growing from the

cavities in the bones, had a strangely picturesque but

somewh 'I uncanny appearance. As a rule there were

rows of old Lombardy poplars behind these strange

walls or fences.

In those days bones were not utilized : t wert

thrown away, and those who wanted walls in . stone-

less land, where bricks and wood for palings were deai

to buy, found in the skulls a useful substitute.

The abomination I have described was but one o

many—the principal and sublime stench in a city o

evil smells, a populous city built on a plain withou

drainage and without water-supply beyond that whicl

was sold by watermen in buckets, each buckettu

containing about half a pound of red clay in solutior

It is true that the best houses had algibes, or cisternj

under the courtyard, where the rain-water from th

flat roofs was deposited. 1 remember that water well

you always had one or two to half a dozen scarh

wrigglers, the larva; of mosquitoes, m a tumblerhi

and you drank your water, quite calmly, .vnggiei

and all 1 ...

All this will serve to give an idea of the conditio

of the city of that time from the sanitary point (

view, and this state of things lasted down to tl
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to the

'seventies of the last century, when Buenos Ayres came
to be the chief pestilential city of the gloh'? and was
obliged to call in engineers from England to do
something to save the inhabitants from extinction.

When I was in my fifteenth year, before any
changes had taken place and tlie great outbreaks of
cholera and yellow fever were yet to come, 1 spent
four or five weeks in the city, greatly enjoying the
novel scenes and new life. After about ten or twelve
days I began to feel tired and languid, and this feeling
grew on me day by day until it became almost painful
to exert myself to visit even my most favoured haunts
—the great South Market, where cage-birds were to

be seen in hundreds, green paroquets, cardinals, and
bishop-birds predominating

; or to the river front,

where I spent much time fishing for little silvery king-
fishes from the rocks ; or further away to the quintas
and gardens on the cliff, where I first feasted my eyes
on the sight of orange groves la.len with gokien fruit

amidst the vivid green polished foliage, and old olive

trees with black egg-shaped fruir =;howing among the
grey leaves.

And through it all the feeling of lassitude con-
tinued, and was, I tl, ught, due to the fact that I was
on foot instead of on horseback, and walking on a

stony pavement instead of on a green turf. It never
occurred to me that there might be another cause,
that I was breathing in a pestilential atmosphere and
that the poison was working in me.

Leaving town 1 travelled by some conveyance to

spend a night at a friend's house, and next morning
set out for home on horseback, I had about twenty-

m.^^/:^':
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seven miles across country to ride and never touched

a road, and I was no sooner on my way than my

spirits revived ; I was well and unspeakably happy

again, on horseback on the wide green plain, dnnkmg

in the pure air like a draught of eternal hfe. It was

autumn, and the plain as far as one could see on every

side a moist brilliant green, with a crystal blue sky

above, over which floated shining white c ouds The

healthy glad feeling lasted through my nde and tor a

day or two after, during which I revisited my favourite

haunts in the grounds, rejo cir.g to be with my beloved

birds and trees once more.
, , . , , i

Then the hateful town feeling of lassitude returned

on me and all my vigour was gone, all pleasure in lif.

ended. Thereafter for a fortnight I spent the tim«

moping about the house ; then there was a spel o

frosty weather with a bleak cutting wind to tell us tha

it was winter, wnich even in those latitudes can h

very cold. One day after early dinner my mothe

and sisters went in the carriage to pay a visit to

neighbouring cstancia, and my brothers being out o

absent from home 1 was left alone. The veranda

appeared to me the warmest place I could find as h

sun shone on it warm and bright, and there 1 settle

down on a chair placed against the wall at the side <

a heap of sacks of meal or something which had ha

left there, and formed a nice shelter from the wind.

The house was strangely quiet, and the western

sun shining full on me made me feel quite comfortabl

and in a little while I fell asleep. The sun set and

grew bitterly cold, but I did not wake, and when v

mother returned and inquired for me 1 could not
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found. Finally the whole household turned out with
lanterns and searched for me up and down through
the plantation, and the hunt was still going on when,
about ten o'clock at night, some one hurrying along
the verandah stumbled on me in my sheltered corner
by the sacks, still in my chair but unconscious and in
a burning fever. It was the dread typhus, an almost
obsolete malady in Europe, and in fact in all civilized
countries, but not uncommon at that date in the
pestilential city. It was wonderful thra I lived through
It m a place where we were out of reach of doctors
and apothecaries, with only my mother's skill in

nursing and her knowledge of such drugs as were
kept in the house to save me. She nursed me day
and night for the three weeks during which the fever
lasted, and when it left me, a mere shadow of my
former self, I was dumb—not even a little Yes or No
could I articulate however hard 1 tried, and it was at

last concluded that I would never speak again. How-
ever, after about a fortnight, the lost faculty came
back, to my mother's inexpressible joy.

Wmter was nearin:' its end when one morning in
l?te July I ventured out of doors for the first time,
though still but a skeleton, a shadow of my former
self. It was a windy day of brilliant sunshine, a day
I shall never toiget, and the effect of the air and the
sun and smell of earth and early flowers, and the
sounds of wild birds, with the sight of the intensely
green young grass and the vast crystal dome of heaven
above, was like deep draughts of some potent liquor
that made the blood dance in my veins. Oh, what an
inexpressible, immeasurable joy to be alive and not
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Ae.d to have my feet still on the earth, and drink in

dead, to nave my 1
pleasure

the wind and sunshine once more
1 ^f [^U state

•

was more than 1 could endure m tha feebl tat^

,

the chiUv wind pierced me like nc.dles ot ice, my

*
ses ln,,a„/l would have f^"- -

.f.^^t
if my elder brother had not caught me in h,s arms

and taken me back to the house.
.

In spite of that fainting fit I was happy agam w.th

the od happiness, and from day to day I regamed

strength, untU one day in early August 1 was suddenly

emndek that it was -^V '^"'^"^'Zm^J^^^^
and sisters all coming to me w.th b'r*day presents,

which they had been careful to prov.de beforehand,

and congratulation, on -y recovery.
^^^^

"'"^leZVmy li(e> ol^ha^ evening 1 began

rtZktouT myself, an'd my <HougH.s-e strange

ft::sr?:trrw::X .r:^^^J^
1 «. «f mp I Or was t for me to do just

Sl':istd . rpl my own destiny, as my elder

Others had d'one P i was the A-t ti- sue que -

,„„. Had come to me an --
^/'^riouJ',

Tdou'bt tttiha et'r bt'n Ly conscious before. 1

sfons in which all thoughts came to me saturated w,.h

! "a i„ that mental state reflection is well-nigh

C:r' EvtX idea of death, which had come

ITa surprise, had not made me reflect. Death was a

person a monstrous being who had sprung upon me

fn my flowery paradise and had inflicted a wound with
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a poisoned dagger in my flesh. Then had come the

knowledge of immortality for the soul, and the wound

was healed, or partly so, for a time at all events ; after

which the one thought that seriously troubled me was

that I could not al'-.ays remain a boy. To pass from

boyhood to manhood was not so bad as dying; never-

theless it was a change painful to contemplate. That

everlasting delight and wonder, rising to rapture, which

was in the child and boy would wither away and vanish,

and in its place there would be that dull low kind of

satisfaction which men have in the set task, the daily

and hourly intercourse with others of a like condition,

and in eating and drinking and sleeping. I could not,

for example, think of so advanced an age as fifteen

without the keenest apprehension. And now I was

actually at that age—at that parting of the ways, as it

seemed to me.

What, then, did I want ?—what did I ask to have .'' If

the question had been put to me then, and if I had

been capable of expressing what was in me, I should

have replied : I want only to keep what I have ; to

rise each morning and look out on the sky and the

grassy dew-wet earth from day to day, from year to

year. To watch every June and July for spring, to

feel the same old sweet surprise and delight at the

appearance of each familiar flower, every new-born

insect, every bird returned once more from the north.

To listen in a trance of delight to the wild notes of the

golden plover coming once more to the great plain,

flying, flying south, flock succeeding flock the whole

day long. Oh, those wild beautiful cries of the golden

plover !^ I _could exclaim with Hafiz, with but one
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word changed :
" If after a thousand years that sound

should float o'er my tomb, my bones uprising in their

gladness would dance in the sepulchre !
" To climb

trees and put mv hand down in the deep hot nest of

the Bien-te-veo and feel the hot eggs-the five long

pointed cream-coloured eggs with chocolate spots and

splashes at the larger end. To lie on a g"ssy bank

with the blue water between me and beds of tall bul-

rushes, listening to the mysterious sounds of the wind

and of hidden rails and coots and courlans conversing

together in strange human-like tones ; to let my sight

dwell and feast on the camalote flower amid its floating

masses of moist vivid green leaves—the large alamanda-

like flower of a purest divine yellow that when plucked

sheds its lovely petals, to leave you with nothing but a

green stem in your hand. To ride at noon on the

hottest days, when the whole earth is a-glitter with

illusory water, and see the ci-tle and horses in thou-

sands, covering the plain at their watering-places ;
to

visit some haunt of large birds at that still, hot

hour and see storks, ibises, grey herons, egrets ol

a dazzling whiteness, and rose-coloured spoonbills and

flamingoes, standing in the shallow water in which then

motionless forms are reflected. To lie on my back or

the rust-brown grass in January and gaze up at the wid<

hot whitey-blue sky, peopled with millions and myriad

of glistening balls of thistle-down, ever, ever floating by

to gaze and gaze until they are to me living things an.

I, in an ecstasy, am with them, floating in that immens

shining void !

And now it seemed that 1 was about to lose

—this glad emotion which had made the world whi
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it was to me, an enchanted realm, a nature at once

natural and supernatural ; it would fade md lessen

imperceptibly day by day, year by year, as I became

more and more absorbed in the dull business of life,

until it would be lost as effectually as if I had ceased to

sec and hear and palpitate, and my warm body had

grown cold and stiff in death, and, like the dead and

the living, I should be unconscious of my loss.

It was not a unique nor a singular feeling : it is

known to other boys, as I have read and heard ; also I

have occasionally met with one who, in a rare moment
of confidence, has confessed that he has been troubled

at times at the thought of all he would lose. But I

doubt that it was ever more keenly felt than in my
case ; I doubt, too, that it is common or strong in

English boys, considering the conditions in which they

exist. For restraint is irksome to all beings, from a

black-beetle or an earthworm to an eagle, or, to go

higher still in the scale, to an orang-utan or a man
;

it is felt most keenly by the young, in our species at

all events, and the British boy suffers the greatest

restraint during the period when the call of nature, the

instincts of play and adventure, are most urgent.

Naturally, he looks eagerly forward to the time of

escape, which he fondly imagines will be when his

boyhood is over and he is free of masters.

To come back to my own case : I did not and could

not know that it was an exceptional case, that my
feeling for nature was something more than the sense

of pleasure in sun and rain and wind and earth and

water and in liberty of motion, which is universal in

children, but was in part due to a faculty which is not
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universal or common. The fear, then, was an idle

one, but 1 had good reason for it when I considered

how it had been with my elder brothers, who had been

as little restrained as myself, especially that masterful

adventurous one, now in a distant country thousands

of miles from home, who, at about the age at which 1

had now arrived, had n.ade himself his own master, tc

do what he liked with his own life. I had seen him ai

his parting of "^he ways, how resolutely he had aban-

doned his open-ai/ habits, everything in fact that hat

been his delight, to settle down to sh^^r hard ipenta

work, and this at our home on the pampas where then

were no masters, and even the books and instrument

required for his studies could only be procured witl

great difficulty and after long delays. I remember on

afternoon when we were gathered in the dining-roon

for tea, he was reading, and my mother coming ii

looked over his shoulder and said, " You ar^ readin;

a novel : don't you think all that romantic stuff wil

take your mind off your studies .'"

Now he'll flare up, said 1 to myself; he's so con

foundedly independent and touchy no one can say

word to him. It surprised me when he answere

quietly, " Yes, mother, I know, but 1 must finish th;

book now ; it will be the last novel I shall read fc

some years." And so it was, I believe.

His resolution impressed us even more in anothc

matter. He had an extraordinary talent for inventin

stories, mostly of wars and wild adventures with pleni

of fighting in them, and whenever we boys were a

together, which was usually after we had gone to be

and put the candle out, he would begin one of h
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wonderful tales and go on for hours, we all wide awake,
listening in breathit-ss silence. At length towards mid-
night the flow of the narrative would suddenly stop,

and after an interval we would all begin to cr)- out to

him to go on. " Oh, you are awake !
" he would

exclaim, with a chuckle of laughter. " Very well, then,

you know just where we are in our history, to be
resumed another day. Now you can go to sleep."

On the following evening he would take up the tale,

which would often last an entire week, to be followed

by another just as long, then inothcr, and so on—ou"
thousand and one nights. And this delightful yarn-

spinning was also dropped as he became more and more
absorbed in his mathematical and other studies.

To this day I can recall portions of those tales,

especially those in which birds and beasts instead of

men were the actors, and so much did we miss them
that sometimes when we were all assembled of an
afternoon we would start begging him for a story—" just

one more, and the longer the better," we would say to

tempt him. And he, a little flattered at our keen
appreciation of his talent as a yarn-spinner, would
appear inclined to yield. "Well, now, what story

shall 1 tell you .'
" he would say; and then, just when we

were setthng down to listen, he would shout, " No, no,

no more stories," and to put the matter from him he
would snatch up a book and order us to hold our
tongues or clear out of the room !

It was not for me to follow his lead ; I had not the

intellect or strength of will for such tasks, and not
only on that memorable evening of my anniversary,

but for days afterwards I continued in a troubled state

-«aK"»Si^i VS^L"}gMJ^^
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of mind, ashamed of my ignorance, my indolence, m

disinclination to any kind of mental work—ashame

even to think that my delight in nature and wish f<

no other thing in life was merely due to the fact thi

while the others were putting away childish things ;

they grew up, I alone refused to part with them.

The result of all these deliberations was that

temporized : I would not, I could not, give up tl

rides and rambles that took up most of my time, bi

I would try to overcome my disinclination to serio

reading. There were plenty of books in the house-

it was always a puzzle to me how we came to have

many. I was familiar with their appearance on tl

shelves—they had been before me since 1 first open(

my eyes—their shape, size, colour, even their titl<

and that was all I knew about them. A genei

Natural History and two little works by James Renr

on the habits and faculties of birds was all the literatu

suited to my wants in the entire ^ llection of three

four hundred volumes. For the rest, 1 had read a f(

story-books and novels : but we had no novels ; wh

one came into the house it would be read and lent

our next neighbour five or six miles away, and he

turn would lend to another, twenty miles further c

and so on until it disappeared in space.

I made a beginning with Rollin's Ancient History

two huge quarto volumes ; I fancy it was the lar

clear type and numerous plates which illustrated

that determined my choice. RoUin, the good c

priest, opened a new wonderful world to me, a

instead of the tedious task I had feared the readi

would prove, it was as delightful as it had forme
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been to listen c.^ my brother's endless histories of
imaginary heroes and their wars and adventures.

Still athirst for history, after finishing Rollin I

began fingering other works of that kind': there was
VVhistons Josephus, too ponderous a book to be held
in the hands when read out of doors ; and tiure was
Gibbon in six stately volumes. I was not yet able to
appreciate the lofty artificial style, and soon fell on
something better suited to my boyish taste in letters—
a History of Chrisnanity in, I think, sixteen or eighteen
volumes of a convenient size. The simple natural
diction attracted me, and I was soon convinced that I

could not have stumbled on more fascinating reading
than the lives of the Fathers of the Church included in
some of the earlier volumes, especially that of Augus-
tine, the greatest of all : how beautiful and marvellous
his life was, and his mother Monica's ! what wonderful
books he wrote !—his Confessions and City of God,
from which long cx-erpts were given in this volume.

These biographies sent me to another old book,
Leland on Revelation, which told me much I was
curious to know about the mythologies and systems of
philosophy of the ancients—the innumerable false cults
which had flourished in a darkened world before the
dawn of the true religion.

Next came Carlyle's French Revolution and at last

Gibbon, and I was still deep in the Decline and Fall
when disaster came to us : my father was practi-
cally ruined, owing, as I have said in a former chapter,
to his childlike trust in his fellow-men, and we quitted
the home he had counted as a permanent one, which i

due time would have become his property had he . ut

. HKTJ^x:"-:'^-
- -•nP5<?'
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made his position secure by a proper deed on first con-

senting to take over the place in its then ruinous

condition.

Thus ended, sadly enough, the enchanting years ot

my boyhood ; and here, too, the book should finish :

but having gone so far, I will venture a little further and

give a brief account of what followed and the life which,

for several succeeding years, was to be mine—the life,

that is to say, of the mind and spirit.

,
1

i i

ii.



CHAPTER XXIII

A Darkened Life

A ievere illness—Case pronounced hopeless—How it affected me
—Religious doubts and a mind distressed—Lawless thoughts

—Conversation with an old gaucho about religion—George
Combe anrl the desire for immortality.

After we had gone back impoverished to our old

home where 1 first saw the light—which was still my
father's property and all he had left—I continued my
reading, and was so taken up with the affairs of the

universe, seen and unseen, that I did not feel the

change in our position and comforts too greatly. I

took my share in the rough work and was much out-

of-doors on horseback looking after the animals, and

not unhappy. I was already very tall and thin at that

time, in my sixteenth year, still growing rapidly, and

though athletic, it was probable that some weakness

had been left in me by the fever. At all events, I had

scarcely settled down to the new way of life before a

fresh blow fell upon me, a malady which, though it

failed to kill me, yet made shipwreck of all my new-
born earthly hopes and dreams, and a distr-.al failure

of my after life.

One day I undertook, unaided, to drive home a small

troop of cattle we had purchased at a distance of a good
301
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many leagues, and was in the saddle from morning

till after dark in a continuous flooding rain and violeni

wind. The wind was against me, and the beasts wen

incessantly trying to turn and rush back to the plac<

they had been taken from, and the fight with wmc

and cattle went wearily on, the driving rain gradually

soaking through my woollen poncho, then through m;

clothes to my skin, and trickling down until my Ion]

boots were full and slopping over at the knees. Fo

the last half of that midwinter day my feet and leg

were devoid of feeling. The result of it was rheumati

fever and years of bad health, with constant attacks c

acute pain and violent palpitation of the heart whic

would last for hours at a stretch. From time to tim

I was sent or taken to consult a doctor in the cit;

and in that way from first to last I was in the hands (

pretty well all the Fnglish doctors in the place, bi

they did me no permanent good, nor did they sj

anything to give me a hope of complete recover

Eventually we were told that it was a practically hop

less case, that I had " outgrown my strength," and h;

a permanently bad heart and might drop down at ai

moment.

Naturally this pronouncement had a most disastro

efl^ect on me. That their diagnosis proved in the ei

to be wrong mattered nothing, since the injury h

been done and could not be undone if 1 lived a cc

tury. For the blow had fallen at the most criti

period in life, the period of transition when the new

awakened mind is in its freshest, most receptive stai

and is most curious, most eager, when knowledge

most readily assimilated, and, above everything, wl
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the foundations of character and the entire life of the
man are laid.

I speak, it will be understood, of a mind that had
not been trained or pressed into a mould or groove by
schoolmasters and schools—of a mind that was a forest
wilding rather than a plant, one in ten thousand like
It, grown under glass in a prepared soil, in a nursery.

Tha; I had to say good-bye to all thoughts of a
career, all bright dreams of the future which recent
readings had put into my mind, was not felt as the
chief loss, it was in fact a small matter compared with
the dreadful thought that I must scon resign this

earthly life which was so much more to me, as I could
not help thinking, than to most others. I was like
that young man with a ghastly face I had seen bound
to a post in our barn; or like any wretched captive,
tied hand and foot and left to lie there until it suited his

captor to come back and cut his throat or thrust him
th 'h with a spear, or cut him into strips with a
s\. I a leisurely manner so as to get all the satis-

fact .n possible out of the exercise of his skill and the
spectacle of gushing blood and his victim's agony.
Nor was this all nor even the worst which had be-

fallen me
; I now discovered that in spite of all my

strivings after the religious mind, that old dread of
annihilation which I had first experienced as a small
child was not dead as I had fondly imagined, but still

lived and worked in me. This visible world—this

paradise of which I had had so far but a fleeting

glimpse—the sun and moon and other worlds peopling
all space with their brilliant constellations, and still

other suns and systems, so utterly remote, in such
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inconceivable numbers as to appear to our vision as

|

faint luminous mist in the sky-all this universe whicl

had existed for millions and billions of ages, or tron

eternity, would have existed in vain, since now it wa

doomed with my last breath, my last gleam of con

sciousness, to come to nothing. For that was how th

thought of death presented Itself to me.

Against this appalling thought I struggled with a

my power, and prayed and prayed again, morning

noon and night, wrestling with God, as the phrase wa

trying as it were to wring something from His hanc

which would save me, and which He, for no reasc

that 1 could discover, withheld from me.

It was not strange in these circumstances that I b

came more and more absorbed in the religious literatui

of which we had a good amount on our bookshelves-

theolocrv, sermons, meditations for every day in tl

year, The Whole Duty of Man, A Call to the Vnconvertt

and 'many other old works of a similar character.

Among these I found one entitled, if I rememb

rightly. An Answer to the Infidel, and this work whi

I took up eagerly in the expectation that it would all

those maddening doubts perpetually rising in my mi

and be a help and comfort to me, only served to ma

matters worse, at all events for a time. For in t

book 1 was first made acquainted with many ot

arguments of the freethinkers, both of the Deists v

were opposed to the Christian creed, and of those v

denied the truth of all supernatural religion. And

answers to the arguments were not always convinc

It was idle, then, to seek for proofs in the books,

books themselves, after all their arguments, told
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as much when they said that only by faith could a
man be saved. And to the sad question :

" How was
it to be attained ?

" the only answer was, by striving
and striving until it came. And as there was nothing
else to do I continued striving, with the result that I

believed and did not believe, and my soul, or rather
my hope of immortality, trembled in the balance.

This, from first to last, was the one thing that
mattered

;
so much was ii to me that in reading one

of the religious books entitled The Sahni Everlasting
Rest, in which the pious author, Richard Baxter, ex-
patiates on and labours to make his readers realize the
condition of the eternally damned, I have said to
myself

:
« If an angel, or one returned from the dead,

could come to assure me that life does not end with
death, that we mortals are destined to live for ever,
but that for me there can be no blessed hereafter on
account of my want of faith, and because I loved or
worshipped Nature rather than the Author of my being,
it would be, not a message of despair, but of con-
solation

;
for in that dreadful place to which I should

be sent, I should be alive and not dead, and have my
memories of earth, and perhaps meet and have com-
munion there with others of like mind with myself
and with recollections like mine."

'

This was but one of many lawless thoughts which
assailed me at this time. Another, very persistent
was the view 1 took of the sufferings of the Saviour of
mankind. Why, I asked, were they made so much of ?

—why was it said that He suffered as no man had
suffered } It was nothing but the physical pain which
thousands and millions have had to endure ! And if
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I could be as sure of immortality as Jesus, death would

be to me no more than the prick of n thorn. What

would it matter to be nailed to a cross and perish in a

slow agony if I believed that, the agony over, I should

sit down refreshed to sup in paradise ? The worst of

it was that when I tried to banish these bitter, rebellious

ideas, taking them to be the whisperings of the Evil

One, as the books taught, the quick reply would come

that the supposed Evil One was nothing but the voice

of my own reason striving to make itself heard.

But the contest could not be abandoned ;
devil or

reason, or whatever it was, must be overcome, else

there was no hope for me ; and such is the powerful

effect of fixing all one's thoughts on one object,

assisted no doubt by the reflex effect on the mind of

prayer, that in due time I did succeed in making myself

believe all I wished to believe, and had my reward,

since after many days or weeks of mental misery there

would come beautiful intervals of peace and of more

than peace, a new and surprising experience, a state of

exaltation, when it would seem to me that I was lifted

or translated into a purely spiritual atmosphere and was

in communion and one with the unseen world.

It was wonderful. At last and for ever my Dark

Night of the Soul was over ; no more bitter broodings

and mocking whispers and shrinkings from the awtul

phantom of death continually hovering near me ;
and,

above all, no more " difficulties "—the rocky barriers

I had vainly beat and bruised myself against. For I

had been miraculously lifted over them and set safely-

down on the other side, where it was all plain walking.

Unhappily, these blissful intervals would not last

Aril
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long A recollection of something 1 had heurd or readwould come back to startle me out of the confident

or hir. \
--«" .would rev.ve as from a benumbedo hypnot.zed condu.on, and the mocking voice would^e h.,,a telhng me that I had been under a delusion.Once more I would abhor and shudder at the black

''si'r'r w trV" ^'^'^^^^ -^ ^""^"--" -^ --t

hour/' r" "''"' "''" '^' ""'^'''^ P-g"^"^ words

trs bef k" 'Tr^'^'' ^f^"'^'" ^° ^^ ^^-^ twoyears before by an old gaucho landowner who had beenour neighbour in my former home.
He was a rough, rather stern-looking man, with 1n.sso sdver-white hair and grey eyes'; a gauchl i,h dress and prmMt.ve way of life, the owner of a littleJand and a few animals-the s.nall remnant of the

estanc:a wh.ch had once belonged to his people. Buthe was a vigorous old man, who spent half of his dayon horseback, looking after the animals, his only livingOne day he was at our house, and coming out to where

a bench and called me to him. 1 went gladly enough,
thinking that he had some interesting bird news to giVc

dL Th T '''"^' ^°'" ^""^ '''^^' ^'-king acigar and staring at the sky as if watching the smoke
vanish in the air. At length he opened fire.

tell .tr V"'^
" ^'°" ''' °"-'>' ' ^°y' but you can

tell me something I don't know. Your parents readbooks, and you listen to their conversation and learn
h.ngs. We are Roman Catholics, and you are Pro-

testants. ^^ e call you heretics and say that for such

•b the difference between our religion and yours.
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I explained the matter as well as I knew how, and

added, somewhat maliciously, that the main d.ff rence

was his religion was a corrupt form of Christianity and

ours a pure one. .

This had §0 effect on him ; he went on smokmg

and staring at the sky as if he hadn't heard me. Then

he began again :
" Now I know. These differences

are nothing to me, and though I was curious to know

what they were, they are not worth ta.«:ing about,

because, as I know, all religions are false."

« What did he mean—how did he know ?
* I asked,

very much surprised.

"The priests tell us," he replied, "that we must

believe and live a religious life in this world to be

saved. Your priests tell you the same, and as there is

no other world and we have no souls, all they say must

be false. You see all this with your eyes," he con-

tinued, waving his hands to indicate the whole visible

world. "And when you shut them or go Wind you

see no more. It is the same with our brains. We

think of a thousand things and remember, and when

the brain decays we forget everything, and we die, and

everything dies with us. Have not the cattle eyes to

see and brains to think and remember too ? And

when they die no priest tells us that they have a soul

and have to go to purgatory, or wherever he likes to

send them. Now, in return for what you told me, 1 ve

told you something you didn't know."

It came as a great shock to me to hear this. Hitherto

I had thought that what was wrong with our native

friends was that they believed too much, and this man

__this good honest old gaucho we all respected—be-
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lieved nothing

! I tried to argue with him and told
him he had said a dreadful thing, since every one knewm his heart that he had an immortal soul and had to
be judged after death. He had distressed and even
frightened me, but he went on calmly smoking and
appeared not to be listening to me, and as he refused
to speak I at last burst out :

" How do you know ?

Why do you say you know ?
"

At last he spoke. « Lis.-n. I was once a boy too,
and I know that a boy of fourteen can understand
things as well as a man. I was an only child, and my
mother was a widow, and 1 was more than all the
world to her, and she was more than everything else
to me. We were alone together in the world—we
two. Then she died, and what her loss was to me—
how can i say it .?-how could you understand ? And
after she was taken away and buried, I said :

< She is
not dead, and wherever she now is, in heaven or in
purgatory, or in the sun, she will remember and come
to me and comfort me.' When it was dark I went out
alone and sat at the end of the house, and spent hours
wait) ,g for her. ' She will surely come,' I said ' but I
don t know whether I shall see her or not. Perhaps
tt will be just a whisper in my ear, perhaps a touch of
her hand on mine, but I shall know that she is with
me. And at last, worn out with waiting and watching
I went to my bed and said she will come to-morrow
And the next night and the next it was the same
Sometimes I would go up the ladder, always standing
against the gable so that one could go up, and
standing on the roof, look out over the plain and see
where our horses were grazing. There I would sit or
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iic on the thatch for hours. And I would cry
:

' Come

to me, my mother! I cannot hve without >ou

!

Come soon-come so.n, before I d.e of a broken

heart
' ' That was my cry every night, until worn

out with mv vigil 1 would go back to my room. And

she never came; and at last I knew tlut she was dead

and that we were separated for ever-that there .s no

%t^:to:r pierced me to the heart and without

another wo d I left him, but I succeeded m making

Telf believe that ,nef for his mother had made him

Zd, that as a boy he had got these delusions^, h

mind and had kept them all his life Now this

Tollection haunted me. Then one day, w.tn my

^ind in this trouoled state, in reading George Combe s

Ziology 1 came on a passage in wh- h the question

of the desire for immortality is discussed, his conten-

tion being that it is not universal, and as a proof of

this he affirms that he himself had no such desire

This came as a great shock to me, since up to the

moment of reading it I had in my ignorance tak.:

ToHranted that the desire is inherent in every human

being from the dawn of consciousness to the end o

life that it is our chief desire, and is an mstinct of the.

sou like that physical instinct of the migratory bird

whth calls it annually from the most distant regions

back to its natal home. I had also taken it or granted

that our hope of immortality, or rather our belief in it,

^.as founded on this same passion in us and in Us uni-

versality. The fact that there were those who had no

such desire was sufficient to show that it was no spiritual

instinct or not of divine origin.
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There were many more shocks of this kind—when
I go back in memory to that sad time, it seems almost
incredible to me that that poor lioubttul faith in

revealed religion still survives, and that the strug^^e
still went on, but go on it certainly did.

To many of my readers, to all who have interested

themselves in the history of religion ami its effect on
individual minds— its psychology—all I have written
concerning my mental condition at that period, will

come as a twice-told tale, since thousands and millions

of me.i have undergone sim lar experiences and have
related them in numberless books. And here I must
beg my reader to bear in mind that in the days of my
youth we had not yet fallen into the indifference and
scepticism which now infect the entire Christian world.

In those days people still believed ;' and here in

England, in the very centre and mind of the world,
many thousands of miles from mv rude wildc-ness
the champions of the Church were in deadly co .ict

with the Evolutionists, I knew nothing about all that :

I had no modern books —those we had were mostly
about a hundred years old. My fight up to this period

was all on the old lines, and on this account I have
related it as briefly as possible ; but it had to be told,

since it comes into the rtory of the development of

my mind at that period. I have no doubt that my
sufferings through these religious experiences were far

greater than in the majority of cases, and this for the

special reason which I have already intimated.

,j>apri«<^B **'0^ A
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CHAPTER XXIV

Loss and Gain

The .oul'. loneUnes»-My mother and her death-A mother', love

for her .on-Her character-Anecdo.e.-A mystery and a

revelation-The autumnal migration of b.rd.-Moonhght v.g.1.

_My absent brother's return-He introduces me to Darwm s

works—A new philosophy of life—Conclusion.

The mournful truth that a mati-every man-must

die alone, had been thrust sharply into my mmd and

kept there by the frequent violent attacks of my malady

I suffered at that time, every one of which threatened

to be the last. And this sense and apprehension o

loneliness at the moment of the severance of all

earthly ties and parting with light and l.te, was perhaps

the cause of the idea or notio.i which possessed

me that in all our most intimate thoughts and reflec-

tions concerning our destiny and our deepest emotions,

we are and must be alone. Anyhow, in so tar as these

matters are concerned, I never had nor des.red a

confidant. In this connection I recall the last word,

spoken to me by my younger brother the being

loved best on earth at that time and the one 1 had

been more intimate with than with any other person

have ever known. This was after the dark days and

years had been overpast, when 1 had had long periods
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of fairly good health and had known happiness m the
solitary places I loved to haunt, communing with v.ild

nature, with wild birds for company.
He was with mc in the ship in which I had taken

my passage "home," as I insisted on calling r^ngland,
to his amusement, anvi when we had grasped hands for
the last time and had said our last good-bye, ho addeil
this one more last word :

" Of all the people I have
ever known you are the only one I lion't know."

It was a word, I imagine, never spoken by a mother
of a loved son, her insight, bori^ of her exceeding love,

being so much greater than that of the closest friend

and brother. I never breathed a word of my doubts
and mental agonizings to my mother ; F spoke to her
only of my bodily sufferings

; yet she knew it all, and
I knew that she knew. And because she knew and
understood the temper of my mind as well, she never
questioned, never probed, but mvariably when alone
with me she would with infinite tenderness in her
manner touch on spiritual things and tell me of her
own state, the consolations of her faith which gave
her peace and strength in all our reverses and anxieties.

1 knew, too, that her concern at mv state was the
greater because it was not her first experience of a

trouble of this kind. My elder long-absent brother
had scarcely ceased to be a boy before throwing off all

belief in the Christian creed and congratulating himself
on having got rid of old wives' fables, as he scornfully
expressed it. But never a word did he say to her of
this change, and without a word she knew it, and when
she spoke to us on the subject neares. to her heart and
he listened in respectful silence, she knew the thought
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and feeling that was in him—that he loved her above

everybody but was free of her creed.

He had been able to cast it off with a light heart

because of his perfect health, since in that condition

death is not in the mind—the mind refuses to admit

the thought of it, so remote is it in that state that we

regard ourselves as practically immortal. And, un-

troubled by that thought, the mind is clear and vigorous

and unfettered. What, I have asked myself, even

when striving after faith, would faith in another world

have mattered t me if 1 had not been suddenly

sentenced to an early death, when the whole desire of

my soul was life, nothing but life—to live for ever !

Then my mother died. Her perfect health failed

her suddenly, and her decline was not long. But she

suffered much, and on the last occasion of my being

with her at her bedside she told me that she was very

tired and had no fear of death, and would be glad to

go but for the thought of leaving me in such a

precarious state of health and with a mind distressed.

Even then she put no questions to me, but only

expressed the hope that her prayers for me would be

answered and that at the last we should be together

again.

I cannot say, as I might say in the case of any other

relation or friend, that I had lost her. A mother's

love for the child of her body differs essentially from

all other affections, and burns with so clear and steady

a flame that it appears like the one unchangeable thing

in this earthly mutable life, so that when she is no

longer present it is still a light to our steps and a

consolation.
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It came to me as a great surprise a few years a^o
to have my secret and most cherished feelings ahout
my own mother expressed to me as I had never heard
them expressed before by a friend who, albeit still

young, has made himself a name in the world, one
who had nevjr known a mother, she having died
during his infancy. He lamented that it had been so,

not only on account of the motherless childhood and
boyhood he had known, but chiefly because in after

life it was borne in on him that he been deprived of
somethmg infinitely precious which others have—the

enduring and sustaining memory of a love which is

unlike any other love known to mortals, and is almost
a sense and prescience of immortality.

In reading, nothing goes to my heart like any true

account of a mother and son's love for one another,

such as V ^nd in that true book I have already spoken
of in a former chapter, Serge AksakofF's Hiuory of
My Childhood. Of other books I may cite I.eigh

Hunt's Autobiography in the early chapters. Reading
the incidents he records of his mother's love and pity

for all in trouble and her self-sacrificing acts, I have
exclaimed: "How like my mother! It is just how
she would have acted !

"
1 will give an instance here

of her loving-kindness.

Some days after her death I had occasion to go to

the house of one of our native neighbours—the humble
rancho of poor people. It was not in my mijid at the

moinent that I had not seen these people since my
mother died, and on coming into the living-room the
old mother of the family, who had grandchildren of
my age, rose from her seat with tottering steps to meet
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u ^ ;r, h«»rs with tears streaming

me. and takmg my ^nd " h'^- '"^''
, j^. „ho

from her eyes, cned : She haslett
^__^

^,ed me -*" ^
.^h w m"/ Jo^er and the

lovmg heart. U "^^h' "^ j/^j.^^^. her ?"

mother of us all. ^''" '"',„;„. on my horse it

Only after go-g "Ut and g^-S,-^J„^ „„,
occurred to me that '"= °" "

„ „<rth„, a

back to the t,me when
^J «f;J^^„/ she could

girl-wife, many years before ^ wa^ bor

^^
remember numerous acts of '°".

\^i,jbirth inthat

that when one of her daughters d.d ,n c .ldb._^

until a nurse was found.
,( ,

From the time when began to th.nk for y
^^

^ *« wnrvler at her tolerance ;
tor sne w« *

her, a child of New g
^^^^ ,^, people

reared m an intensely
'^^^'^ [ ^^^, ^^,, have

°^ ''' TZTZltZ^^^^ of another world,

appeared almost like tne
^^^ _

They were as strange ^° ^er soul m
y^ ^^

ually, as they were
"f^^^^^^ ^^"^

she was able to

not of their faith. She was a Protestant,
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that exactly meant they didn't know, but they supposed

it was something very bad. Protestants, some of them

held, had been concerned in the crucifixion of the

Saviour ; at all events, they would not go to mass or

confessional, and despised the saints, those glorified

beings who, under the Queei. of Heaven, and with

the angels, were the guardians of Christian souls in

this life and their intercessors in the next. They were

anxious to save her, and when I was born, the same

old dame I have told about a page or two back, find-

ing that I had come into the world on St. Dominic's

Day, set herself to persuade my mother to name me

after that saint, that being the religious custom of the

country. For if they should succeed in this it would

be taken as a sign of grace, that she was not a despiser

of the saints and her case hopeless. But my mother

had already fixed on a name for me and would not

change it for another, even to please her poor

neighbours—certainly not for such a name as Dominic ;

perhaps there is not one in the calendar more obnoxious

to heretics of all denominations.

They were much hurt—it was the only hurt she ever

caused them—and the old dame and some of her people,

who had thought the scheme too good to be dropped

altogether, insisted always on calling me Dominic !

My mother's sympathy and love for everybody

appeared, too, in the hospitality she delighted to exercise.

That, indeed, was the common virtue of the country,

especially in the native population ; but from all my

experience during my wanderings on these great plains

in subsequent years, when every night would find me

a guest in a different establishment, I never saw any-
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thing quite on a par with my parents' hospitality.

Nothing seemed to make them happier than havmg

strangers and ravellers taking their rest with us; there

were also a good number of persons who were ac-

customed to make periodical visits to the city from the

southern part of the province who, after a night with

us, with perhaps half a day's rest to follow, would make

our house a regular resting-place. But no distmctions

were made. The poorest, even men who would be

labelled tramps in England, travellers on foot perhaps

where cattle made it dangerous to be on foot, would

be made as welcome as those of a better class. Our

delight as children, loving fun too well, was when we

had a guest of this humble description at the supper-

table. Settling down in our places at the long table

laden with good things, a stern admonitory glance

from our father would let us into the secret of the new

guest's status—his unsuitability to his surroundmgs.

It was great fun to watch him furtively and listen to

his blundering conversational efforts, but we knew that

the least sound of a titter on our part would have

been an unpardonable offence. The poorer and more

uncouth, or ridiculous, from our childish point of view,

they appeared, the more anxious my mother would be

to put them at their ease. And she would sometimes

say to us afterwards that she could not laugh with us

because she remembered the poor fellow probably had

a mother somewhere in a distant country who was

perhaps thinking of him at the very time he was at the

table with us, and hoping and praying that in his

wanderings he would meet with some who would be

kind to him.
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I remember many of these chance guests, and will
give a particular account of one—the guest and the
evening we passed in his company—as this survives
with a peculiar freshness in my memory, and it was
also a cherished recollection of my mother's.

I was then nine or ten years old, and our guest was
a young Spanish gentleman, singularly handsome, with
a most engaging expression and manner. He was on a
journey from Buenos Ayres to a part in our province
some sixty or seventy leagues further south, and after
askmg permission to pass the night at our house, he
explained that he had only one horse, as he liked that
way of travelling rather than the native way of driving
a troptlla before him, going at a furious gallop from
dawn to dark, and changing horses every three or four
leagues. Having but one horse, he had to go in a
leisurely way with many rests, and he liked to call at

many houses every day just to talk with the people.
After supper, during which he charmed us with his

conversation and pure Castilian, which was like music
as he spoke it, we formed a circle before a wood fire

in the dining-room and made him take the middle seat.
For he had confessed that he performed on the guitar,
and we all wanted to sit where we could see as well as
listen. He tuned the instrument in a leisurely way,
pausmg often to continue the conversation with my
parents, until at last, seeing how eager we all were, he
began to play, and his music and style were strange to
us, for he had no jigging tunes with fantastic flights and
flourishes so much aff^ected by our native guitarists.
It was beautiful but serious music.
Then came another long pause and he talked again,
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and said the pieces he had been playing were composed

by his chief favourite, Sarasate. He said that Sarasate

had been one of the most famous guitarists m Spam,

and had composed a good deal of music for the guitar

before he had given it up for the violin. As a violinist

he would win a European reputation, but in Spain

they were sorry that he had abandoned the national

instrument. ,

All he said was interesting, but we wanted more ana

more of his music, and he played less and less and at

longer intervals, and at last he put the guitar down,

and turning to my parents, said with a smile that he

begged to be excused—that he could play no 'no'-e/°'"

thinking. He owed it to them, he said, to tell them

what he was thinking about ; they would then know

how much they had done for his pleasure that evening

and how he appreciated it. He was, he continued,

one of a large family, very united, all living with their

parents at home ; and in winter, which was cold in his

part of Spain, their happiest time was in the evening

when they would gather before a big fire of oak logs

in their sala and pass the time with books and con-

versation and a little music and singing. Naturally,

since he had left his country years ago, the thought ot

that time and those evenings had occasionally been m

his mind—a passing thought and memory. On this

evening it had come in a different way, less like a

memory than a revival of the past, so that as he sat

there among us, he was a boy back in Spain once mor.

sitting by the fire with his brothers and sisters and

parents. With that feeling in him he could not go on

playincT. And he thought it most strange that such an



LOSS AND GAIN 321

experience should have come to him for the first timem that place out on that great naked pampa, sparselv
inhabited, where life was so rough, so primitive
And while he talked we all listened—how eagerly 1—dnnkmg m his words, especially my mother, her

eyes bright with the moisture rising in them
; and she

often afterwards recalled that evening guest, who was
seen no more by us but had left an enduring image in
our hearts.

^

This is a picture of my mother as she appeared to
all who knew her. In my individual case there was
more, a secret bond of union between us, since she
best understood my feeling for Nature and sense of
beauty, and recognized that in this I was nearest to her
Thus, besides and above the love of mother and son
we had a spiritual kinship, and this was so much to me
that everything beautiful in sight or sound that affected
me came associated with her to my mind. I have
found this feeling most perfectly expressed in some
lines to the Snowdrop by our lost poet, Dolben. I

am in doubt, he wrote,

' If lummer brings a flower so lovable,

Of such a meditative restfulness

As this, with all her roses and carnations.
The morning hardly stirs their noiseless bells

;

Yet could I fancy that they whispered " Home,

"

Fo' all things gentle, all things beautiful,
I hold, my mother, for a part of thee.'

So have I held. All things beautiful, but chiefly
flowers. Her feeling for them was little short of
adoration. Her religious mind appeared to regard
them as little voiceless messengers from the Author of
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our beings and of Nature, or as divine symbols of a

place and a beauty beyond our power to imagine.

I think it likely that when Dolben penned those

lines to the Snowdrop it was in his mind that this was

one of his mother's favourites. My mother had her

favourites too ; not the roses and carnations in our

gardens, but mostly among the wild flowers growing

the pampas-flowers which 1 never see in England.

But I remember them, and if by some strange chance

1 should find myself once more in that distant region,

I should go out in search of them, and seeing them

again, feel that I was communing with her spirit.

These memories of my mother are a relief to me in

recalling that melancholy time, the years of my youth

that were wasted and worse, considering their effect

and that the very thought of that period, which is to

others the fullest, richest, and happiest in l»te has

always been painful to me. Yet to it I am now obliged

to return for the space of two or three pages to relate

how I eventually came out of it.
, ^ ,

My case was not precisely like that of Cowper s

Castaway, but rather like that of a fugitive from his

ship on some tropical coast who, on swimming to the

shore, finds himself in a mangrove swamp, waist-deep

in mire, tangled in rope-like roots, straining frantically

to escape his doom.

I have told how after my fifteenth anniversary, when

I first began to reflect seriously on my future life, the

idea still persisted that my perpetual delight in Nature

was nothing more than a condition or phase of my

child's and boy's mind, and would inevitably fade out
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m time. I might have guessed at an earlier date that
this was a delusion, since the feeling had grown in
strength with the years, but it was only after I took to
reading at the beginning of my sixteenth year that I
discovered its true character. One of the books I read
then for the first time was White's Selborne, given
to me by an old friend of our family, a merchant in
Buenos Ayres, who had been accustomed to stay a
week or two with us once a year when he took his
holiday. He had been on a visit to Europe, and one
day, he told me, when in London on the eve of his
departure, he was in a bookshop, and seeing this book
on the counter and glancing at a page or two, it

occurred to him t>at it was just the right thing to get
for that bird-loving boy out on the pampas. I read
and re-read it many times, for nothing so good of its

kind had ever come to me, but it did not reveal to me
the secret of my own feeling for Nature—the feeling
of which I was becoming more and more conscious,
which was a mystery to me '••snecially at certain
moments, when it would come ui.-oi. .„. with a sudden
rush. So powerful it was, so anaccountable, I was
actually afraid of it, yet I would go out of my way to
seek it. At the hour of sunset I would go out half a
mile or so from the house, and sitting on the dry grass
with hands clasped round my knees, gaze at the
western sky, waiting for it to take me. And I would
ask myself: What does it mean } But there was no
answer to that in any book concerning the " life and
conversation of animals." I found it in other works :

in Brown's Philosophy—another of the ancient tomes
on our shelves—and in an old volume containing

Y 2 *
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life set northwards, and all through March and April

the birds were visible in flock succeeding flock from

dawn to dark, until the summer visitants were all gone,

to be succeeded in May by the birds from the far

south, flying from the antarctic wmter.

This annual spectacle had alwavs been a moving
one, but the feeling it now produced—this mingled

feeling—was most powerful on still moonlight nights,

when I would sit or lie on my bed gazing out on the

prospect, earth and sky, in its changed mysterious

aspect. And, lying there, I would listen by the hour

to the three-syllable call-note of the upland or solitar-

plover, as the birds went past, each bird alone far up
in the dim sky, winging his way to the north. It was

a strange vigil I kept, stirred by strange thoughts and

feelings, in that moonlit earth that was strange too,

albeit familiar, for never before had the sense of the

supernatural in Nature been stronger. And the bird

I liste.xd to, that same solitary plover I had known
and admired f'-om my earliest years, the most graceful

of birds, beautitm to see and hear when it would spring

up before my horse with its prolonged wild bubbling

cry of alarm and go away with swift, swallow-like

flight—what intensity and gladness of life was in it,

what a wonderful inherited knowledge in its brain, and

what an inexhaustible vigour in its slender frame to

enable it to perform that annual double journey of

upwards of ten thousand miles ! What a joy it would

be to live for ages in a world of such fascinating

phenomena ! If some great physician, wise beyond all

others, infallible, had said to me that all my doctors

had been wrong, that, barring accidents, 1 had yet fifty
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year, to liv., or forty, or .ven thirty, I *ou'd have

lorshipMd him and would have counted n>ys=K '*«

Tppl^^t' being on ,h. globe, with " -"V ""™'

.„7winter8 and springs and summers to see yet.

V« h the« supernatural moonlight nights I «n,sh

the^tory oMt dark time, albeit the darkness had no

vrt Ze- to have recalled it and related .t bnefly as I

HuU rncet my l,fe is enough. Let me now go back

,„ the simile of ''.". '.<>« "f^'h s<'-''gg''"g *°' ''" '"

to the »>""' «
^ ,„5j o( having set my

TZC: Z^place in that slough of fetid slime, of

llolesome breath of air blown to me from outs,de

rLisdrredT/sNre^reeK'frt
Zc I would become oblivious of my precanous state.

was sX nd for a long time subject to attacks, when

hrnan was intolerable and was like steel driven mto

tl Tart always followed by violent palpitations,

my neart, ai ay
^^^^ ^^^^.^^^^

wh ch would last tor hours, out
hecame

on foot or horseback made me no worse, and I became

more and more venturesome, spending most of my

Z: o-^rdoors. although of. -Me
X^;-

rft:SdT.rmrSway, had been

" rtrmyX brother returned, an event of the^ importance m ^rJ^^;fj:^^^:X.
rtht^:::4:vrcL;be^.^^^^^^^^^
had he altered in appearance in those tive long y
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of absence, which had seemed like an age to me. He
had left us as a smooth-faced youth, with skin tanned

to such a deep colour that with his dark piercing eyes

and long black hair he had looked to me more like an

Indian than a white man. Now his skin was white, and

he had grown a brown beard and moustache. In disposi-

tion, too, he had grown more genial and tolerant, but I

soon discovered that in character he had not changed.

As soon as an opportunity came he began to inter-

rogate and cross-question me as to my mind—lie and

where I stood, and expressed himself surprised to hear

that I still held to the creed in which we had been

reared. How, he demanded, did I reconcile these

ancient fabulous notions with the doctrine of evolution .''

What effect had Darwin produced on me } I had to

confess that I had not read a line of his work, that

with the exception of Draper's Hisiory of Civilization^

which had come by chance in my way, I had during all

those five years read nothing but the old books which

had always been on our shelves. He said he knew
Draper's History^ and it was not the sort of book for

me to read at present. I wanted a diftert t history,

with animals as well as men in it. He had a store of

books with him, and would lend me the Origin of

Species to begin with.

When I had read and returned the book, s.id he

was eager to hear my opinion, 1 said it had not ,urt

me in the least, since Darwin had to mv mind oniv

succeeded in disproving his own theor}- with his

argument from artificial selection. He himself con-

fessed that no new species had ever been produced m
that way.

iiiiw»niiiii|g..:t.x^cy';:
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That, he said in reply, was the easy criticism that

any one who came to the reading m a hostde spim

would make. They would fasten on that apparently

weak point and not pay much attention to the fact th^

it is fairly met and answered in the book When he

first read the book it convinced him ;
but he had come

to it with an open mind and I w.th a prejudiced mmd

on account of my religious ideas. He alvjsed me to

read it again, to read and consider ^t -rehdlyJ f
,,thc

sole purpose of getting at the truth "Take it he

said,
« and read it again in the right way for you to

read it—as a naturalist."

He had been surprised that I, an ignorant boy or

youth on the pampas, had ventured to criticize such a

work. I, on my side, had been equally surprised at

his quiet way of reasoning with me, with none of the

old 'scornful spirit flaming out. He was gentle with

me, knowing that I had suflrered much and was not

^''l read it again in the way he had counselled and

then refused to think any more on the subject I was

sick of thinking. Like the wretch who long has tossed

upon the thorny bed of pain, I only wanted to repair

my vigour lost and breathe and walk again; to be on

horseback, galloping over the green pampas, in sun and

wind For after all it was only a reprieve, not a com-

mutation of sentence-though one of a kind unknown

Tn the Courts, in which the condemned -n i-lbw^

out on bail. My pardon was not received un il a tew

yelrs later. I retimed with a new wonderful zest to

L old sports, shooting and fishing, and would spend

Tys and weeks from home, sometimes staying with
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old gaucho friends and former neighbours at their
ranchos, attending cattle-markings and partings, dances,
and other gatherings, and also made longer expeditions
to the southern and western frontiers of the province,
living out of doors for months at a time.

Despite my determination to put the question off,

my mind, or subconscious mind, like a dog with a
bone which it refuses to drop in defiance of its masters'
command, went on revolving it. It went to bed and
got up with me, and was with me the day long, and
whenever I had a still interval, when I would pull up
my horse to sit motionless watching some creature,
bird or beast or snake, or sat on the ground poring
over some insect occupied with the business of its little

life, i *ould become conscious of the discussion and
argument going on. And every creature I watched,
from the great soaring bird circling in the sky at a vast
altitude to the little life at my feet, was brought into
the argument, and was a type, representing a group
marked by a family likeness not only in figure and
colouring and language, but in mind as well, in habits

and the most trivial traits and tricks of gesture and so
on; the entire group in its turn related to another
group, and to others still further and further away,
the likeness growing less and less. What explanation
was possible but that of community of descent ? How
mcredible it appeared that this had not been seen years
ago—yes, even before it was discovered that the world
was round and was one of a system of planets revolving
round the sun. All this starry knowledge was of little

or no importance compared to that of our relationship
with all the infinitely various forms of life that share



M

m^
ill

330 FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO

,h» earth with us. Yrt it was not till the second hJf

*
the mr«eenth century that this great, al-" ««-

evident truth had won a hearing m the world 1
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no soo«
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he forms of life. And again, insensibly and ,ne«aWy^

pXhy of life. A good enougH one . far «^th.s
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The old gaucho-s bUter -.yjf --oul; I have a,«>
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'Tud^Ztllv dtother It mine was able

rSnd o"mfor He had become deeply rehgious

and^ter much reading in Herbert Spencer and oth.r
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modern philosophers and evolutionists, he told me he
thought It was idle for Christians to fic^ht aga.nst the
argument of the materialists that the mind is a
function of the brain. Undoubtedly it was that and
our mental faculties perished with the brain ; bu't we
had a soul that was imperishable as well. He knew '/

which meant that he too was a mystic, and being
wholly preoccupied with religion, his mystical faculty
found Its use and exercise there. At all events his
notion served to lift him over his difficulties and to
get him out of his mangrove swamp-a way perhaps
less impossible than the one recently pointed out by
William James.

Thus I came out of the contest a loser, but as a
compensation had the knowledge that my physicians
were false prophets

; that, barring accidents, I could
count on thirty, forty, even fifty years with their
summers and autumns and winters. And that was
the life I desired—the life the heart can conceive—the
earth life. When I hear people say they have not
found the world and life so agreeable or interesting
as to be in love with it, or that they look with
equanimity to its end, I am apt to think they have
never been properly alive nor seen with clear vision
the world they think so meanly of, or anything in it—
not a blade of grass. Only I know that mine is an
exceptional case, that the visible world is to me more

'

beautiful and interesting than to most persons, that
the delight I experienced in my communings with
Nature did not pass away, leaving nothing but a
recollection of vanished happiness to intensify a present
pain. The happiness was never lost, but owing
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,„ that faculty 1 have spoken of, had a cumulative

SfealnX Ld and was mine again, so that m my

worst times, «hen 1 was compelled to exjst shut out

from Nature in London for long per.ods s,ck nd

poor and friendless, I could yet al«ys feel that .t

was infinitely better to be than not to be.

THE END

„ rTT-EAT RkITAIN by RiCHAKO Cl.AV & SoNs, I.IM.TED.
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