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will take me back to the place whence I came, and
so enable me to have made a diversified circular
tour by land and water for the expenditure of ten-
pence. Who would waste his substance on coach-
men and high-steppers; who would envy Sir
Thomas Brassey his lordly pleasure-craft, when
this round of travel, with its buoyant sense of in-
dependence at the end, can be accomplished for
tenpence ? And now I shall hie me to a bar I wot
of, and with the two pence that remain of my
splendid shilling, I shall cheer the inner man with
a clear, cool, mantling glass of foam-crowned bitter
beer.

The beer ought to be good in Camberwell, for
here Mrs. Thrale lived of yore, and the ponderous
lexicographer took his walks, and mused on the
vanity of human wishes. We have breweries still,
and we have groves, even groves of Academus,
where one may laugh; for are they not sacred to
the shades of the two Hoods and Jeff Prowse, the
“ Nicholas” of Fun, as to Nick Woods, the Napier-
recorder of Inkermann, and to associations with
William Black, Henry Bessemer, and John Ruskin,
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master of art, which is something more, and
more significant, than that Magister Artium which
persons doubtful of their gifts or station osten-
tatiously affix to their names? And in our groves
we have such variety of arborescent prizes as no
other district of London can boast, extending to the
arbutus or strawberry-tree, and the liriodendron or
tulip-tree. The liriodendron has been planted in
Palace Yard, in the hope that the breath of whole-
someness, genial to its native America, shall per-
meate the badly-ventilated atmosphere of the
adjacent House of Commons. I love trees as if I
were suckled by a hamadryad. May he who cuts
them down to build whereon they stood taste the
bitterness of Acheron !

And Camberwell Green, which I dearly affect, is
it not replete with every modern convenience, as
those ambitious amateurs who write the auction-
bills are wont to phrase it ¢ There is a bank where
you may cash a cheque; two public-houses where
you may spend great part of it fuddling yourself; a
police-station where you may sleep the fuddle off;
a pillar-box where a letter may be posted summon-
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ing a bail to your aid ; a drinking-fountain where
you may slake your thirst when you come out
penitent from the police-office; a Turkish-bath,
with a crescent-and-star daubed piece of bunting
over it, where you may knead your frame into
sobriety ; a hairdresser’s where you may make your-
self presentable; a stationer’s where my friend
Morris will lavishly dose you with the tonic of
moral apothegm ; and, right opposite, a horse-trough
where you may give yourself the ducking you
deserve.

Inside the tavern, where I sought the beer, I
met a financier, a shrewd fellow of a gross habit
of body and a dry wit. He is accountant to a
firm of book-makers, and can hold his own with
the tongue; he married into the family of a late
eminent prizefighter, and, with the connection,
seems to have acquired the talent of holding his
own with the fist. 1 like Wat much, and have
obtained various scraps of desultory information
from him which are useful.

Imprimis, that a penny ticket on a river-steamer

on a Sunday constitutes a man as bond fide a
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traveller as Henry M. Stanley, and endows him
with the privilege of getting liquid comfort within
prohibited hours.

Item, that the cigars on the outside of a bundle,
and therefore indented with the tape, are generally
the best.

[tem, that if there is hide or pelt on a carcase
before a butcher’s stall, you may take for granted
it is a British carcase. Foreign meat has to be
skinned to avoid the risk of importation of cattle-
disease.

And, ultimately, that if you are about to drown
yourself in the Thames, and are anxious to avert
identification, the best spot to throw yourself off is
in the neighbourhood of a ship at moorings, as then
you are likely to be drawn under her and kept in
the chains for months.

Some readers who are unaware that there were
no gentlemen with coat-armour in the College of
Apostles, may object that in presenting them to
Wat I am introducing them to low society; but I
can assure them that I have seen a very respectable
Duke hail-fellow-well-met with a jockey, and my
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friend Wat has a far fuller education than the
primest of jockeys. He is apt and accurate in
quotations from English literature; and if you
venture to make Greeks “meet” Greeks in his
presence, or talk of fresh “fields” and pastures
new, or attribute the tempering of the wind to the
shorn lamb to Holy Writ, he will lay you ten to
one in sovereigns you are wrong, and win your
money. He is also a champion orthographist, and
will back himself to spell English words against
any man in the British Empire for £500, bar words
technical.

“Ah,” he said, “my noble! is it true you are
going on a lecturing-tour next winter ?”

“If God but spare me health and lung-power I
am,” was my reply.

“ And wherefore, may I ask? Can you not do
better at the desk ?”

“The desk is monotonous; besides, I yearn for
change, and I may be able to freshen up my ideas,
and set down some notes in my tables. 'Twill
improve intellectual and physical health.”

“It will, of course,” agreed Wat. “For instance,
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it will be perfectly delightful journeying to Inver-
ness, say, in the depth of December.”

“ As it so happens, I am booked for Inverness on
a date in that month.”

Wat stared at me. “Do you know,” he said,
“’tis a far ery to Loch Awe, and Inverness is at the
other side of Loch Awe? Thither and back from
where we stand is eleven hundred and ninety
miles.”

I was surprised ; I had not entered into these
details; but I held my peace.

“Have you got many engagements ?”

“Yes; the first was from Dollar, which I accept
as a good omen ; and, curiously enough, ’tis not in
the United States.”

“No,” said Wat; “’tis between Edinburgh and
Stirling. What fee do they tender you there ?”

I told him.

“Ahem !” he continued, fondling his chin as he
spoke. «If youdon't cumber yourself with luggage
—a courier-bag will do—and if you bus it to
King’s Cross, and stop at a temperance hotel in

“Auld Reekie,” and give servants no tips, and con-
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descend to all invitations, with a wise economy, I
take it, you won’t drop more than five-and-twenty
shillings on that transaction.”

“How! What do you mean? You surely are
not serious ?” _

“Why, the railway return fare to Edinburgh
alone is five-pun-nine-and-six ; and that will burn
a hole in your fee.”

“Perhaps,” I ventured, not to look foolish, “I may
have means of getting to Edinburgh for nothing.”

“Ah!” said Wat, with a sigh and a sorrowful
sententiousness, “if you think you can try on that,
well and good ; but I'm getting so precious fat that
I can no longer hide myself under a seat !’

The barman, who had overheard the dialogue,
here burst into an ill-bred fit of laughter. That
attendant had some appreciation of humour; but
Wat did the correct thing, nevertheless, in rebuking
him for his untimely hilarity. The barman should
have waited until he had retired to his own room.

This lecturing, as I explained. to the financier, is
rather a hazardous experiment after a man has
passed his fortieth year. Itislike learning to act—
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even more arduous than that, for you have no
prompter, and must be qualified to think upon
your legs. Interruptions must not check the flow
of your eloquence; indifference must not chill
your enthusiasm. You must be suave, alert, sono-
rous, and roll forth a discourse got off by rote as if
it were the offspring of the moment’s inspiration.
The combustion of thought must appear to be a
spontaneous combustion. Once your tale is set
a-going, there must be no pause, no hesitancy ; the
electric current must be maintained to strong and
constant power, or your audience sinks into a
freezing dulness of courteous attention, which
wishes, but fears, to yawn.

“Yes,” said Wat, “the steam must be kept up.
But if a Derby dog strays on the course—I mean if
a bullock blunders on the track, what then ?”

“That is the difficulty. It is vexatious if a man
dozes off and endeavours to balance himself on the
tip of his nose on the floor, when you are in the
high ecstasy of a rhetorical period.”

“T know,” said Wat. “ When you are what you
call piling up the agony.”
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“Or when a deaf dowager is seized with a fancy
to sternutate as you are waxing pathetic.”

“Sternutate. That’s a good word,” remarked
Wat admiringly. «I swear I could spell that.
By-the-bye, how are you getting on with that book
on Spain ?”

Eece iterum Crispinus. ‘

“Good-afternoon. I am just on my way home
to write it.” \

* * * * *

The title I shall leave to the finish. Something
catching is sure to suggest itself. The dedication
I pencilled off months ago. Let that stand.

The subject, I think, is good. Spain is compara-
tively unknown. John Bull on his travels will not
open to it. The British tourist in the Peninsula
too often carries with him his native sense of
superiority and his constitutional tendency to
spleen. He turns up his nose at what he cannot,
or will not, understand. If the beef is tough, he
does not consider that it ought to be, most of the
animals from whose ribs it came having done
honest work as beasts of burden before they were
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driven to the slaughter-house. If the Val de Pefias
is rasping to his palate, he ignores that the taste
for wine, as for olives and Dublin stout and Glen-
livat, is acquired. If the tobacco is coarse and
weedy, he forgets that it is cheap, and that he can
roll his cigarette and smoke it between the courses.
But why does he not console himself for the absent
by what is present—the ripe golden sun, the luscious
fruits, the picturesque costumes, the high-bred
dignity of the humblest beggar, the weird Zolian
melody of sudden trills of song, the flashing eyes,
mantilla-shaded, which speak romances in three
volumes in every glance? The truth is, your
Briton abroad, I mean the average one—not men
like Mr. Gladstone in Sicily, or Captain Burton
everywhere, Queen’s Messengers and Special Cor-
respondents, travelling Fellows of Oxford and pil-
grims of art—your Briton of the tourist type is less
inclined to adapt himself to another sphere than to
try and assimilate that other to his own.

This tourist goes to Spain ; he hurries from end
to end of the Peninsula, his guide-book in his hand
and his opera-glass across his shoulder; he pays a

VOL. 1. 2
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flying visit to the Escurial, and pronounces it a
gloomy crib ; drops in on Seville, sees it, and does
not marvel; mayhap he wanders as far as Granada,
and finds it a dreary “sell ;” and then he returns
homeward, hot and tired and disappointed, and is
eloquent on the rapacity of innkeepers, the pro-
fusion of counterfeit coin, the discomforts and un-
punctuality of locomotion, the shocking unclean-
liness—but, however, “ you know, we got on better
than the Joneses ; we saw more sights and covered
more country in fewer days.” And this peripatetic
‘postures for the rest of his life as an authority on
Spain!  The only point, perhaps, on which his
judgment is to be accepted is one which he might
have learned in London, namely, that Price’s circus
is not quite so good as Sanger’s in Westminster or
Hengler’s off Oxford Street. Out upon the poor
fool! He know Spain! Why, that is more than I
could dare to say, and I have had experience of it
under Monarchy and Republic, in peace and in
war ; have mixed with Carlists in the field, and In-
transigentes in the fortress ; have traversed it from
Irun to Gibraltar, from Santander to Malaga. He
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who has not been admitted into the intimacy of
domestic life in Spain, who has not listened to
habaneras by the camp-fire, joined in the jota on
the village sward, shared in thorough sympathy in
the sports of the arena and in the rites of religion,
dipped into the peasant’s olla podrida, nay, even
watched the flushed gamblers over their cards,
with the eager-eyed baratero standing by—he does
not know Spain. All this have I done, and more;
and yet I am but on the threshold of acquaintance
with that great and beautiful home of paradox,
that land of valour and courtesy, of fidelity and
magnanimity, of piety and patriotism ; and, in a
lesser degree, of the vices which are opposed to
these good qualities. No country of Kurope so
near to us is so little known. Yet in none is the
soil fertilized by so much British blood. But this
was in the bygone ; and the yearly increasing swell
of journeying-against-time tourists has not swept
in tidal wave over the Peninsula. Even Spanish
plays—and Spain can boast of one of the richest
springs of dramatic literature in Europe—are
comparatively sacred from the desecrating touch
29
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of the ruck of contemporary English stage
adulterators.

Spain is not known; and yet it is not for the
lack of word-painters to make it familiar in pen-
and-ink pictures. There is Ford, most learned and
graphic of guides, as full of irresistible prejudice as
he is of impulsive affection. There is Borrow, that
robust, quaint, and captivating, if sometimes over-
fanciful, cicerone, albeit his errand to Spain was as
indiscreet in purpose as it was bootless in result.
There is Sala, of memory richly stored—whom I
freely salute as past-master in his craft—most
charming, observant, and illustrative of roving
Journalists. Ford, Borrow, Sala, all know Spain
and “things Spanish ” by personal experience ; but
it is plain that too many of the latter-day ecritics of
Spain and the Spaniards are of the class who are
ready to write social novels on Chinese life with no
more knowledge of the Flowery Land than is to be
obtained under the dome of the Reading-room of
the British Museum. The pity of it is that this
second-hand evidence is too often taken on trust,

while the truthful records of eye-witnesses are
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shoved into a dusty corner of the cupboard. It is
so nice to be patted on the head and rubbed down
with the grain, to be reminded that we are what we
always thought ourselves to be—the perfect, the
registered A 1 people of the universe, the people
who set the pattern, the people who are righteous,
moral, honest, tolerant, charitable, and modest;
who wage no unjust wars; who have no Divorce
Court scandals; who know not bank frauds; who
never persecuted Highlanders, or Jews, or Irish-
men ; who permit no misappropriations of money
left to the poor; who make no brag over small
victories against badly-armed savages. But stay,
this is taking me to Africa, not Spain; and Africa
does not begin at the other side of the Pyrenees,
the epigram of Dumas to the confrary notwith-
standing. My great object is to coax the English
reader to be reasonable, and not to take the dimen-
sions of the round world by the parochial yard-
measure, nor to gauge the Coliseum by the standard
of Clapham.

However, I shall not complete this work unless
I make a start. Dimidiwm facti—but these odds
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and ends of Latin, which give to style an eighteen-
penny polish of erudition and prove nothing, you
can pick at will from “Swain’s Collection of Easy
Sentences.” If I wait till I am in the mood, my
suspense may be as long as that of the rustic on
the bank of the stream. Perhaps Samuel Johnson,
LLD., was near the mark when he said that the
author that thinks himself weather-bound will find,
with a little help from hellebore, that he is only
idle or exhausted.

And now a paragraph to elucidate why I have
dedicated this book to a gentleman with whom I
never exchanged a word. Apart from the bright
and solid facts that he wards the weak, and has the

pluck to change his opinions when he feels himself
in the wrong, there are in his case two reasons
all-sufficient to secure his counterfeit present-
ment a niche in my album, and himself a nook
in my heart—he hath killed a bull in the arena,
and he is husband of Byron’s grand-daughter;
and Byron was a poet—yea, a poet, I re-affirm, the

hysterics to the contrary of sixteen screaming
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laudatores Veneris in non-lucid intervals counting
for naught.

T have lost faith in Wat. In a moment of mis-
placed confidence I laid a wager on him at a
spelling competition. He put one » in innuendo,
and the 4 after the ls in paillasse. If he had only
gone to the root of the matter! I offered such
long odds, too—a frayed copy of the “Iliad” to a gilt
and morocco-bound set of the “ Newgate Calendar.”



CHAPTER 1I.

The Old - Fashioned Invocation— “Them ’ere Spanish
Kings ”’—Candidates for a Throne—ZEn Voyage—Bor-
deanx and the Back-ache— An Unmannerly Alsatian—
The Patriot gets a Roland for his Oliver—Small Change
for a Hot Bath— Plan for Universal Coinage—Daughters
of Israel—The Jews Diagnosed—Across the Border—
The Writer is Saluted “ Caballero”—Bugaboo Santa
Cruz—Over a Brasero.

O MuLEs, liquorice, onions, oranges, garlic, and eke
tigs, cork and olives, and all you other products of
Spain, come to my aid now that I enter upon my
theme! Why should not a prose-chronicler of
this era proffer his appeal as did the poets of era
undetermined, of the eras of Augustus or the Second
Charles ? Perchance the @ea, Musa, or Muse, to
whom he makes his plea, may prove less kind than
those to whom Homer, Virgil, or Milton prayed;
but he has his remedy. In most instances, he can
eat them.
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Having complied with what used to be a hallowed
custom, I shall now, following the example of that
shrewd man, the late Abraham Lincoln, proceed to
tell a story. The deadly sin in any book is dulness,
and an occasional anecdote—if it point a moral so
much the better—is sovran balsam for spleen.

I had a literary friend in London, and as he once
returned to his residence by Regent’s Park after a
long walk, and asked had anyone called during his
absence, the housekeeper replied “ No;” but, cor-
recting herself, added, “leastways, mnobody, sir,
except one of them ’ere Spanish kings !”

The Spanish king who was of no consequence
was one of the race of Pretenders, and had the
proud blood of countless generations of thick-lipped
Bourbons meandering through his veins.

In the February of 1873, from which my personal
knowledge of Spain dates, there were quite a
number of these Spanish kings on the carpet.
Amadeus, the Italian, had vacated the throne on
the 11th, in a message which substantially affirmed
that the peaceful government of Spain was hope-
less—his Majesty gave it up as a bad job—and the
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two Chambers, combining as the sovereign Cortes,
proclaimed the Republic by a majority of four to
one. Of the aspirants to the crown there were
notably Don Carlos Maria de los Dolores, the
legitimate heir—if there be any virtue in legiti-
macy—and Don Alfonso, only son of the deposed
Isabella, a boy of fifteen, at school at Vienna, a
legitimate claimant if the abolition of the Salic law
in 1830 be acknowledged. There was one who
might have been a king, but sensibly declined the
proffered honour, in the person of the ancient
Espartero, Duke of Victory, Prince of Vergara; and
there was a Prussian princeling, a Hohenzollern-
Sigmaringen, who had been nominated king in the
midsummer of 1870, and whose nomination afforded
the coveted pretext for the war between France
and Germany. Besides, every Captain-General in
the country—and the allowance is five—was a king
in  prospectw, not to mention the multifarious
leaders of the many parties in the Congress, all of
whom were qualified to be kings in their own con-
ceit. Spain being thus suffering from a plethora
of kings—as one result of which the Republic
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existed—it struck those who had commissioned
me to chronicle the humours of besieged Paris that
I might find some material for instructive and enter-
taining writing at the other side of the Pyrenees.
There are several ways of getting to Madrid. I
had no difficulty in selecting mine—in fact, I had
no choice. It was my duty to go there by the
quickest route, no matter what the expense, the
danger, or the inconvenience. These were the
terms implied in my bond. The first stage was to
Bordeaux. Over that I shall not dwell beyond a
passing note on the excitement of the mad drive
from terminus to terminus through Paris streets, in
the early morn, at the rate of four statute miles an
hour, in order, as Brother Jonathan has it, to “ estab-
lish connection,” and the misery of the long railway
pilgrimage south. The scenery, I believe, was
lovely ; but fatigue, and the worry of a constrained
position, and the frequent jerky stops as one was
dozing to sleep, and the impatient summons “en
voiture” as the hungry man was settling to a square
meal, indisposed one for the proper appreciation of
the picturesque. I got so eye-dazed from the whirl
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and dust and flitting sentinels of telegraph-posts on
the long music-lines of telegraph-wires, that I could
not distinguish a life-buoy from a funeral wreath.
There were no sleeping-cars between Paris and
Bordeaux then; back-ache, with an  ocecasional
variety in the shape of migraine, is my principal
memory of that journey. Back-ache, the reader
will allow, would take the poetry out of a honey-
moon trip. And here I interpose a short paren-
thesis to register my acknowledgment to the
philanthropist who invented sleeping-cars with
their complementary accommodations. He is a
benefactor to travelling humanity. Statues have
been erected to dozens who have done less good to
their kind—soldiers, lawyers, politicians, and patent
pill-makers.  Sleeping-cars avert exhaustion, ill-
humour, bad dreams, and kidney-disease, not to ex-
clude the back-ache and migraine aforementioned.
Whenever a bronze memorial is to be raised on the
Thames Embankment to their inventor, I am ready
with my contribution.

At Bordeaux, where I shuffled into the nearest
hotel, I uncoiled myself, and took the kinks out of
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my bones; but of the wine capital I shall say no
more than that “I came, I slept, Ileft.” Atleaving,
a little adventure variegated the itinerary. As I
entered the railway-carriage, a gentleman on the
opposite seat, its only occupant, was sucking an
orange. 1 pulled out my cigar-case, and politely
asked him if he had any objection to my
smoking.

“ Are you a German ?” he demanded stiffly.

“Pardon me,” I said, “I inquired if you had any
objection to my smoking.”

« Are you a German ?” he repeated almost fiercely,
his eyes flashing.

« I fail to see what business it is of yours what
my nationality may be.”

« Tt is my business, and I insist on your answering
my question,” he shouted, dropping the orange in
his anger.

« And T decline to answer it,” I said quietly.

Now he fairly raged. There is nothing which so
provokes a man of hasty temper, with whom you
may be in a controversy, as to preserve a tranquil,

self-possessed demeanour. Ladies who nag their
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husbands are aware of this interesting feature in
household ethics.

“Ah, you are a German!” he yelled. “You are
a Prussian. I will not sit in the same compartment
with you!” and he stood up, and danced, and went
through a round of epileptic gesticulation.

“Your absence will not leave me inconsolable,”
said I, in soft, sweet accents, ceremoniously lifting
my hat.

He bounced out of the carriage like a maniac,
stamped along the platform, muttering with in-
coherent vehemence as he went, and presently
reappeared with a gendarme, whom he informed
that he suspected I was a Prussian spy. Interro-
gated, he could advance no proof beyond his own
suspicions, my arrogant coolness of manner, and my
hesitation in returning a straightforward reply.

“I am sure he is,” he concluded, “for he all but
admitted it.”

The gendarme was perplexed, and asked me very
civilly, was I a German ?

“Distinetly not,” I answered.

Had Monsieur any papers? I produced my
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British passport, which he looked at, pretended to
understand, folded up, returned to me with excuses
for having given me so much trouble, and fixed a
look of grave reproach on his countryman. The
latter was embarrassed, and had not the grace to
make a frank apology, but mumbled something to
the effect that I might have saved all this annoyance
if I had stated what countryman I was at first.

«If you had put your question in the French
fashion, that is to say courteously, I might have
done so,” I said.

He blushed, and stammered forth the apology at
last ; he hoped I would forgive his quickness, but
he could not control himself when he met a
German ; he hated the race—the Germans were a
pack of cold-blooded robbers, who had brought ruin
on his country. He had vowed vengeance against
them, and he had reason for it, for he was an
Alsatian.

I saw my chance.

“Mon Diew!” 1 exclaimed, throwing up my
hands in affected horror. “It is you who are the
German, then, and not I. Do you not know, sir,
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that Alsace has been a province of Germany for
the past two years ?”

If the face be an index to the mind, that Alsatian
must have passed through a mental cyclone.
Luckily for the angel who records bad language,
his rage was so terrible that he lost the power of
speech, the while I gently moved my head to and
fro, and gazed at him with compassionate remon-
strance, as much as to say how could he, a sausage-
eating creature, have had the heart to pass himself
off on me as a Frenchman? It was cruel, but it
was merited. That Alsatian I despised as the
meanest thing in patriotism I had ever met—and
my experience of the article is not limited—for
even were I a German, so long as I behaved myself
with propriety he had no right to insult me by his
surly cross-examination. But I suppose the poor
devil thought he was playing the role of redresser of
the wrongs of his country, and exacting an instal-
ment of that revanche of which we hear occasional
frothing babble. If I were a German I should be
proud of it,and I hope I should have had the firmness
to tell my Alsatian interlocutor so to his teeth.



