10 ROMANTIC SPAIN.

in cisterns, and the conveyance of water in boat-
loads from Puerto across the Bay is a regular trade.
An English company had been formed to supply
the parched seaport and the ships that call there
with fresh water, and its reservoirs were situated
at La Piedad. In the bowels of the flats below,
where the snipe-shooting ought to be good, our
countryman told me the water was to be sought.
Galleries had been sunk in every direction in land
which the company had purchased, and pumps and
engines are soon to be erected that will raise the
liquid collected there up to the reservoirs which
have been hewn out of the hills above. These
reservoirs, approached by passages excavated out
of the rough sandstone, are stout and solid speci-
mens of the mason’s craft directed by the engineer’s
skill. Here we met a second gentleman superin-
tending the labours of the men, but he was surely
a Spaniard ; he spoke the language with the readi-
ness of one born on the soil ; still, he had a matter-
of-fact, resolute quickness about him that was
hardly Spanish. Doubts as to his nationality were
soon dispelled ; the engineer we had surprised in
the swamp presented us to his colleague Forrest,
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engineer to Messrs. Barnett and Gale, of West-
minster, the contractors, as thoroughbred an
Englishman as ever came out of the busy town of
Blackburn.

Mr. Forrest at once stood to cross-examination
by the American, who had all the inquisitiveness
of his race.

“We employ a couple of hundred men, on an
average, here,” he said, “all of whom, with but two
exceptions, are Spaniards, and very fair hard-
working fellows they are; in the town below we
have a small colony of English, and if you don’t
take it amiss I shall be happy to present you to
our society.”

I know little of the technicalities of engineering,
but I saw enough of this work to be certain that
it was well and truly done, and I heard enough of
the scarcity of water in Cadiz to be convinced it
will be a great boon when finished. The reservoirs
are constructed in colonnades, supported by ashlar
pillars and roofed with rubble; for the water must
be shaded from the sun in this hot climate ; the
pillars are buttered over with cement, and there

is over a foot of cement concrete on the flooring,
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to guard against filtration. As we paced about
the sombre aisles, echo multiplied every syllable we
uttered ; the repetition of sound is as distinct as
in the whispering gallery of St. Paul’s, and I could
not help remarking, “ What a splendid robber’s
cave this would make!”

“Too tell-tale,” said the practical American;
“make a better cave of harmony.”

“The only pipes that are ever likely to blow
here are water-pipes,” smilingly put in the engineer ;
“we intend to lay them from this to Cadiz, some
twenty-eight miles distant. Roughly speaking, we
are about ninety feet above the level of the place,
so that the highest building there can be supplied
with ease.”

The Romans were benefactors to many portions
of this dry land of Spain; they built up aqueducts
which are still in use, but they neglected Cadiz.
The town has been dependent on these springs of
La Piedad for its water supply, except such as
dropped from heaven, for three hundred years,
and attempts to obtain water from wells or borings
in the neighbourhood have invariably failed. The
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water which is found in this basin, held by capillary
attraction in the permeable strata through which
it soaks till the hard impermeable stratum is met—
retained, in short, in a natural reservoir—is excel-
lent in quality, limpid and sparkling. Puerto has
been supplied from the place for time out of mind,
and Puerto has been so well supplied that it could
afford to sell panting Cadiz its surplus. With
English capital and enterprise putting new life into
those old hills, and cajoling the precious beverage
out of their bosom, which unskilled engineers let
go to waste, Cadiz should shortly have reason to
bless the foreign company that relieves its thirst.
Clear virgin water, such as will course down the
tunnels to bubble up in the Gaditanian fountains,
is the greatest luxury of life here; “ Agua fresca,
cool as snow,” is the most welcome of cries in the
summer, and temperate Spain is as devoted to the
colourless liquid that the temperance lecturer
Gough and his compeers call Adam’s ale, as ever
London drayman was to Barclay’s Entire. Success,
then, to the Cadiz Waterworks Compsny : we drank
the toast on the hillside of “Piety” they were



14 ROMANTIC SPAIN.

making fruitful of good, drank it in tipple of their
and nature’s brewing, but had latent hopes that
Forrest or his colleague would help us to a_bumper
of the generous grape-juice for which the district
is famed, when we got down to the pleasant com-
panionship of the English colony below.

Nor were our hopes disappointed. There are
innumerable bodegas, or wine-vaults, in the town,
in which bottles and barrels of wine are neatly
caged in labelled array, according to age, quality,
and kind. Very clean and roomy these stores of
vinous treasure are, with an indescribable semi-
medicinal odour languidly pervading them. We
visited a bodega belonging to an Englishman, who
ranks as a grandee of the first-class, the Duke of
Ciudad Rodrigo and eke of Vitoria, but who is
better known as the Duke of Wellington. The
natural wine of this district is too thin for insular
palates. They crave something fiery, and, by my
word, they get it. Like that Irish car-driver who
rejected my choicest, oily, mellow “ John Jameson,”
but thanked me after gulping a hell-glass of new
spirit, violent assault liquefied, they want a drink
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that will catch them by the throat and assert its pre-
rogative going down. What a beamy old imposition
is that rich brown sherry of city banquets, over
which the idiot of a connoisseur cunningly smacks
his lips and rolls his moist eyes. If he were only
told how much of it was real and how much
artificial, would he not gasp and crimson! It
would be unmerciful to inform him that his pet
cordial is charged with sulphuric acid gas, that it
is sweetened with cane-sugar, that it is flavoured
with “ garnacha dulce,” that it is coloured with
plastered must and fortified with brandy, before
it is shipped. Let us leave him in blissful
ignorance. We tasted many samples before we
left, but I own I have no liking for sherries,
simple or doctored. Among Spanish wines I far
prefer the full-bodied astringent sub-acidity of the
common Val de Pefias, beloved of Cervantes. But
the Queen of wines is sound Bordeaux. To that
Queen, however, a delicate etherous Amontillado
might be admitted as Spanish maid-of-honour, pre-
ceding the royal footsteps, while the syrupy Malaga
from the Doradillo grape might follow as attendant
in her train.
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From wine to women is an easy transition. Both
are benedictions from on high, and T have no
patience with the foul churl who cannot enjcy the
one with proper continence, and rise the better and
more chivalrous from the society of the other.
Wine well used is a good familiar creature—kindles,
soothes, and inspirits : the cup of wine warmed by
the smile of woman gives courage to the soldier
and genius to the minstrel. With Burns—and he
was no ordinary seer—I hold that the sweetest
hours that eer we spend are spent among. the
lasses. I will go farther and say the most profit-
able hours. And some sweet and profitable hours
twas mine to spend among the fawn-orbed lasses of
Puerto, with their childlike gaiety, their desire to
please, and their fetching freedom from affectation.
Would that the wines exported from the district
were half as unsophisticated! These lasses were
not learned in the “ologies” or the “isms,” but
they were sincere; and their locks flowed long and
free, and when they laughed the coral sluices
flying open gave scope to a full silvery music
cascading between pales of gleaming pearl. An
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admixture of this strain with the fair-skinned men
of the North should produce a magnificent race;
and, indeed, if we paid half the attention to the
improvement of the human animal which we do to
that of the equine or the porcine, the experiment
would not have been left untried so long. In-and-
in breeding is a mistake, and can only commend
itself, and that for selfish reasons, to the Aztec in
physique and the imbecile in mind. The families
which take most pride in their purity are the
most degenerate; the stock which is the most
robust and handsome is that which has in it a
liberal infusion of foreign bloods. In my opinion,
the coming man, the highest form of well-balanced
qualities—moral, intellectual, and masculine—the
nearest approach to perfection, must ultimately be
developed in the United States.

Puerto has a wide-spread reputation as the
nursery-ground for bull-fighters. To the arena it is
what Newmarket is to the British turf. Everybody
there walks about armed, but murder is not more
rife in proportion than in London. As it happened,
a fellow was shot while I was there, but that would
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not justify one in coming to the conclusion that
homicide was a flourishing indigenous product.
Still, the natives did not escape the contagion of
unrest of their countrymen. For example, the last
news I heard before leaving my English friends
was that the men in the vineyards had struck work.
These lazy scoundrels had the impudence to de-
mand that they should have half an hour after
arrival on the ground, and before beginning work,
to smoke cigarettes, the same grace after the break-
fast hour, two hours for a siesta in the middle of
the day, another interval for a bout of smoking in
the afternoon, and finally that each should be
entitled to an arroba (more than three and a half
gallons English) of wine per acre at the end of the
season. They go on the same basis as some trades’

unions we are acquainted with—reduction of hours

of labour and increase of wages. “ Will you give
in to them ?” I asked of an English settler, in the
wine trade. “Give in——" but it is unnecessary

to repeat the expletive; “I’ll quietly shut up my
bodega.”



CHAPTER IL

The Charms of Cadiz—Seville-by-the-Sea—Cervantes—
Daughters of Eve—The Ladies who Prayed and the
Women who Didn’t—Fasting Monks—Notice to Quit
on the Nuns—The Rival Processions — Gutting a
Church—A Disorganized Garrison—Taking it Easy—
The Mysterious “Mr. Crabapple” —The Steamer
Murillo—An Unsentimental Navvy—Bandaged Justice
—Tricky Ship-Owning— Painting Black White.

THE man who pitched on Cadiz as the site of a city
knew what he was about. Without exception it is
the most charmingly-located place I ever set foot
in. Its white terraces, crowded with white pin-
nacles, belvederes, and turrets, glistening ninety-
nine days out of the hundred in clear sunlight, rise
gently out of a green sea flecked with foam; the
harbour is busy with commerce, crowded with
steamers and sailing ships coming and going from
the Mediterranean shores, from France, from
England, or from the distant countries beyond the
22—2
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Atlantic ; the waters around (for Cadiz is built on a
peninsula, and peeps of water make the horizon of
almost every street) are dotted with fishing craft or
scudding curlews; the public squares are everlast-
ingly verdant with the tall fern-palm, the feathery
mimosa, the myrtle, and the silvery ash, which only
recalls the summer the better for its suggestive
appearance of having been recently blown over with
dust; the gaze inland is repaid with the sight of
hills brown by distance, of sheets of pasture, and
pyramidal salt-mounds of creamy grey; and the
gaze upwards—to lend a glow to the ravishing
picture—is delighted by such a cope of dreamy
blue, deep and pure, and unstained by a single
cloudlet, as one seldom has the happiness of looking
upon in England outside the doors of an exhibition
of paintings. The climate is dry and genial, and not
so hot as Seville. The Sevillanos know that, and
come to Cadiz when the heats make residence in
their own city insupportable. Winter is unknown ;
skating has never been witnessed by Gaditanos,
except when exhibited by foreign professors, clad
in furs, who glide on rollers over polished floors ;
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and small British boys who are fond of snowballing
when they come out here are obliged to pelt each
other with oranges to keep their hands in. One
enthusiastic traveller compares it to a pearl set in
sapphires and emeralds, but adds—lest we should all
be running to hug the jewel—there is little art here
and less society.

“ Letters of exchange are the only belles-lettres.”
Indeed. Now this is one of those wiseacres who are
4n a community, but not of it, who materially are
present, but can never mentally, so to speak, get
themselves inside the skins of the inhabitants. That
city cannot be said to be without letters which has
its poetic brotherhood, limited though it be, and
which reveres the memory of Cervantes, as the
memory of Shakespeare is revered in no English
seaport. Wiseacre should hie him to Cadiz on the
23rd of April, when the birth of Cervantes is cele-
brated, for in spite of intestine broils, Spaniards are
true to the worship of the author of “ Don Quixote,”
and his no less immortal attendant, whom Gandalin,
friend to Amadis of Gaul, affectionately apostro-
phizes thus :
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“Salve! Sancho with the paunch,
Thou most famous squire,
Fortune smiled as Escudero she did dub thee
Tho’ Fate insisted ’gainst the world to rub thee.
Fortune gave wit and common-sense,
Philosophy, ambition to aspire ;
While Chivalry thy wallet stored,
And led thee harmless through the fire.”
With the respect he deserves for this wandering

critic and no more, I will take the liberty of saying
that there is art, and a great deal of art, in the site
of the clean town; and that there is society, and
good society, in that forest of spars in the road-
stead, and in the fishing and shooting in the
neighbourhood. When the Tauchnitz editions
have been exhausted, and when the stranger has
mastered Cervantes and Lope de Vega, Espronceda,
Larra, and Rivas, there is always that book which
Dr. Johnson loved, the street, or that lighter litera-
ture which Moore sings, “ woman’s looks,” to fall
back upon. I am afraid some prudes may be
misjudging my character on account of the fre-
quency of my allusions to the sex lately ; but I beg
them to recollect that this is Andalusia, and that

worman is a very important element in the popula-
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tion of Cadiz. She rules the roost, and the courtly
Spaniard of the south forgets that there was ever
such an undutiful person as Eve. Woman played
a remarkable part in the events of the couple of
months after the Royal crown was punched out of
the middle of the national flag. She is political
here, and is not shy of declaring her opinions.
Ladies of the better classes of Cadiz are attentive
to the duties of their religion; kneeling ﬁgurés
gracefully draped in black may be seen at all hours
of the day in the churches during this Lenten
season, telling their beads or turning over their
missals. Those ladies are Carlist to a man, as
Paddy would say ; they naturally exert an influence
over their husbands, though the influence falls
short of making their husbands accompany them
to church except on great festivals such as Haster
Sunday, or on what may be called occasions of
social rendezvous, such as a Requiem service for a
deceased friend. The men seem to be of one mind
with the French freethinker, who abjured religion
himself, or put off thoughts of it till his dying day,

but pronounced it necessary for peasants and whole-



24 ROMANTIC SPAIN.

some for women and children. But les femmes du
peuple, the fishwives, the labourers’ daughters, the
bouncing young fruit-sellers, and the like, are not
religious in Cadiz. They have been bitten with the
revolutionary mania ; they are staunch Red Repub-
licans, and have the bump of veneration as flat as
the furies that went in procession to Versailles at
the period of the Great Revolution, or their great
granddaughters who fought on the barricades of
the Commune. The nymphs of the pavement
sympathize strongly with the Republic likewise;
but their ideal of a Republic is not that of Sefiores
Castelar and Figueras. They want bull-fights and
distribution of property, and object to all religious
confraternities unless based on the principles of
“the Monks of the Screw,” whose charter-song,
written by that wit in wig and gown, Philpot

Curran, was of the least ascetic:

“My children, be chaste—till you're tempted ;
‘While sober, be wise and discreet,
And humble your bodies with—fasting,
Whene'er you have nothing to eat.”

So long ago as 1834 a sequestration of convents
was ordered in Spain, but the Gaditanos never had
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the courage to enforce the decree till after the
revolution that sent Queen Isabella into exile. A
few years ago the convent of Barefooted Carmelites
on the Plaza de los Descalzados was pulled down ;
the decree that legalized the act provided an
indemnity, but the unfortunate monks who were
turned bag and baggage out of their house never
got a penny. They have had to humble their
bodies with fasting since. For those amongst them
who were old or infirm that was a grievance; but
for the lusty young fellows who could handle a
spade there need not be much pity, for Spain had
more of their sort than was good for her. Even at
that date the revolutionists of Cadiz had some
respect left for the nunneries. But they pro-
gressed; the example of Paris was not lost upon
them. The ayuntamiento which came into power
with the Republic was Federal. Barcelona and
Malaga were stirring; the ayuntamiento made up
its mind that Cadiz should be as good as its neigh-
bours and show vigour too. The cheapest way to
show vigour was to make war on the weak and
defenceless, and that was what this enlightened
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and courageous municipality did. The nuns in the
convent of the Candelaria were told that their
house and the church adjoining were in a bad
state, that they must clear out; and that both
should be razed in the interests of public safety.
It was not that the presence of ladies devoted to
God after their own wishes and the traditions of
their creed was offensive to the Republic; no, not
by any means. The nuns protested that if their
convent and church were in a dangerous condition
the proper measure to take was to prop them up,
not pull them down. But the blustering heroes of
the municipality would not listen to this reasoning ;
they were too careful of the lives of the citizens,
the nuns included ; down the edifices must come.
The Commune of Paris over again. The ladies
of Cadiz, those who pass to and fro, prayer-book
in hand, in the streets, and startle the flashing
sunshine with their solemn mantillas, were wroth
with the municipality. They saw through its
designs, and they resolved to defeat them. To
the number of some five hundred they formed a
procession, and marched four deep to the Town-
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house to beg of their worships, the civic tyrants,
to revoke their order. If the convent and church
were in ruins, the ladies were prepared to pay out
of their own pockets the expense of all repairs.
That procession was a sight to see; there was the
beauty, the rank, the fashion, and the worth of the
city, in “linked sweetness long drawn out,” coiling
through the thoroughfares on pious errand. The
fair petitioners were dressed as for a féte ; diamonds
sparkled in their hair, and the potent fan, never
deserted by the Andalusians, was agitated by five
hundred of the smallest of hands in the softest of
gloves. But the civic tyrants were more severe
than Coriolanus. They were not to be mollified
by woman’s entreaties, but rightly fearing her
charms they fled. When the procession arrived at
the Town-house, there was but a solitary intrepid
bailie to receive it. They told him their tale.
He paid them the usual compliments, kissed their
feet in the grand Oriental way individually and
collectively, said he would lay their wishes before
his colleagues, but that he could give no promise

to recall the mandate of the municipality—it was
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more than he dare undertake to do, and so forth.
The long and short of it was, he politely sent them
about their business. They came away, working
the fans more pettishly than ever, and liquid voices
were heard to hiss scornfully that the Republie,
which proclaimed respect for all religions and
rights, was a lie, for its first thought was to
trample on the national religion, and to dispossess
an inoffensive corporation of cloistered ladies of
their right to their property. Here the first act of
the drama ended.

The second was, if anything, more sensational,
though infinitely less attractive. The Federals bit
their thumbs, and cried :

“ Ah, this is the work of the priests!”

So it was; not a doubt of that. The Federals
meditated, and this was the fruit of their medita-
tions :

“ Let us organize a counter-procession !”

That counter-procession was a sight to see, too;
the feature of elegance was conspicuous by its
absence, but there was more colour in it. Harri-
dans of seventy crawled after hussies of seventeen ;
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bare arms and bandannas were more noticeable
than black veils and fans; the improbe Gaditanc,
known of old to certain lively satirists, Martial and
Juvenal by name, turned out in force. Mayhap it
is prejudice, but Republican females, methinks, are
rather muscular than good-looking. Still they
have influence sometimes, and when they said
their say at the Town-house the ladies plainly
betrayed how much they dreaded that influence.
They wrote to Madrid praying that the munici-
pality should be arrested in its course. Sefior
Castelar did send a remonstrance; some say he
ordered the local authorities not to touch the
church or convent, but they laughed at his letter,
and contented themselves by reflecting that he was
not in possession of the facts—that is, if they
reflected at all, which is doubtful.

Act the third was in representation during my
stay. 1 passed the Candelaria one morning.
Scaffolding poles were erected in the street along-
side in preparation for the demolition of the
building, and a party of workmen in the pay of
the municipality were engaged gutting the church
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of its contents, and carting them off to a place of
deposit, where they were to be sold by public
auction. These workmen looked cheerful over
their sacrilege. A waggon was outside the door
laden with ornaments ripped from the walls, gilt
picture-frames, fragments of altar-rails, and the
head of a cherub. Half a dozen rough fellows in
guernseys had their shoulders under a block of
painted wood-carving. As far as I could make out,
it was the effigy of one of the Evangelists. I was
refused admittance to the building, but I was told
the sacramental plate had been removed with the
same indifference. The nuns escaped without
insult, thanks to the good offices of some friends
outside, who brought up carriages at midnight to
the doors of the convent and conveyed them to
secret places of safety put at their disposal by
the bishop. :

The people who committed this mean piece of
desecration were all Federal Republicans. They
disobeyed orders from Madrid, and would disobey
them again. They were as deaf to the commands
of Sefior Castelar as to the prayers and entreaties
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of the wives and daughters of respectable fellow-
citizens. And all this time that the central
authority were defied, artillerymen and linesmen
were loitering about the streets of Cadiz. Eventually
it was plain they would be disarmed, as they were
disarmed at Malaga; and they would not offer
serious opposition to the process. Their officers
were barely tolerated by them. The Guardia Civil
were true to duty, but when the crisis came, what
could they do any more than their comrades at
Malaga ? They were but as a drop of water in a
well. Disarmament is not liked by the old soldiers
who have money to their credit, but there is a
large proportion of mere conscripts in the ranks,
and they are glad to jump at the chance of return-
ing home.

Troubles worse than any may yet be in store;
meanwhile the sun shines, and Cadiz, like Seville,
takes it easy. But there is a bad spirit abroad, and
it is growing. A pack of ruffians forcibly entered a
mansion at San Lucar, and annexed what was in it
in the name of Republican freedom ; the “volun-
teers of liberty ” have taken the liberty of breaking
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into the houses of the consuls at Malaga in
search for arms; an excited mob attacked the
printing-office of El Oriente at Seville after I left,
smashed the type, and threatened to ‘strangle the
editor if he brought out the paper again; and the
precious municipality of Cadiz has nothing better
to do than order that no mourners shall be allowed
in future to use religious exercises or emblems, to
sing litanies or carry crosses, at the open graves of
relatives in the cemeteries.

In the merchants’ club (of which I was made
free) they were saddened at the disrupted state of
society, but took it as kismet, and seemed to think
that all would come right in the end, by the inter-
position of some Deus ex machind. But who that
God was they could not tell : he was hidden in the
womb of Fate. As Cadiz accepted its destiny with
equanimity, I accommodated myself to the situa-
tion, and did as the natives did. T helped to fly
kites from the flat housetops—a favourite pastime
of mature manhood here ; I opened mild flirtations
with the damsels in cigar-shops, and discovered
that they were not slow to meet advances; I ex-



