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NOTE TO REVISED EDITION.

THE Publishers of this volume, desiring to print
&it in an improved form, have asked me to write
Wsomething by way of preface or supplement to
the new edition. After some deliberation I have
found myself unable to comply with this request.
These pages were written in the first half of the
year 1870, a time of intense interest and impor-
tance, to Spain. I left Madrid in the memorable
August of that year, passing through Paris when
that beautiful city was lying in the torpor which
followed the wild excitement of the declaration
of war, and preceded the fury of despair that
came with the catastrophe of Sedan. I then in-
tended to return to Spain before long; and, in
fact, few years have passed since that time in
which I have not nourished the dream of revisit-
fging the Peninsula and its scenes of magic and
Yromance. But many cares and duties have inter-
%vened; I have never gone back to Spain, and I
ghavé arrived at an age when I begin to doubt if I
“have any castles there requiring my attention.
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iv PREFACE.

I have therefore nothing to add to this little
book. Reading it again after the lapse of many
years, I find much that might be advantageously
modified or omitted. But as its merits, if it have
any, are merely those of youth, so also are its
faults, and they are immanent and structural ;
they cannot be amended without tearing the buok
to pieces. For this reason I have confined myself
to the correction of the most obvious and flagrant
errors, and can only hope the kindly reader will
pass over with an indulgent smile the rapid judg-
ments, the hot prejudices, the pitiless condemna-
tions, the lyric eulogies, born of an honest enthu-
siasm and unchecked by the reserve which comes
of age and experience. I venture to hope, though
with some anxiety and uncertainty, that the hon-
est, enthusiasm may itself be recognized, as well as
the candor which the writer tried to preserve in
speaking of things which powerfully appealed to
his loves and his hates.

I therefore commit this book to the public once
more with its imperfections on its head ; with its
prophecies unfulfilled, its hopes baffled, its obser-
vations in many instances rendered obsolete by
the swift progress of events. A changed Europe
— far different from that which I traversed twenty
years ago — suffers in a new fever-dream of war
and revolution north of the Pyrenees; and be-



PREFACE. v

yond those picturesque mountains the Spanish
monarchy enjoys a new lease of life by favor of
circumstances which demand a chronicler of more
leisure than myself. I must leave what I wrote
in the midst of the stirring scenes of the inter-
regnum between the secular monarchy and the
short-lived Republic — whose advent I foresaw,
but whose sudden fall was veiled from my san-
guine vision — without defense or apology, claim-
ing only that it was written in good faith, from
a heart filled with passionate convictions and an
ardent love and devotion to what is best in Spain.
I recorded what I saw, and my eyes were bet-
ter then than now. I trust I have not too often
spoken amiss of a people whose art, whose liter-
ature, whose language, and whose character com-
pelled my highest admiration, and with whom I
enjoyed friendships which are among the dearest

recollections of my life.
JOHN HAY.

LArAYETTE SqQUARE, WASHINGTON, April, 1890.
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CASTILIAN DAYS.

——

MADRID AL FRESCO.

MADRID is a capital with malice aforethought.
Usually the seat of government is established in
some important town from the force of circumstan-
ces. Some cities have an attraction too powerful
for the Court to resist. There is no capital of Eng-
land possible but London. Paris is the heart of
France. Rome is the predestined capital of Italy
in spite of the wandering flirtations its varying gov-
ernments in different centuries have carried on with
Ravenna, or Naples, or Florence. You can imagine
no Residenz for Austria but the Kaiserstadt, — the
gemiithlich Wien. Butthere are other capitals where
men have arranged things and consequently bungled
them. The great Czar Peter slapped his Imperial
Court down on the marshy shore of the Neva,
where he could look westward into civilization
and watech with the jealous eye of an intelligent
barbarian the doings of his betters. Washington
is another specimen of the cold-blooded handiwork
of the capital builders. We shall think nothing

1 A



2 CASTILIAN DAYS.

less of the clarum ef venerabile nomen of its founder
if we admit he was human, and his wishing the
seat of government nearer to Mount Vernon than
Mount Washington sufficiently proves this. But
Madrid more plainly than any other capital shows
_ the traces of having been set down and properly
brought up by the strong hand of a paternal gov-
ernment ; and like children with whom the same
regimen has been followed, it presents in its matu- .
rity a curious mixture of lawlessness and insipidity.

Its greatness was thrust upon it by Philip IL
Some premonitory symptoms of the dangerous
honor that awaited it had been seen in preceding
reigns. Ferdinand and Isabella occasionally set up
their pilgrim tabernacle on the declivity that over-
hangs the Manzanares. Charles V. found the thin,
fine air comforting to his gouty articulations. But
Philip II. made it his court. It seems hard to con-
ceive how a king who had his choice of Lisbon,
with its glorious harbor and unequalled communi-
cations ; Seville, with its delicious climate and nat-
ural beauty ; and Salamanca and Toledo, with their
wealth of tradition, splendor of architecture, and
renown of learning, should have chosen this barren
mountain for his home, and the seat of his Empire.
But when we know this monkish king we wonder
no longer. He chose Madrid simply because it was
cheerless and bare and of ophthalmic ugliness.
The royal kill-joy delighted in having the dreariest



MADRID AL FRESCO. 3

capital on earth. After a while there seemed to
him too much life and humanity about Madrid, and
he built the Escorial, the grandest ideal of majesty
and ennue that the world has ever seen. This vast
mass of granite has somehow acted as an anchor
that has held the capital fast moored at Madrid
through all succeeding years.

It was a dreary and somewhat shabby court for
many reigns. The great kings who started the
Austrian dynasty were too busy in their world-con-
quest to pay much attention to beautifying Madrid,
and their weak successors, sunk in ignoble pleas-
ures, had not energy enough to indulge the royal
folly of building. When the Bourbons came down
from France there was a little flurry of construction
under Philip V., but he never finished his palace in
the Plaza del Oriente, and was soon absorbed in
constructing his castle in cloud-land on the heights
of La Granja. The only real ruler the Bourbons ever
gave to Spain was Charles ITIL, and to him Madrid
owes all that it has of architecture and ecivic im-
provement. Seconded by his able and liberal min-
ister, Count Aranda, who was educated abroad, and
so free from the trammels of Spanish ignorance and
superstition, he rapidly changed the ignoble town
into something like a city. The greater portion of
the publie buildings date from this active and benefi-
cent reign. It was he who laid out the walks and
promenades which give to Madrid almost its only
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outward attraction. The Picture Gallery, which is
the shrine of all pilgrims of taste, was built by him
for a Museum of Natural Science. In mearly all
that a stranger cares to see, Madrid is not an older
city than Boston.

There is consequently no glory of tradition here.
There are no cathedrals. There are no ruins. There
is none of that mysterious and haunting memory
that peoples the air with spectres in quiet towns
like Ravenna and Nuremberg. And there is little
of that vast movement of humanity that possesses
and bewilders you in San Francisco and New York.
Madrid is larger than Chicago; but Chicago is a
great city and Madrid a great village. The pulsa-
tions of life in the two places resemble each other
no more than the beating of Dexter's heart on the
home-stretch is like the rising and falling of an
oozy tide in a marshy inlet.

There is nothing indigenous in Madrid. There
is no marked local color. It is a city of Castile,
but not a Castilian ecity, like Toledo, which girds its
graceful waist with the golden Tagus, or like Sego-
via, fastened to its rock in hopeless shipwreck.

But it is not for this reason destitute of an inter-
est of its own. By reason of its exceptional his-
tory and character it is the best point in Spain to
study Spanish life. Tt has no distinctive traits
itself, but it is a patchwork of all Spain. Every
province of the Peninsula sends a contingent to its
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population. The Gallicians hew its wood and draw
its water ; the Asturian women nurse its babies ab
their deep bosoms, and fill the promenades with
their brilliant costumes ; the Valentians carpet its
halls and quench its thirst with orgeat of chufas;
in every street you shall see the red bonnet and
sandalled feet of the Catalan; in every café, the
shaven face and rat-tail chignon of the Majo
of Andalusia. If it have no character of its own,
it is a mirror where all the faces of the Peninsula
may sometimes be seen. It is like the mocking-
bird of the West, that has no song of its own, and
yet makes the woods ring with every note they have
ever heard.

Though Madrid gives a picture in little of all
Spain, it is not all Spanish. Tt has a large foreign
population. Not only its immediate neighbors, the
French, are here in great numbers, — conquering so
far their repugnance to emigration, and living as
gayly as possible in the midst of traditional hatred,
— but there are also many Germans and English
in business here, and a few stray Yankees have
pitched their tents, to reinforce the teeth of the
Dons, and to sell them ploughs and sewing-ma-
chines. Its railroads have waked it up to a new
life, and the Revolution has set free the thought of
its people to an extent which would have been
" hardly credible a few years ago. Its streets swarm
with newsboys and strangers, — the agencies that
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are to bring its people into the movement of the
age.

gIt has a superb Opera House, which might ag
well be in Naples, for all the national character it
has ; the Court Theatre, where not a word of Cas-
tilian is ever heard, nor a strain of Spanish music.
Even cosmopolite Paris has her Grand Opera sung
in French, and easy-going Vienna insists that Don
Juan shall make love in German. The champagny
strains of Offenbach are heard in every town of
Spain oftener than the ballads of the country. In
Madrid there are more pilluelos who whistle Bu qui
savance than the Hymn of Riego, The Cancan
has taken its place on the boards of every stage in
the city, apparently to stay; and the exquisite jota
and cachucha are giving way to the bestialities of the
Casino Cadet. It is useless perhaps to fight against
that hideous orgie of vulgar Menads which in these
late years has swept over all nations, and stung the
loose world into a tarantula dance from the Golden
Horn to the Golden Gate. It must have its day
and go out; and when it has passed, perhaps we
may see that it was not so utterly causeless and
irrational as it seemed ; but that, as a young Amer-
ican poet has impressively said, “Paris was pro-
claiming to the world in it somewhat of the pent-
up fire and fury of her nature, the bitterness of her
heart, the fierceness of her protest against spiritual
and political repression. It is an execration in
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rhythm, — a dance of fiends, which Paris has in-
vented to express in license what she lacks in
liberty.”

This diluted European, rather than Spanish, spirit
may be seen in most of the amusements of the
politer world of Madrid. They have classical con-
certs in the circuses and popular musie in the open
air. The theatres play translations of French plays,
which are pretty good when they are in prose, and
pretty dismal when they are turned into verse, as
is more frequent, for the Spanish mind delights in
the jingle of rhyme. The fine old Spanish drama
is vanishing day by day. The masterpieces of
Lope and Calderon, which inspired all subsequent
playwriting in Europe, have sunk almost utterly
into oblivion. The stage is flooded with the wash-
ings of the Boulevards. Bad as the translations
are, the imitations are worse. The original plays
produced by the geniuses of the Spanish Academy,
for which they are crowned and sonneted and pen-
sioned, are of the kind upon which we are told that
gods and men and columns look austerely.

This infection of foreign manners has completely
gained and now controls what is called the best
society of Madrid. A seirée in this circle is like
an evening in the corresponding grade of position
in Paris or Petersburg or New York in all external
characteristics. The toilets are by Worth; the
beauties are coiffed by the deft fingers of Parisian
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tiring-women ; the men wear the penitential garh
of Poole; the music is by Gounod and Verdi;
Strauss inspires the rushing waltzes, and the mar-
ried people walk through the quadrilles to the
measures of Blue Beard and Fair Helen, so sug-
gestive of conjugal rights and duties. As for the
suppers, the trail of the Neapolitan serpent is over
them all. Honest eating is a lost art among the
effete denizens of the Old World. Tantalizing
ices, crisped shapes of baked nothing, arid sand-
wiches, and the feeblest of sugary punch, are the
only supports exhausted nature receives for the
shock of the eotillon. T remember the stern reply
of a friend of mine when I asked him to go with
me to a brilliant reception, — “No! Man liveth
not by biscuit-glacé alone !” His heart was heavy
for the steamed cherry-stones of Harvey and the
stewed terrapin of Augustin.

The speech of the gay world has almost ceased
to be national. Every one speaks French sufficient-
ly for all social requirements. It is sometimes to
be doubted whether this constant use of a foreign
language in official and diplomatic circles is a cause
or effect of paucity of ideas. It is impossible for any
one to use another tongue with the ease and grace
with which he could use his own. You know how
tiresome the most charming foreigners are when
they speak English. A fetter-dance is always more
curious than graceful. Yet one who has nothing to
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say can say it better in a foreign language. If you
must speak nothing but phrases, Ollendorff’s are as
good as any one’s. Where there are a dozen people
all speaking French equally badly, each one imag-
ines there is a certain elegance in the hackneyed
forms. I know of no other way of accounting for
the faot that clever people seem stupid and stupid
people clever when they speak French. This facile
language thus becomes the missionary of mental
equality, —the principles of ’89 applied to con-
versation. All men are equal before the phrase-
book.

But this is hypereritical and ungrateful. We do
not go to balls to hear sermons nor discuss the
origin of matter. If the young grandees of Spain
are rather weaker in the parapet than is allowed in
the nineteenth century, if the old boys are more
frivolous than is becoming to age, and hoth more
ignorant of the day’s doings than is consistent with
even their social responsibilities, in compensation
the women of this ecircle are as pretty and amia-
ble as it is possible to be in a fallen world. The
foreigner never forgets those piquant mutines faces
of Andalusia and those dreamy eyes of Malaga, —
the black masses of Moorish hair and the blond
glory of those graceful heads that trace their de-
scent from Gothic demigods. They were not very
learned nor very witty, but they were knowing
enough to trouble the soundest sleep. Their voices

1#®



10 CASTILIAN DAYS.

could interpret the sublimest ideas of Mendelssohn.
They knew sufficiently of lines and colors to dress
themselves charmingly at small cost, and their little
feet were well enough educated to bear them over
the polished floor of a ball-room  as lightly as
gwallows’ wings. The flirting of their intelligent
fans, the flashing of those quick smiles where eyes,
teeth, and lips all did their dazzling duty, and the
gatin twinkling of those neat boots in the waltz,
are harder to forget than things better worth re-
membering.

Since the beginning of the Revolutionary régime
there have been serious schisms and heart-burnings
in the gay world. The peopie of the old situation
agsumed that the people of the new were rebels and
traitors, and stopped breaking bread with them.
But in spite of this the palace and the ministry of
war were gay enough, — for Madrid is a city of of-
fice-holders, and the White House is always easy to
fill, even if two thirds of the Senate is uncongenial.
The principal fortress of the post was the palace of
the spirituelle and hospitable lady whose society
name is Duchess of Pefaranda, but who is better
known as the mother of the Empress of the French.
Her salon was the weekly rendezvous of the irrec-
oncilable adherents of the House of Bourbon, and
the aristocratic beauty that gathered there was too
powerful a seduction even for the young and hope-
ful partisans of the powers that be. There was
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nothing exclusive about this elegant hospitality.
Beauty and good manners have always been a pass-
port there. I have seen a proconsul of Prim talk-
ing with a Carlist leader, and a fiery young democrat
dancing with a countess of Castile.

But there is another phase of society in Madrid
which is altogether pleasing, — far from the domain
of politics or public affairs, where there is no pre-
tension or luxury or conspiracy, — the old-fashioned
Tertulias of Spain. There is nowhere a kindlier:
and more unaffected sociableness. The leading
families of each little circle have one evening a
week on which they remain at home. Nearly all
their friends come in on that evening. There is
conversation and music and dancing. The young
girls gather together in little groups,—not con-
fined under the jealous gnard of their mothers or
chaperons, — and chatter of the momentous events
of the week, — their dresses, their beaux, and their
books. Around these compact formations of love-
liness skirmish light bodies of the male enemy, but
rarely effect a lodgement. A word or a smile is mo-
mently thrown out to meet the advance; but the
long, desperate battle of flirtation, which so often
takes place in America in discreet corners and out-
lying boudoirs, is never seen in this well-organized
society. The mothers in Tsrael are ranged for the
evening around the walls in comfortable chairs,
which they never leave; and the colonels and
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generals and chiefs of administration, who form
the bulk of all Madrid gatherings, are gravely smok-
ing in the library or playing interminable games of
tresillon, seasoned with temperate denunciabions of
the follies of the time.

Nothing can be more engaging than the tone of
perfect ease and cordial courtesy which pervades
these family festivals. It is here that the Spanish
character is seen in its most attractive light. Near-
1y everybody knows French, but it is never spoken.
The exquisite Castilian, softened by its graceful
diminutives into a rival of the Italian in tender
melody, is the only medium of conversation; it is
rare that a stranger is seen, but if he is, he must
learn Spanish or be a wet blanket forever.

You will often meet, in persons of wealth and
distinetion, an easy degenerate accent in Spanish,
strangely at variance with their elegance and cul-
ture. These are Creoles of the Antilles, and they
form one of the most valued and popular elements
of society in the capital. There is a gallantry and
dash about the men, and an intelligence and inde-
pendence about the women, that distinguish them
from their cousins of the Peninsula. The Amer-
ican element has recently grown very prominent in
the political and social world. Admiral Topete. is
a Mexican. His wife is one of the distinguished
Cuban family of Arrieta. General Prim married a
Mexican heiress. The magnificent Duchess de la
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Torre, wife of the Regent Serrano, is a Cuban born
and bred.

In one particular Madrid is unique among capi-
tals,— it has no suburbs. It lies in a desolate
table-land in the windy waste of New Castile;
on the north the snowy Guadarrama chills its
breezes, and on every other side the tawny land-
scape stretches away in dwarfish hills and shallow
ravines barren of shrub or tree, until distance fuses
the vast steppes into one drab plain, which melts
in the hazy verge of the warm horizon. There are
no villages sprinkled in the environs te lure the
Madrilefios out of their walls for a holiday. Those
delicious picnics that break with such enchanting
freshness and variety the steady course of life in
other capitals cannot here exist. No Parisian loves
la bonme wille so much that he does not call those
the happiest of days on which he deserts her for a
row at Asniéres, a donkey-ride at Enghien, or a
bird-like dinner in the vast chestnuts of Sceaux.
“There is only one Kaiserstadt,” sings the loyal
Kerl of Vienna, but he shakes the dust of the Graben
from his feet on holiday mornings, and makes his
merry pilgrimage to the lordly Schoenbrunn or the
heartsome Dornbach, or the wooded eyry of the
Kahlenberg. What would white-bait be if not
eaten at Greenwich ? What would life be in the
great cities without the knowledge that just out-
side, an hour away from the toil and dust and
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struggle of this money-gelting world, there are green
fields, and whispering forests, and verdurous nooks
of breezy shadow by the side of hrooks where the
white pebbles shine through the mottled stream, —
where you find great pied pansies under your hands,
and cateh the black beady eyes of orioles watching
you from the thickets, and through the lush leafage
over you see patches of sky flecked with thin clouds
that sail so lazily you cannot be sure if the blue or
the white is moving? Existence without these
luxuries would be very much like life in Madrid.
Yet it is not so dismal as it might seem. The
Grande Duchesse of Gerolstein, the cheeriest moral-
ist who ever occupied a throne, announces just be-
fore the curtain falls, “Quand on n'a pas ce qu’on
aime, il faut aimer ce qu'on a” But how much
easier it is to love what you have when you never
imagined anything better! The bulk of the good
people of Madrid have never left their natal eity.
If they have been, for their sins, some day to Val-
lecas or Carabanchel or any other of the dusty
villages that bake and shiver on the arid plains
around them, they give fervid thanks on returning
alive, and never wish to go again. They shudder
when they hear of the summer excursions of other
populations, and commiserate them profoundly for
living in a place they are so anxious to leave. A
lovely girl of Madrid once said to me she never
wished to travel,—some people who had been te
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France preferred Paris to Madrid ; as if that were
an inexplicable insanity by which their wanderings
had been punished. The indolent incuriousness of
the Spaniard accepts the utter isolation of his city
as rather an advantage. It saves him the trouble
of making up his mind where to go. Famonos al
Prado ! or, as Browning says, —

* Let's to the Prado and make the most of time.”

The people of Madrid take more solid comfort in
their promenade than any I know. This is one of
the inestimable benefits conferred upon them by
those wise and liberal free-thinkers Charles IIL
and Aranda. They knew how important to the
moral and physical health of the people a place of
recreation was. They reduced the hideous waste
land on the east side of the city to a breathing
space for future generations, turning the meadow
into a promenade and the hill into the Buen Retiro.
The people growled terribly at the time, as they did
at nearly everything this prematurely liberal gov-
ernment did for them. The wise King once wittily
said : “ My people are like bad children that kick
the shins of their nurse whenever their faces are
washed.”

But they soon became reconciled to their Prado,
— a name, by the way, which runs through several
idioms, —in Paris they had a Pré-aux-clercs, the
Clerks’ Meadow, and the great park of Vienna is
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called the Prater. It was originally the favorite
scene of duels, and the cherished trysting-place of
lovers. But in modern times it is too popular for
any such selfish use.

The polite world takes its stately promenade in
the winter afternoons in the northern prolongation
of the real Prado, called in the official courtier style
Las delicias de Tsabel Sequnda, but in common speech
the Castilian Fountain, or Custellane, to save time.
So perfect is the social discipline in these old coun-
tries that people who are not in society never walk
in this long promenade, which is open to all the
world. You shall see there, any pleasant day be-
fore the Carnival, the aristocracy of the kingdom,
the fast young hopes of the nobility, the diplomatic
body resident, and the flexible figures and graceful
bearing of the high-born ladies of Castile. Here
they take the air as free from snobbish competition
as the good society of Olympus, while a hundred
paces farther south, just beyond the Mint, the world
at large takes its plebeian constitutional. How long,
with a democratic system of government, this pure-
ly conventional respect will be paid to blueness of
blood cannot be conjectured. TIts existence a year
after the Revolution was to me one of the most sin-
gular of phenomena.

After Easter Monday the Castellana is left to its
own devices for the summer. With the warm long
days of May and June, the evening walk in the
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Salon begins. Europe affords no scene more origi-
nal and characteristic. The whole city meets in
this starlit drawing-room. It is a vast evening
party al freseo, stretching from the Alcald to the
Course of San Geronimo. In the wide street be-
side it every one in town who owns a carriage may
be seen moving lazily up and down, and apparently
envying the gossiping strollers on foot. On three
nights in the week there is music in the Retiro Gar-
den, — not as in our feverish way beginning so early
that you must sacrifice your dinner to get there, and
then turning you out disconsolate in that seductive
hour which John Pheenix used to call the “ shank of
the evening,” but opening sensibly at half past nine
and going leisurely forward until after midnight.
The music is very good. Sometimes Arban comes
down from Paris to recover from his winter fatigues
and bewitch the Spains with his wizard baton.

In all this vast erowd nobody is in a hurry. They
have all night before them. They stayed quietly at
home in the stress of the noontide when the sun-
heams were falling in the glowing streets like jave-
lins, — they utilized some of the waste hours of the
broiling afternoon in sleep, and are fresh as daisies
now. The women are not haunted by the thought
of lords and babies growling and wailing at home,
Their lords are beside them, the babies are sprawl-
ing in the clean gravel by their chairs. Tate in the

small hours I have seen these family parties in the
4 B
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promenade, the husband tranquilly smoking his hun-
dredth cigarette, his placens wzor dozing in her chair,
one baby asleep on the ground, and another slumber-
ing in her lap.

This Madrid climate is a gallant one, and kindlier
to the women than the men. .The ladies are built
on the old-fashioned generous plan. Like a South-
ern table in the old times, the only fault is too
abundant plenty. They move along with a superb
dignity of carriage that Banting would like to banish
from the world, their round white shoulders shining
in the starlight, their fine heads elegantly draped in
the coquettish and always graceful mantilla. But
you would look in vain among the men of Madrid
for such fulness and liberality of structure. They
are thin, eager, sinewy in appearance, — though it
is the spareness of the Turk, not of the American.
It comes from tobacco and the Guadarrama winds.
This still, fine, subtle air that blows from the craggy
peaks over the treeless plateaun seems to take all
superfluous moisture out of the men of Madrid.
But it is, like Benedick’s wit, “a most manly air,
it will not hurt a woman.”

This tropic summer-time brings the haleyon days
of the vagabonds of Madrid. They are a temperate,
reasonable people, after all, when they are let alone.
They do not require the savage stimulants of our
colder-blooded race. The fresh air is a feast. As
Walt Whitman says, “They loaf and invite their
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souls.” They provide for the banquet only the most
spiritnal provender. Their dissipation is confined
principally to starlight and zephyrs; the coarser
and wealthier spirits indulge in ice, agraz, and
meringues dissolved in water. The climax of their
luxury is a cool bed. Walking about the city at
midnight, T have seen the fountains all surrounded
by luxurious vagabonds asleep or in revery, dozens
of them stretched along the rim of the basins, in
the spray of the splashing water, where the least
start would plunge them in. But the dreams of
these Latin beggars are too peaceful to trouble their
slumber. They lie motionless, amid the roar of
wheels and the tramp of a thousand feet, their bhed
the sculptured marble, their covering the deep,
amethystine vault, warm and cherishing with its
breath of summer winds, bright with its trooping
stars. The Providence of the worthless watches
and guards them !

The chief commerce of the streets of Madrid
seems to be fire and water, bane and antidote. It
would be impossible for so many match-venders to
live anywhere else, in a city ten times the size of
Madrid. On every block you will find a wandering
merchant dolefully announcing paper and phospho-
rus,— the one to construct cigarettes and the other
to light them. The matches are little waxen tapers
very neatly made and enclosed in pasteboard boxes,
which are sold for a cent and contain about a hun-
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dred fosforos. These boxes are ornamented with
portraits of the popular favorites of the day, and
afford a very fair test of the progress’ and decline
of parties. The Queen has disappeared from them
except in caricature, and the chivalrous face of
Castelar and the heavy Bourbon mouth of Don
Carlos are oftener seen than any others. A Madrid
smoker of average industry will use a box a day.
They smoke more cigarettes than cigars, and in the
ardor of conversation allow their fire to go out every
minute. A young Austrian, who was watching a
semiorito light his wisp of paper for the fifth fime,
and mentally comparing it with the voleano volume
and kern-deutsch integrity of purpose of the meer-
schaums of his native land, said to me: “ What
can you expect of a people who ftrifle in that way
with the only work of their lives ?”

It is this habit of constant smoking that makes
the Madrilefios the thirstiest people in the world ;
so that, alternating with the cry of “Fire, lordlings !
Matches, chevaliers!” you hear continually the drone
so tempting to parched throats, “ Water ! who wants
water ? freezing water | colder than smow!” This
is the daily song of the Gallician who marches
along in his irrigating mission, with his brown
blouse, his short breeches, and pointed hat, like
that Aladdin wears in the cheap editions ; a little
varied by the Valentian in his party-colored mantle
and his tow trousers, showing the bronzed leg from
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the knee to the blue-bordered sandals. Numerous
as they are, they all seem to have enough to do.
They carry their seriptural-looking water-jars on their
backs, and a smart tray of tin and burnished brass,
with meringues and glasses, in front. The glasses
are of enormous but not extravagant proportions.
These dropsical Iberians will drink water as if it
were no stronger than beer. In the winter time,
while the cheerful invitation rings out to the same
effect, — that the beverage is cold as the snow, —
the merchant prudently carries a little pot of hot
water over a spirit-lamp to take the chill off for
shivery customers.

Madrid is one of those cities where strangers fear
the climate less than residents. Nothing is too bad
for the Castilian to say of his native air. Before
you have been a day in the city some kind soul
will warn you against everything you have been in
the habit of doing as leading to sudden and severe
death in this subtle air. You will hear in a dozen
different tones the favorite proverb which may be
translated, —

The air of Madrid is as sharp as a knife, —
It will spare a candle and blow out your life ;

and another where the truth, as in many Spanish
proverbs, is sacrificed to the rhyme, saying that the
climate is {res meses tnwierno y nueve infierno,—
three months winter and nine months tophet. At
the first coming of the winter frosts the genuine
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son of Madrid gets out his capa, the national full
round cloak, and never leaves it off until late in the
hot spring days. They have a way of throwing one
corner over the left shoulder, so that a bright strip
of gay lining falls outward and pleasantly relieves
the sombre monotony of the streets. In this way
the face is completely covered by the heavy woollen
folds, only the eyes being visible under the som-
brero. The true Spaniard breathes no out-of-doors
air all winter except through his cloak, and they
stare at strangers who go about with uncovered
faces enjoying the brisk air as if they were lunatics.
But what makes the custom absurdly incongruous
is that the women have no such terror of fresh air.
‘While the hidalgo goes smothered in his wrappings
his wife and daughter wear nothing on their necks
and faces but their pretty complexions, and the gal-
lant breeze, grateful for this generous confidence,
repays them in roses. I have sometimes fancied
that in this land of traditions this difference might
have arisen in those days of adventure when the
cavaliers had good reasons for keeping their faces
concealed, while the sefioras, we are bound to be-
lieve, have never done anything for which their
own beauty was not the best excuse.

Nearly all there is of interest in Madrid consists
in the faces and the life of its people. There is but
one portion of the city which appeals to the tourist’s
ordinary set of emotions. This is the old Moors
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quarter,—the intricate jumble of streets and places
on the western edge of the town, overlooking the
bankrupt river. Here is St. Andrew’s, the parish
church where Isabella the Catholic and her pious
husband used to offer their stiff and dutiful prayers.
Behind it a market-place of the most primitive
kind runs precipitately down to the Street of
Segovia, at such an angle that you wonder the tur-
nips and carrots can ever be brought to keep their
places on the rocky slope. If you will wander
through the dark alleys and hilly streets of this
quarter when twilight is softening the tall tene-
ment-houses to a softer purpose, and the doorways
are all full of gossiping groups, and here and there
in the little courts you can hear the tinkling of a
guitar and the drone of ballads, and see the idlers
lounging by the fountains, and everywhere against
the purple sky the crosses of old convents, while the
evening air is musical with slow chimes from the
full-arched belfries, it will not be hard to imagine
you are in the Spain you have read and dreamed of.
And, climbing out of this labyrinth of slums, you
pass under the gloomy gates that lead to the Plaza
~ Mayor. This once magnificent square is now as
squalid and forsaken as the Place Royale of Paris,
though it dates from a period comparatively recent.
The mind so instinctively revolts at the contempla-
tion of those orgies of priestly brutality which have
made the very name of this place redolent with a
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fragrance of scorched Christians, that we naturally
assign it an immemorial antiquity. But a glance
at the booby face of Philip III. on his round-bellied
charger in the centre of the square will remind us
that this place was built at the same time the May-
flower’s passengers were laying the massive founda-
tions of the great Republic. The Autos-da-Fe, the
plays of Lope de Vega, and the bull-fights went on
for many years with impartial frequency under the
approving eyes of royalty, which occupied a eon-
venient balcony in the Panaderia, that over-dressed
building with the two extinguisher towers. Down
to a period disgracefully near us those balconies
were occupied by the dull-eyed, pendulous-lipped
tyrants who have sat on the throne of St. Ferdinand,
while there in the spacious court below the varied
sports went on, — to-day a comedy of Master Lope,
to-morrow the gentle and joyous slaying of bulls,
and the next day, with greater pomp and ceremony,
with banners hung from the windows, and my Lord
the King surrounded by his women and his eourtiers
in their bravest gear, and the august presence of the
chief priests and their idol in the form of wine and
wafers, — the judgment and fiery sentence of the
thinking men of Spain.

Let us remember as we leave this aceursed spot
that the old palace of the Inquisition is now the
Ministry of Justice, where a liberal statesman has
just drawn up the bill of Civil Marriage ; and that
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in the Convent of the Trinitarians a Spanish Ra-
tionalist, the Minister of Fomento, is laboring to
secularize education in the Peninsula. There is
much coiling and hissing, but the fangs of the ser-
pent are much less prompt and effective than of
old. ]

The wide Calle Mayor brings you in a moment
out of these mouldy shadows and into the broad
light of nowadays which shines in the Puerta del
Sol. Here, ynder the walls of the Ministry of the
Interior, the quick, restless heart of Madrid beats
with the new life it has lately earned. The flags
of the pavement have been often stained with blood,
but of blood shed in combat, in the assertion of
individual freedom. Although the government holds
that fortress-palace with a grasp of iron, it can exer-
cise no control over the free speech. that asserts it-
self on the very sidewalk of the Prineipal. At
every step you see news-stands filled with the sharp
critical journalism of Spain,— often ignorant and
unjust, but generally courteous in expression and
independent in thought. Every day at noon the
northern mails bring hither the word of all Europe
to the awaking Spanish mind, and within that mas-
sive building the converging lines of the telegraph
are whispering every hour their persuasive lessons
of the world’s essential unity.

The movement of life and growth is bearing the
population gradually away from that dark mediweval

2
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Madrid of the Catholic kings through the: Puerta
del Sol to the airy heights beyond, and the new,
fresh quarter built by the philosopher Bourbon
Charles IIL. is becoming the most important part
of the city. I think we may be permitted to hope
that the long reign of savage faith and repression
is broken at last, and that this abused and suffering
people is about to enter into its rightful inheritance
of modern freedom and progress.
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SPANISH LIVING AND DYING.

NowHERE is the sentiment of home stronger than
in Spain. Strangers, whose ideas of the Spanish
character have been gained from romance and
comedy, are apt to note with some surprise the
strength and prevalence of the domestic affections.
But a moment’s reflection shows us that nothing is
more natural. It is the result of all their history.
The old Celtic population had scarcely any religion
but that of the family. The Goths brought in the
pure Teutonic regard for woman and marriage. The
Moors were distinguished by the patriarchal struc-
ture of their society. The Spaniards have thus
learned the lesson of home in the school of history
and tradition. The intense feeling of individuality,
which so strongly marks the Spanish charaeter, and
which in the political world is so fatal an element
of strife and obstruction, favors this peculiar do-
mesticity. The Castilian is submissive to his king
and his priest, haughty and inflexible with his equals.
But his own house is a refuge from the contests of
out of doors. The reflex of absolute authority is
here observed, it is true. The Spanish father is
absolute king and lord by his own hearthstone, but
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his sway is so mild and so readily acquiesced in
that it is hardly felt. The evils of fyranny are
rarely seen but by him who resists i, and the
Spanish family seldom calls for the harsh exercise
of parental authority.

This is the rule. T do not mean to say there are
no exceptions. The pride and jealousy inherent in
the race make family quarrels, when they do arise,
the bitterest and the fiercest in the world. In every
grade of life these vindictive feuds among kindred
are seen from time to time. Twice at least the steps
of the throne have been splashed with royal blood
shed by a princely hand. Duels between noble
cousins and stabbing affrays between peasant broth-
ers alike attest the unbending sense of personal
dignity that still infects this people.

A light word between husbands-and wives some-
times goes unexplained, and the rift between them
widens through life. I know some houses where
the wife enters at one door and the husband at an-
other ; where if they meet on the stairs, they do not
salute each other. TUnder the same roof they have
lived for years and have not spoken. One word
would heal all discord, and that word will never be
spoken by either. They cannot be divorced, — the
Church is inexorable. They will not ineur the scandal
of a public separation. So they pass lives of lonely
isolation in adjoining apartments, both thinking
rather better of each other and of themselves for
this devilish persistence.
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An infraction of parental discipline is never for-
given. I knew a general whose daughter fell in
love with his adjutant, a clever and amiable young
officer. He had positively no objection fo the
suitor, but was surprised that there should be any
love-making in his house without his previous sug-
gestion. He refused his consent, and the young
people were married without it. The father and
son-in-law went off on a campaign, fought, and
were wounded in the same battle. The general
was asked to recommend his son-in-law for pro-
motion. “T have no son-in-law!” “I mean your
daughter’s husband.” “I have no daughter.” “I
refer to Lieutenant Don Fulano de Tal. He is a
good officer. He distingnished himself greatly in
the recent affair” “Ah! otra cosa!” said the grim
father-in-law. -His hate could not overcome his
sense of justice. The youth got his promotion, but
his general will not recognize him at the Club.

It is in the middle and lower classes that the
most perfect pictures of the true Spanish family
are to be found. The aristocracy is more or less in-
fected with the contagion of Continental manners
and morals. You will find there the usual propor-
tion of wives who despise their husbands, and men
who neglect their wives, and children who do not
honor their parents. The smartness of American
* pickles” has even made its appearance among the
little countesses of Madrid. A lady was eating an
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ice one day, hungrily watched by the wide eyes of
the infant heiress of the house. As the latter saw
the last hope vanishing before the destroying spoon,
she eried out, ¢ Thou eatest all and givest me none,
— maldita sea tu alma!” (accursed be thy soul.)
This dreadful imprecation was greeted with roars
of laughter from admiring friends, and the profane
little innocent was smothered in kisses and cream.

Passing at noon by any of the squares or shady
places of Madrid, you will see dozens of laboring
people at their meals. They sit on the ground,
around the steaming and savory cocido that forms
the peasant Spaniard’s unvaried dinner. The foun-
dation is of garbanzes, the large chick pea of the
country, bronght originally to Europe by the Car-
thaginians, — the Roman eicer, which gave its name
to the greatest of the Latin orators. All other
available vegetables are thrown in ; on days of high
gala a piece of meat is added, and some forehanded
housewives attain the climax of luxury by flavoring
the compound with a link of sausage. The mother
brings the dinner and her tawny brood of nestlings.
A shady spot is selected for the feast. The father
dips his wooden spoon first into the vapory bowl,
and mother and babes follow with grave decorum.
Idle loungers passing these patriarchal groups, on
their way to a vapid French breakfast at a restau-
rant, catch the fragrance of the olle and the chatter
of the family, and envy the dinner of herbs with
love.
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There is no people so frugal. We often wonder
how a Washington clerk can live on twelve hun-
dred dollars, but this would be luxury in expensive
Madrid. 1t is one of the dearest capitals in Europe.
Foreigners are never weary decrying its high prices
for poor fare; but Castiliang live in good houses,
dress well, receive their intimate friends, and hold
their own with the best in the promenade, upon in-
comes that would seem penury to any country par-
son in America. There are few of the nobility who
retain the great fortunes of former days. You can
almost tell on your fingers the tale of the grandees
in Madrid who can live without counting the cost.
The army and navy are crowded with general offi-
cers whose political services have obliged their pro-
motion. The state is too much impoverished to pay
liberal salaries, and yet the rank of these officers
requires the maintenance of a certain social posi-
tion. Few of them are men of fortune. The re-
sult is that necessity has taught them to live well
upon little. T knew widows who went everywhere
in society, whose daughters were always charmingly
dressed, who lived in a decent quarter of the town,
and who had no resources whatever but their hus-
band’s pension.

The best proof of the capacity of Spaniards to
spread a little gold over as much space as a gold-
beater could, is the enormous competition for public
employment. Half the young men in Spain are
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candidates for places under government ranging
from $ 250 to $1,000. Places of $ 1,500 to $ 2,000
are considered objects of legitimate ambition even
to deputies and leading politicians. Expressed in
reals these sums have a large and satisfying sound.
Fifty dollars seems little enough for a month’s work,
but a thousand reals has the look of a most respect-
able salary. In Portugal, however, you can have
all the delightful sensations of prodigality at a con-
temptible cost. You can pay, without serious
damage to your purse, five thousand reis for your
brealkfast.

It is the smallness of incomes and the necessity
of looking sharply to the means of life that makes
the young people of Madrid so prudent in their
love affairs. I know of no place where ugly heir-
esses are such belles, and where young men with
handsome incomes are o universally esteemed by
all who know them. The stars on the sleeves of
young officers are more regarded than their dancing,
and the red belt of a field officer is as winning in
the eyes of beauty as a cestus of Venus. A subal-
tern offered his hand and heart to a black-eyed girl
of Castile. She said kindly but firmly that the
night was too cloudy. “What,” said the stupefied
lover, “the sky is full of stars” “I see but one,”
said the prudent beauty, her fine eyes resting pen-
sively upon his cuff, where one lone luminary indi-
cated his rank.



SPANISH LIVING AND DYING. 33

This spirit is really one of forethought, and not
¢ avarice. People who have enough for two almost
6Yalways marry from inclination, and frequently take
\0 partners for life without a penny.

V" If men were never henpecked except by learned
wives, Spain would be the place of all others for
timid men to marry in. The girls are bright, vi-
vacious, and naturally very clever, but they have
scarcely any education whatever. They never know
the difference between b and ». They throw them-
selves in orthography entirely upon your benevo-
lence. They know a little music and a little French,
but they have never crossed, even in a school-day
excursion, the border line of the ologies. They do
not even read novels. They are regarded as in-
jurious, and cannot be trusted to the daughters until
mamma has read them. Mamma never has time to
read them, and so they are condemned by default.
Fernan Caballero, in one of her sleepy little romances,
refers to this illiterate character of the Spanish ladies,
and says it is their chief charm, — that a Christian
woman, in good society, ought not to know anything
beyond her cookery-book and her missal. There is
an old proverb which coarsely conveys this idea:
A mule that whinnies and a woman that talks
Latin mever come to any good. There is a con-
tented acquiescence in this moral servitude among
the fair Spaniards which would madden our agita-

tresses. (See what will become of the language
2% c
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when male words are crowded out of the diction-
ary !)

It must be the innocence which springs from
ignorance that induces an occasional coarseness of
expression which surprises you in the conversation
of those lovely young girls. They will speak with
perfect freedom of the état-civil of a young unmar-
ried mother. A maiden of fifteen said.to me: “1
must go to a party this evening décolletée, and I hate
it. Benigno is getting old enongh to marry, and he
wants to see all the girls In low neck before he
makes up his mind.” They all swear like troopers,
without a thought of profanity. Their mildest ex-
pression of surprise is Jesus Maria ! They change
their oaths with the season. At the feast of the
Immaculate Conception, the favorite oath is Maria
Purissima. This is a time of especial interest to
young girls. It is a period of compulsory confes-
sion, — conscience-cleaning, as they call it. They
are all very pious in their way. They attend to
their religious duties with the same.interest which
they displayed a few years before in dressing and
undressing their dolls, and will display a few years
later in putting the lessons they learned with their
dolls to a more practical use,

\) The visible concrete symbols and observances of
religion have great influence with them. They are
fond of making vows in tight places and faithfully
observing them afterwards. In an hour’s walk in
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the streets of Madrid you will see a dozen ladies
with a leather strap buckled about their slender
waists and hanging nearly to the ground. Others
wear a knotted cord and tassels. These are worn
as the fulfilment of vows, or penances. I am afraid
they give rise to much worldly conjecture on the
part of idle youth as to what amiable sins these
pretty penitents can have been guilty of. It is not
prudent to ask an explanation of the peculiar mercy,
or remorse, which this purgatorial strap commemo-
rates. You will probably not enlarge your stock of
knowledge further than to learn that the lady in
question considers you a great nuisance.

The graceful lady who, in ascending the throne
of France, has not ceased to be a thorough Spaniard,
still preserves these pretty weaknesses of her youth.
She vowed a chapel to her patron saint if her first-
born was a man-child, and paid it. She has hung
a vestal lamp in the Church of N6tre Dame des
Victoires, in pursuance of a vow she keeps rigidly
secret. She is a firm believer in relies also, and
keeps a choice assortment on hand in the Tuileries
for sudden emergencies. When old Baciocechi lay
near his death, worn out by a horrible nervous dis-
order which would not let him sleep, the Empress
told the doctors, with great mystery, that she would
cure him. After a few preliminary masses, she
came into his room and hung on his bedpost a little
gold-embroidered sachet containing (if the evidence
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of holy men is to be believed) a few threads of the
swaddling-clothes of John the Baptist. Her simple
childlike faith wrung the last grim smile from the
tortured lips of the dying courtier.

The very names of the Spanish women are a
constant reminder of their worship. They are all
named out of the calendar of saints and virgin
martyrs. A large majority are christened Mary ;
but as *this sacred name by much use has lost all
distinetive meaning, some attribute, some especial
invocation of the Virgin, is always coupled with it.
The names of Dolores, Mercedes, Milagros, recall
Our Lady of the Sorrows, of the Gifts, of the
Miracles. I knew a hoydenish little gypsy who
bore the tearful name of Lagrimas. The most ap-
propriate name I heard for these large-eyed, soft-
voiced beauties was Peligros, Our Lady of Dangers.
‘Who could resist the comforting assurance of « Con-
suelo” ? “Blessed,” says my Lord Lytton, “is wo-
man who consoles.” What an image of maiden
purity goes with the name of Nieves, the Virgin of
the Snows! From a single cotillon of Castilian
girls you can construet the whole history of Our
Lady; Conception, Annunciation, Sorrows, Soli-
tude, Assumption. As young ladies are never
called by their family names, but always by their
baptismal appellations, you cannot pass an evening
in a Spanish fertulia without being reminded of
every stage in the life of the Immaculate Mother,
from Bethlehem to Calvary and beyond.
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The common use of sacred words is universal in
Catholic countries, but nowhere so striking as in
Spain. There is a little solemnity in the French
adiew. But the Spaniard says adios instead of
“good morning.” No letter closes without the
prayer, “ God guard your Grace many years!” They
say a judge announces to a murderer his sentence
of death with the sacramental wish of length of
days. There is something a little shocking to a
Yankee mind in the label of Lachryma Christi;
but in La Mancha they call fritters the Grace of
God.

The piety of the Spanish women does not pre-
vent them from seeing some things clearly enough
with their bright eyes. One of the most bigoted
women in Spain recently said : “I hesitate to let
my child go to confession. The priests ask young
girls such infamous questions, that my cheeks bumn
when I think of them, after all these years.” I
stood one Christmas eve in the cold midnight wind,
waiting for the church doors to open for the night
mass, the famous misa del gallo. On the steps be-
side me sat a decent old woman with her two daugh-
ters. At last she rose and said, “ Girls, it is no use
waiting any longer. The priests won’t leave their
housekeepers this cold night to save anybody's
soul.” In these two cases, taken from the two ex-
tremes of the Catholic society, there was no disre-
speet for the Church or for religion. Both these
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women believed with a blind faith. But they could
not help seeing how unclean were the hands that
dispensed the bread of life.

The respect shown to the priesthood as a body is
marvellous, in view of the profligate lives of many.
The general progress of the age has forced most of
the dissolute priests into hypocrisy. But their
cynical immorality is still the bane of many fami-
Lies. And it needs but a glance at the vile manual
of confession, called the Golden Key, the author of
which is the too well known Padre Claret, Confes-
sor to the Queen, to see the systematic moral poison-
ing the minds of Spanish women must undergo,
who pay due attention to what is called their re-
ligious duties. If a confessor obeys the injunctions
of this high ecclesiastical authority, his fair peni-
tents will have nothing to learn from a diligent
perusal of Faublas or Casanova. It would, how-
ever, be unjust to the priesthood to consider them
all as corrupt as royal chaplains. It requires a
combination of convent and palace life to produce
these finished specimens of mitred infamy.

\ It is to be regretted that the Spanish women are
kept in such systematic ignorance. They have a
quicker and more active intelligence than the men.
With a fair degree of education, mueh might be
hoped from them in the intellectual development
of the country. In society, you will at once be
struck with the superiority of the women to their
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husbands and brothers in cleverness and apprecia-
tion. Among small tradesmen, the wife always .
comes to the rescue of her slow spouse when she
sees him befogged in a bargain. In the fields, you
ask a peasant some question about your journey.
He will hesitate, and stammer, and end with, * Quien
sabe 2” but his wife will answer with glib complete-
ness all you want to know. I ean imagine no cause
for this, unless it be that the men cloud their brains
all day with the fumes of tobaceco, and the women
do not.

The personality of the woman is not so entirely
merged in that of the husband as among us. She
retains her own baptismal and family name through
life. If Miss Matilda Smith marries Mr. Jonathan
Jones, all vestige of the former gentle being vanishes
at once from the earth, and Mrs. Jonathan Jones
alone remains. But in Spain she would become
Mrs. Matilda Smith de Jones, and her eldest-born
would be called Don Juan Jones y Smith. You
ask the name of a married lady in society, and you
hear as often her own name as that of her hushand.

Even among titled people, the family name
seems more highly valued than the titular designa-
tion. Everybody knows Narvaez, but how few have
heard of the Duke of Valencia! The Regent Ser-
rano has a name known and honored over the world,
but most people must think twice before they re-
member the Duke de la Torre. Juan Prim is better
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known than the Marquis de los Castillejos ever will
be. It is perhaps due to the prodigality with which
titles have been scattered in late years, that the
older titles are more regarded than the new, al-
though of inferior grade. Thus Prim calls himself
almost invariably the Conde de Reus, though his
grandeeship came with his investiture as Marquis.

There is something quite noticeable about this
easy way of treating one’s name. We are accus-
tomed to think a man can have but one name, and
can sign it but in one way. Lord Derby can no
more call himself Mr. Stanley than President Grant
can sign a bill as U. Simpson. Yet both these sig-
natures would be perfectly valid according to Span-
ish analogy. The Marquis of Santa Marta signs
himself Guzman ; the Marquis of Albaida uses no
signature but Orense; both of these gentlemen
being Republican deputies. I have seen General
Prim’s name signed officially, Conde de Reus, Mar-
ques de los Castillejos, Prim, J. Prim, Juan Prim,
and Jean Prim, changing the style as often as the
humor strikes him.

Their forms of courtesy are, however, invariable.
You can never visit a Spaniard without his inform-
ing you that you are in your own house. If, walk-
ing with him, you pass his residence, he asks you
to enter your house and unfatigue yourself a mo-
ment. If you happen upon any Spaniard, of what-
ever class, at the hour of repast, he always offers
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you his dinner; if you decline, it must be with
polite wishes for his digestion. With the Spaniards,
no news is good news ; it is therefore civil to ask a
Spaniard if his lady-wife goes on without novelty,
and to express your profound gratification on being
assured that she does. Their forms of hospitality
are evidently Moorish, derived from the genuine
open hand and open tent of the children of the
desert ; now nothing is left of them but grave and
decorous words. In the old times, one who would
have refused such offers would have been held a
churl ; now one who would accept them would be
regarded as a boor.
There is still something primitive about the Span-
ish servants. A flavor of the old romances and the
.0ld comedy still hangs about them. They are chatty
and confidential to a degree that appalls a stiff and
formal Englishman of the upper middle class. The
British servant is a chilly and statuesque image of
propriety. The French is an intelligent and sympa-
thizing friend. You can make of him what you
like. But the Ttalian, and still more the Spaniard,
is as gay as a child, and as incapable of intentional
disrespect. The Castilian grandee does not regard
his dignity as in danger from a moment’s chat with
a waiter. He has no conception of that ferocious
decornm we Anglo-Saxons require from our man-
servants and our maid-servants. The Spanish ser-
vant seems to regard it as part of his duty to keep
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your spivits gently excited while you dine by the
gossip of the day. He joins also in your discus-
sions, whether they touch lightly on the politics of
the hour or plunge profoundly into the depths of
philosophic research. He laughs at your wit, and
swings his napkin with convulsions of mirth at
your good stories. He tells you the history of his
life while you are breaking your egg, and lays the
story of his loves before you with your coffee. Yet
he is not intrusive. He will chatter on without
waiting for a reply, and when you are tired of him
you can shut him off with a word. There are few
Spanish servants so uninteresting but that you can
find in them from time to time some sparks of that
ineffable light which shines forever in Sancho and
Figaro.

The traditions of subordination, which are the
result of long centuries of tyranny, have prevented
the development of that feeling of independence
among the lower orders, which in a freer race finds
its expression in ill manners and discourtesy to
superiors. I knew a gentleman in the West whose
circumstances had forced him to become a waiter in
a backwoods restaurant.. He hore a deadly grudge
at the profession that kept him from starving, and
asserted his unconquered nobility of soul by scowl-
ing at his customers and swearing at the viands he
dispensed. I remember the deep sense of wrong
with which he would growl, “ Two buckwheats, be-
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eawd !” You see nothing of this defiant spirit in
Spanish servants. They are heartily glad to find
employment, and ask no higher good-fortune than
to serve acceptably. As to drawing comparisons
between themselves and their masters, they never
seem to think they belong to the same race. I saw
a pretty grisette once stop to look at a show-window
where there was a lay-figure completely covered
with all manner of trusses. She gazed at it long
and earnestly, evidently thinking it was some new
fashion just introduced into the gay world. At last
she tripped away with all the grace of her unfet-
tered limbs, saying, “ If the fine ladies have to wear
all those machines, I am glad T am not made like
them.”

‘Whether it be from their more regular and active
lives, or from their being unable to pay for medical
attendance, the poorer classes suffer less from sick-
ness than their betters. An ordinary Spaniard i-
sick but once in his life, and that once is enough, —
't will serve. The traditions of the old satires which
represented the doctor and death as always hunting
in couples still survive in Spain. It is taken as so
entirely a matter of course that a patient must die,
that the law of the land imposed a heavy fine upon
physicians who did not bring a priest on their sec-
ond visit. His labor of exhortation and confession
was rarely wasted. There were few sufferers who
recovered from the shock of tnat solemn ceremony



44 CASTILTAN DAYS.

in their chambers. Medical science still labors in
Spain under the ban of ostracism, imposed in the
days when all research was impiety. The Inquisi-
tion elamored for the blood of Vesalius, who had
committed the crime of a demonstration in anatomy.
He was forced into a pilgrimage of expiation, and
died on the way to Palestine, The Church has al-
ways looked with a jealous eye upon the inquirers,
the innovators. Why these probes, these lancets,
these multifarious drugs, when the object in view
could be so much more easily obtained by the judi-
cious application of masses and prayers ?

So it has come about that the doctor is a Pariah,
and miracles flourish in the Peninsula. At every
considerable shrine you will see the walls covered
with waxen models of feet, legs, hands, and arms
cured by the miraculous interposition of the gendus
loci, and scores of little crutches attesting the maxr-
vellous hour when they became useless. Each
shrine, like a mineral spring, has its own especial
virtue. A Santiago medal was better than quinine
for ague. St. Veronica’s handkerchief is sovereign
for sore eyes. A bone of St. Magin supersedes the
use of mercury. A finger-nail of San Frutos cured
at Segovia a case of congenital idiocy. The Virgin
of Ofia acted as a vermifuge on royal infantas, and
her girdle at Tortosa smooths their passage into this
world. In this age of unfaith relics have lost much
of their power. They turn out their score or so of
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miracles every feast day, it is true, but are no longer
eapable of the fours de jforee of earlier days. Car-
dinal de Retz saw with his eyes a man whose wooden
legs were turned to capering flesh and blood by the
image of the Pillar of Saragossa. But this was in
the good old times before newspapers and telegraphs
had come to dispel the twilight of belief.

Now, it is excessively probable that neither doe-
tor nor priest can do much if the patient is hit in
earnest. He soon succumbs, and is laid out in his
best clothes in an improvised chapel and duly
sped on his way. The custom of burying the dead
in the gown and cowl of monks has greatly passed
into disuse. The mortal relics are treated with
growing contempt, as the superstitions of the peo-
ple gradually lose their concrete character. The
goul is the important matter which the Church now
looks to. So the cold clay is carted off to the
cemetery with small ceremony. Even the coffing
of the rich are jammed away into receptacles too
small for them, and hastily plastered out of sight.
The poor are carried off on trestles and huddled into
their nameless graves, without following or blessing.
Children are buried with some regard to the old
Oriental customs. The coffin is of some gay and
cheerful color, pink or blue, and is carried open to
the grave by four of the dead child’'s young com-
panions, a fifth walking behind with the ribhoned
coffin-lid. T have often seen these touching little



46 CASTILIAN DAYS.

parties moving through the bustling streets, the
peaceful small face asleep under the open sky, decked
with the fading roses and withering lilies.

In all well-to-do families the house of death is
deserted immediately after the funeral. The stricken
ones retire to some other habitation, and there pass
eight days in strict and inviolable seclusion. On
the ninth day the great masses for the repose of the
soul of the departed are said in the parish church,
and all the friends of the family are expected to be
present. These masses are the most important and
expensive incident of the funeral. They cost from
two hundred to one thousand dollars, according to
the strength and fervor of the orisons employed.
They are repeated several years on the anniversary
of the decease, and afford a most sure and flourish-
ing revenue to the Church. . They are founded upon
those feelings inseparable from every human heart,
vanity and affection. Our dead friends must be as
well prayed for as those of others, and who knows
but that they may be in deadly need of prayers! To
shorten their fiery penance by one hour, who would
not fast for a week? On these anniversaries a
black-bordered advertisement appears in the news-
papers, headed by the sign of the cross and the
Requiescat in Pace, announcing that on this day
twelve months Don Fulano de Tal passed from
earth garnigshed with the holy sacraments, that all
‘he masses this day celebrated in such and such
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churches will be applied to the benefit of his spirit’s
repose, and that all Christian friends are hereby re-
quested to commend his soul this day unto God.
These efforts, if they do the dead mno good, at least
do the living no harm.

A luxury of grief, in those who can afford it, con-
sists in shutting up the house where a death has
taken place and never suffering it to be opened
again. I once saw a beautiful house and wide gar-
den thus abandoned in one of the most fashionable
- streets of Madrid. I inquired about it, and found
it was formerly the residence of the Duke of :
His wife had died there many years before, and
since that day not a door nor a window had been
opened. The garden gates were red and rough with
rust. Grass grew tall and rank in the gravelled
walks. A thick lush undergrowth had overrun the
flower-beds and the lawns. The blinds were rotting
over the darkened windows. Luxuriant vines clam-
bered over all the mossy doors. The stucco was
peeling from the walls in unwholesome blotches,
‘Wild birds sang all day in the safe solitude. There
wag something impressive in this spot of mould and
silence, lying there so green and implacable in the
very heart of a great and noisy city. The Duke
lived in Paris, leading the rattling lifs of a man of
the world. He never would sell or let that Madrid
house. Perhaps in his heart also, that battered
thoroughfare worn by the pattering boots of Ma-
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bille and the Bois, and the Quartier Bréda, there
was a green spot sacred to memory and silence,
where no footfall should ever light, where no living
voice should ever be heard, shut out from the world
and its cares and its pleasures, where through the
gloom of dead days he could catch a glimpse of a
white hand, a flash of a dark eye, the rustle of a
trailing robe, and feel sweeping over him the old
magic of love’s young dream, softening his fancy to
tender regret and his eyes to a happy mist,

¢ Like that which kept the heart of Eden green
Before the useful trouble of the rain.”
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INFLUENCE OF TRADITION IN SPANISH
LIFE.

INTELLIGENT Spaniards with whom I have con-
versed on political matters have often exclaimed,
“ Ah, you Americans are happy ! you have no tra-
ditions.” The phrase was at first a puzzling one.
We Americans are apt to think we have traditions,
—a rather clearly marked line of precedents.
And it is hard to see how a people should be
happier without them. It is not anywhere con-
sidered a misfortune to have had a grandfather, I
believe, and some very good folks take an inno-
cent pride in that very natural fact. Tt was not
casy to conceive why the possession of a glorious
history of many centuries should be regarded as
a drawback. But a closer observation of Spanish
life and thought reveals the curious and hurtful
effect of tradition upon every phase of existence.

In the commonest events of every day you will
find the flavor of past ages lingering in petty an-
noyances. The insecurity of the middle ages has
left as a legacy to our times a complicated system

of obstacles to a man getting into his own house at
3 D
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night. I lived in a pleasant house on the Prado,
with a minute garden in front, and an iron gate and
railing. This gate was shut and locked by the
night watchman of the quarter at midnight, —so
conscientiously that he usually had everything snug
by half past eleven. As the same man had charge
of a dozen or more houses, it was scarcely reason-
able to expect him to be always at your own gate
when you arrived. But by a singular fatality I
think no man ever found him in sight at any hour.
He is always opening some other gate or shutting
some other door, or settling the affairs of the nation
with a friend in the next block, or carrying on a
chronic courtship at the lattice of some olive-
cheeked soubrette around the corner. Be that as
it may, no one ever found him on hand ; and there
ig nothing to do but to sit down on the curbstone
and lift up your voice and shriek for him until he
comes. At two o'clock of a morning in January
the exercise is not improving to the larynx or the
temper. There is a tradition in the very name of
this worthy. He is called the Sereno, because a
century or so ago he used to call the hour and the
state of the weather, and as the sky is almost al-
ways cloudless here, he got the name of the Sereno,
as the quail is called Bob White, from much itera-
tion. The Sereno opens your gate and the door of
your house. When you come to your own floor you
must ring, and your servant takes a careful survey
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of you through a latticed peep-hole before he will
let you in. You may positively forbid this every
day in the year, but the force of habit is too strong
in the Spanish mind to suffer amendment.

This absurd custom comes evidently down from
a time of great lawlessness and license, when no
houses were secure without these precautions, when
people rarely stirred from their doors after night-
fall, and when a door was never opened to a
stranger. Now, when no such dangers exist, the
annoying and senseless habit still remains, because
no one dreams of changing anything which their
fathers thought proper. Three hundred thousand
people in Madrid submit year after year to this
nightly cross, and I have never heard a voice raised
in protest, nor even in defence of the custom.

There is often a bitterness of opposition to evi-
dent improvement which is hard to explain. In
the last century, when the eminent naturalist
Bowles went down to the Almaden silver-mines,
by appointment of the government, to see what
was the cause of their exhaustion, he found that
they had been worked entirely in perpendicular
shafts instead of following the direction of the
veins. He perfected a plan for working them in
this simple and reasonable way, and no earthly
power could make the Spanish miners obey his or-
ders. There was no precedent for this new process,
and they would not touch it. They preferred star-
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vation rather than offend the memory of their
fathers by a change. At last th