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LETTERS ON SOUTH AMERICA.

LETTER XXIV.
W. P. R. to GENERAL MILLER.

Preparations to leave Goya—The Goya Squire—His Daughters—
Dofia Rosita—The Young Lover, Duval—The Old Lover, Mora.

London, 1842,

WE now hastened, in every way we could, the
finale of our Corrientes and Goya adventures,
Campbell using double exertions to bring all our
outstanding contracts to a close. We succeeded so
well that towards the end of August we found we
had as much produce at Goya and Corrientes as
would load our own vessel, the San J osé, as well as
our friend Don Agustin Saenz'’s polacca, which
we chartered for the purpose. A great additional
degree of activity was to be observed at the port :
the creaking wheels of the waggons of our own and
other tropas were to be heard daily, as they drew
up their loads to the verdant quay or river side ;

the beating or tattooing of hides sounded in my ears
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2 THE GOYA SQUIRE.

from morning till night; ever and anon Campbell,
with half a dozen of his followers or friends, was
to be seen galloping up to my door, where were
assembled all classes of traffickers, traders, and
employés, dispatching by turns their various business
with me connected with the winding up. In short,
a busy and animated scene was constantly going
forward in the generally quiet port of Goya.

About the middle of September, my brother
having closed or made over to Mr. Postlethwaite
all his Corrientes affairs, and having put on board
the San José what produce he had there, shipped
his own person in that vessel, and joined me at Goya,
on his way to Buenos Ayres.

While we were thus together engaged in bringing
all to a close, and anxiously looking forward to the
day which was to see us fairly under way for the
River Plate, an incident arose which threatened
rather serious consequences, and which was on the
whole of so singular a nature, as to deserve the
somewhat ample recital which I now propose to
give you of it.

When I first introduced our readers to the society
of Goya, I mentioned that it boasted of two estan-

cieros, or South American squires, and their families.




DAUGHTERS OF THE GOYA SQUIRE. 3

Their estates lying more conveniently for the port
than for the capital, they fixed upon the former as
the proper place for their town residence.

One of these squires had a nice family: a buxom
wife, two or three hobble-de-hoy sons, and three or
four daughters, the two oldest grown up, and the
prettiest girls of Goya. The father indulged them,
and allowed them much of their own way ; the
mother was proud of them, told them to hold up
their heads with the best in Goya, and dressed them
out and showed them off to the greatest advantage.

With respect to the name of this squire, our
fashionable London readers will doubtless smile
when I say that I hesitate to give the real appel-
lation of the family in question. But as I do not
doubt the offshoots of the estanciero have flourished
apace,—as his progeny, in all probability, move in
the higher circles of the present day in Goya, they
may not relish their names being brought forward
in the present annals of the order and rise of their
house. It is true we are here at a great distance
from Goya; but what I now write may change its
English garb, take a Spanish one, and « circulate
from the libraries of Goya, among all the fashion-
ables of the place. Since our “ Letters on Para-

B 2




q DAUGHTERS OF THE GOYA SQUIRE.

guay” are now performing this rotatory motion in
the land of the Jesuits, it is no unfair inference to
assume that these Letters on the River Plate may,
ere long, circulate in Corrientes.

I shall call the country squire, therefore, Don
Raltazar Gonzalez. Each of his two grown up
daughters had her own peculiar style of beauty,
but on the whole the oldest, Rosa, or, as she was
called, Rosita, was generally esteemed the prettiest.
She had large and laughing blue eyes, a very scarce,
and therefore much admired, eye in South America ;
her features were not so regular in detail as they
were agreeable in the toute ensemble ; her lips were
“ cherry ripe,”—her ever ready smile made her
cheek a sort of freehold for her dimples; her colour
exhibited a loving struggle between the rose and
the lily for supremacy; her figure, if not petite,
scarcely rose to the middle height, and with hand-
some proportions,—it was more plump than spare.
Her feet, like those of many of the South American
ladies, were small, and her ankle well turned ; her
step was elastic, her dancing perfection; and al-
together she deserved to be, as she always was,
pronounced to be a very fine girl.

I have begun by hastily delineating the external
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DONA ROSITA. J

appearance of the Goya belle, because that being
the most obvious to view, is always the first and
immediate object of attraction; but I should do
great injustice to Dona Rosita were I not to add,
that she was a lively, agreeable, and kind hearted
girl; full of fun and glee, but possessed, for the
more serious avocations of life, of warm affections, a
good temper, and gentle disposition, which rendered
her a general favourite in Goya.

It will not be doubted by my fair readers,
nor by any other class of them, that Rosita had
many beaux; indeed she ran a great risk of be-
coming one of those unfortunate beauties who have
so many contending rivals as to end in a state of
single blessedness. Everybody admired Rosita;
but then everybody seeing that everybody admired
her, nobody in particular appeared courageous
enough to step forward and take a preeminent
stand with the fair object of general competition;
no one bold enough to disdain all other pretenders
but himself, and manfully to lay claim to the prize
and carry it off. Thus Rosita was forced, perhaps,
into a general flirtation, which she did not like,—
her heart was not satisfied, but her vanity was nur-

tured and kept alive by general admiration.




6 THE YOUNG LOVER, DUVAL.

Among Rosa’s « general” admirers, my brother
was favourably recognized on one or two occasions
that he visited Goya, and 1 myself, as a neighbour
and “ general” admirer of good specimens of the fair
sex, used now and then to spend agreeably an
evening with Don Baltazar and his family, includ-
ing, of course, the pretty Rosita.

At last, however, two of the many frequenters of
Don Baltazar’s house settled down into declared and
especial lovers. One was an agreeable young man,
in business, not over rich, but prudent and likely to
rise in the world. He dressed well, had the quiet
and insinuating way of your South American lover,
played the guitar, danced, and had I know not how
many other qualities calculated to win Rosita’s
heart. The other was a man, verging towards
sixty, but hale, tall, erect, plausible, and rich. He
was uncle of the comandante, had an entire sway
over that functionary, and possessed no small
influence in the political affairs of the part in which
he resided of Artigas’s dominions. But he was
jealous, overbearing, tyrannical, and, in particular,
he had a Spaniard’s dislike of foreigners and of
foreign influence of every kind.

Rosita very natural]y preferred her younger and




THE OLD LOVER, MORA. 7

more accomplished suitor, Francisco Duval; but as
true love did never yet run smooth, her father
favoured the pretensions of Don Antonio Mora. It
was said, indeed, there were certain money transac-
tions between the two latter, which had no little
weight in turning the balance in favour of Don
Antonio.

Be that as it may, there seemed to lie an insu-
perable barrier between the union of Francisco
Duval and Rosa Gonzalez, and the general rumour
was current that she was to be married to Mora. I
was sorry to hear it, for although on very civil terms
with him, he was no favourite of mine ; and I had
every reason to believe that he held me, in common
with all foreigners, in dislike, if not in hatred.

When he used to visit Rosita, if by chance he
found any young men there, but more especially
Duval or myself, he entered with a scowl, and
sat us out as a matter of course. Our younger
lover was very much afraid of Mora ; for the latter,
possessing an underhand influence with the co-
mandante, Duval in the unsettled, if not still lawless
state of the country, had an undefined dread that
some sinister means might be employed to remove

him from the scene, and with him the great obstacle




= A}
3 THE CONVITE, OR DINNER PARTY.

to Mora's project of marrying Rosita. She, poor
thing, got unhappy under this untoward state of the
affairs of her heart; while her father and mother,
afraid of driving her to extremities, and yet anxious
to see her the wife of the rich Don Antonio, became
uneasy spectators of the no-progress of their own
plans, and of the increasing impatience and anger,
under disappointment, of their favoured but chafed
friend Mora.

Such was the state of affairs when we were on
the eve of our departure from Goya, and there
seemed but little chance of Duval being successful
in the pending struggle. There is no Gretna Green
m that country, otherwise I believe the Gordian
knot would at once have been cut and the hymeneal
one tied; but in the absence of the northern star
which guides so many of our own perplexed pairs
to the goal of matrimonial bliss, a new light, at
any rate, was thrown on Don Francisco’s dubjous
prospects by a simple and unlooked for incident
which arose.

About a fortnight before the day on which we had
fixed as that of our final departure from the province
of Corrientes, I invited most of the great men of

Goya to meet my brother at dinner, that is to say,




THE CON\’;TE, OR ENTERTAINMENT. 9
I gave a “ convite,” as such a party is called in that
part of the world. I had the worthy curate, the
Comandante Brest, Don Pedro Quesney, Mr.
George Washington Tuckerman, Sehor Vzaldés, a
merchant, Don Baltazar Gonzalez, the comand-
ante’s uncle, his rival Duval, and one or two others,
the notables of the port. In addition I had an
a Highlander,—
one Captain M‘Dougall, who commanded a brig

original countryman of our own,

which had been sent up the river by an English
house to take down some hides which their agent
had collected in the province.

All the good things and all the good cooking of
Goya were put in requisition for the ¢ convite.”
To many native dainties, in the shape of roast and
ragout, poultry and pies, pastry and sweets, were
added English luxuries, consisting of hams,
pickles, sauces, Stilton cheese, and other delicacies,
—good honest port, brown sherry, and, (what i1s
much cheaper in South America than England,)
plenty of claret. The whole furnished out a very
good repast for our guests, or, which is the same
thing, what they esteemed as such.

The dinner concluded, my brother and I con-
sidered that, according to the custom of that day, —

B 3




10 THE CONVITE, OR ENTERTAINMENT.

five-and-twenty years ago, though happily a great
reform has taken place since,—our next duty was to
settle under the table as many of our friends as chose
to view that as their legitimate place at the finale of
the banquet. Dining with an Englishman, the
honest Goyeros believed that they were bound by the
strictest rules of etiquette, to drink till they could
drink no more; for at that time an English din-
ner” and ¢ getting drunk” were two ideas rendered
indissolubly one in their minds. So the wine cir-
culated freely ; mirth and hilarity presided over the
“festive board,” and without calculating conse-
quences for the next morning, every one was as
happy as good cheer and good company could
make him. T must except the comandante’s
uncle, who somewhat moodily retired after the con-
clusion of the dinner, and the worthy curate, who,
though very happy, took also an early departure.

I was never yet at a “convite” where there were
many Spaniards that I did not witness a great. deal
of pleasantry, drollery, and wit. On this occasion
these pleasant ingredients of society were rendered
more piquant by the originalities of Tuckerman,
Quesney, and M‘Dougall. The wine softened

Tuckerman’s sensibility nto many maudlin recol-




CAPTAIN M‘DOUGALL. 11

lections of his dear Charlotte, when in a set speech
he called on us to drink, as<his toast,” to her
health ; Don Pedro’s volubility and incomprehen-
sibility increased with every glass of claret which
he took ; while Captain M<Dougall’s Spanish,. when
he attempted it, was even more amusing than
Quesnéy’s. On the other hand his homely broad
Scotch, with a Highland accent, when woven in
with the finely-spun thread of Tuckerman’s super-
lative eloquence, formed a web of curiously con-
trasted material.

I had heard of M¢‘Dougall’s being a great pro-
ficient on the violin, and the moment I mentioned
the instrument he jumped up, clapped his hands,
and giving a wheugh! off he ran to his vessel,
moored within 50 yards of where we sat, and re-
turned in three minutes with his fiddle.

He proved to be the most perfect adept at
Scotch reels and highland airs (some of which
by-the-bye are not-at all unlike the South Ame-
rican tristes) that ever delighted my ears ; and, in
his own particular line, he was the veriest
¢ fanatico per la musica” that ever drew bow
across catgut. Those who know the IHighlander

are aware that his character often developes an




12 CAPTAIN M‘DOUGALL,

enthusiasm and fervour far surpassing the bounds
which the soberer Englishman allows to his in-
ward movements or his outward demonstrations :
so that when M‘Dougall found his native strains
touched the heart, and his Neil Gowisms moved with
sympathetic ardour even the souls of the Spaniards,
he could scarcely, as a Scotchman, contain his
feelings of pride and Joy, so far as not to interfere
with the heart-stirring strains which, like another
Paganini, he drew from the fiddle. But when he
heard, in that remote region of the globe, the
repeated applauses of his own countrymen ; when
we inflamed his Imagination by carrying him back
to the scenes of our father-land, and called on him
for some well-known illustration of them on his
magic instrument, for < Ye banks and braes,” or
“ Auld Robin Gray,” or Maggie Lawther,” or
«« Fie, let us o' to the waddin ;” when, at last,
to some irresistible reel, we could no longer keep
our seats, but started to our feet as if the ball had
commenced,_M‘Dougall could no longer restrain
his joy ; it overflowed and carried all before it : he
turned round and round, threw down his fiddle,
flourished his fiddlestick in the air, huzzaed, and

gave way to an extravagant delirium of national




THE SCOTCH FIDDLER. 13

buoyancy as he witnessed, on those who surrounded
him, the effects of his own performance.

The convite commenced at three o’clock, and at
nine it broke up. The comandante got what
M<Dougall called ¢ unco fou,” and, himself dis-
orderly, was sent home supported by his two
orderlies. Old Gonzalez got to be on the best
terms with the modest Duval, and, I think, almost
went the length of promising to let him have
Rosita; while Duval could do nothing but look,
in return, as lovingly at Gonzalez as if he were his
daughter Rosa, squeezing his hand, and ekeing out,
by gesticulations, those tender feelings which his
tongue refused to express with anything like clear-
ness. As for Tuckerman, he was in the clouds;
he apostrophized Charlotte ; he essayed to break
through a misty conglomeration of imagery of do-
mestic bliss and refined friendship, which lay hud-
dled in confusion on his mind. He spouted about
the  blue chamber,” and the “ sloping lawn” on
the banks of the Parani; and he made his exit,
proclaiming an everlasting peace between the star-
studded bunting of the United States and the
Union Jack of Old England. My brother and
myself were just brought to that point which is
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called “a little elevated:” but the only man who
left the company really sober was Captain
M<Dougall.  Accustomed to double deep pota-
tions of the miountain dew, port wine had no
more effect on him than would have been pro-
duced by so many glasses of the sparkling bever-
age drawn from the pebbled brook; and as for
claret, he looked in amazement at those who could
designate as wine such a * oy wisha-washa
stuff” as that which he tasted ; while their pre-
tending to relish such a drink was to him altogether
unintelligible.

The last of our guests left at nine. Juan, my
brother’s trusty black valet, had seen one to his
home, put another on his way, and safely disposed
of a third; so that, at half-past nine, all was
cleared away and order restored.

At this hour, my brother being, as I have said,
somewhat < elevated,” betook himself to a per-
ambulation round the village, and landed at the
house of Don Baltazar Gonzalez. He found the
wife and daughters laughing at the humorous
exhibition which *papa” had made on returning
from the convite more than ¢ half seas over,” sup-

ported by Duval as ““ the blind lead the blind,”
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both evidently being in much better tune for the
dormitories than the drawing-room. And so, in
point of fact, the father had already retired to rest,
and Duval had found his way to his own house for
the night.

The ladies rallied my brother with great ani-
mation on our ¢ picardia” or roguery, in having
sent their father home in such a plight ; and Rosita
was in the highest spirits of all, though it is im-
possible to say what might be the cause of it.
For what could it signify to her that she saw her
papa and Duval enter the house lovingly, arm
in arm together? Seeing papa was in an almost
non-compos state, how should we fancy that her
heart could first go pit-a-pat, and then bound
on hearing him protest that Duvil was a very
honest fellow, and that he wished Mora ——?
Finally, what value could she give, on such an
occasion, to Duval’s impassioned asseveration that
he would dze rather than see her the wife of
another ?

Philosophers can weigh the pros and cons; and
all I have to say is, that Rosita was in exuberant
spirits ; that the younger sisters were full of glee;

that the mother was exciting rather than keeping
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under their animal spirits by exclaiming, « Did
you ever see such madcaps?” and that my bro-
ther was in the very act of stealing a kiss from
either Rosita or one of the sisters, when the door
opened, and the eyes of Mora, like the glare of a
tiger, fell on all the party.

He said not a word ; but, trembling with rage,
and with a now blind and habitual Jealousy, he
closed the door and retired.

Two or three minutes were sufficient to restore
the party within to the gaiety and hilarity which
in so disagreeable and unforeseen a way had been
interrupted. They were again in the enjoyment of
high spirits, till a more serious interruption put
an end to them for the night. When the fatal,
although unfounded movements of jealousy came
to strengthen Mora’s other rancorous feelings
towards my brother and myself, both as foreigners
and as usurpers of that political influence which
he considered to be, in Goya, his exclusive right,
his long smothered and vengeful passions broke
out with an uncontrollable force. e rushed,
accordingly, from Gonzalez’s house to the quartel
or guard-house ; and knowing that his nephew was

unable that night to interfere, he got the officer on
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duty at once to go down with a guard of soldiers to
Gonzalez’s house.  What pretext he urged I know
not ; but the officer implicitly followed Mora’s
command. They went stealthily to the house;
and suddenly rushing in, three or four armed
men laid strong hands on my brother, who, amidst
the screams of the family, was dragged off as their
prisoner to the guard-house. Under the irritating
language of Mora much violence was used, and
my brother’s first impression really was that mur-
der was their object.

They carried him, however, to the guard-house ;
and that was so near to my own dwelling that
I heard the noise and scuffle as they came along.
Presently,—when I was half asleep on the sofa,—
one of my peons rushed into my room, and ex-
claimed, ¢ Patrén! Patrén! le han hecho preso al
Senor Don Juan!” (they have made a prisoner of
your brother.)

Without my hat, and full of astonishment, I ran
on to the quartel; and scarcely had I gained ad-
mission, when, to my increasing amazement, Mora,
almost choked with passion, called out, < Make
him your prisoner!” he is as bad as the other;

they are both the same: make them both your
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prisoners.” I was instantly seized by some rough
soldiers ; hurried with two or three blows to the
extremity of the guard-house; and there left
vis-a-ves with my brother !
Yours, &e.,
WHRS R
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LETTER XXV.
W. P. R. to GENERAL MILLER.

Our Imprisonment—The Goya Prison, and Inmates of the Prison-
house—Its Furniture—Our Flitting—A portentous Visit from
Macdougall in his Dreadnought—A Dangerous Proposal—Re-
jected—W eapons of War laid down for the Fiddle—The Supper—
The Comandante’s Alarm and Interference—He desires to see us,
being ill in bed—Werefuse to go, but at length consent—The
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Lover—The result of the Interview—Mora’s Chagrin—The Co-
mandante's Rebuke of his Uncle—DMora, ashamed of his doings
in Goya, takes to his Estancia, and there remains for Life—
Duvil’s Marriage.

London, 1842,
WHEN we thus suddenly found ourselves really

prisoners in the guard house of Goya, my brother
and I called up, by an apparently simultaneous
movement of the mind, all the incidents of the
evening, and our first impulse was to indulge in a
hearty fit of laughter. The former then related to
me the particulars of his visit to Gonzalez, as I
have detailed them in my last letter, and we came
to the magnanimous conclusion that our wounded
honour, as British subjects, was only to be healed by
the defeat, in return, of our self-constituted enemy,

the malignant Mora. We determined, accordingly,
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that prisoners we would remain till we had ample
retributive justice at the hands of the comandante,
or if not at his, at those of the governor of the pro-
vince.

Our prison was like no prison that you have
ever seen or heard of in England. It was an im-
mense galpon, or barn, having a door in the centre,
and any other light which it received during the day,
was admitted by the crevices of the thatched roof,
or the time-worn apertures in the mud plastered
and seamy walls. Such felons, (some of them in
irons,) or other prisoners as were detained in it,
were, on the present occasion, out of a rude
respect to ourselves, huddled together at the
opposite end of the building ; the soldiers occu-
pied the centre, and we had a large space left
at the other extremity of the barn, for ourselves.
Mora had retired as soon as he saw us safely lodged
in prison, and immediately after his departure,
we got to be on free and easy terms with the officer
on guard forthe night. He had a latent suspicion
that he was not quite right in acting on the orders
of Mora, even though the latter was a Jjustice of
the peace; and hence the captain was willing to

conciliate us as much as possible.
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We had only a couple of hides stretched out for
our beds, three or four bullocks’ skulls for chairs,
and we were lighted by a rude earthen lamp, two-
thirds filled with tallow and grease, and a thick cot-
ton wick stuck therein, which it was necessary every
now and then to trim, in order to keep its flame
alive. The vessel was a small low circular bowl
with a handle of Indian manufacture, but not unlike
a Roman relic. The floor was neither more nor
less than the ground on which the building had
been erected, now trodden into an uneven surface
of loose clay. The walls had in many places lost
their hali-plastering of not adhesive mud ; and in
these, showing forth the canes used instead of
lathes, they looked like the projecting ribs of the
carcase of a horse, allowing the free admission of
atmospheric air.

The habiliments of the soldiers, and even
of the officer, were in keeping with their rough
guardhouse. Uncombed hair and unwashed faces,
with a profusion of black whiskers and mustachios,
tattered clothes, the untanned horse-skin leggings,
called potro boots, coming over the instep, but
leaving the toes bare; horse pistols and knives

stuck in their girdles, and carbines in their hands;
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such were to be our guardians for the night.
The officer’s costume differed from that of his men,
only by being somewhat better in its general con-
tour. As to the prisoners confined in the quartel,
they had the look of demons, half naked, filthy,
rattling in irons, reckless and hardened in their
words and actions, terrible, because murderous in
their looks.

Being still somewhat excited by the events of the
evening, we called the officer, and asked him if
there were any objection to our getting some furni-
ture into our prison? He was puzzled by such
an unlooked for wish on our part, involving, as he
thought, so unnecessary an addition to a night’s
lodging; but as he had no orders to prevent his
gratifying our desire, he told us to do as we liked.
Our factotum, Juan, was forthwith in requisition,
and the officer good-naturedly lent one of his
men to assist in transferring the furniture of my
room, inc]uding my grand tiger skin carpet, to
our prison; chairs, sofa, table, sideboard, plated
candlesticks, decanters, all were brought over,
and the prison being within a hundred yards of
the cottage, the operation was soon concluded.

Great was the admiration of the soldiers, greater
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that of the felons, as they saw one end of the
gloomy galpon, assuming the air of a comfortable
room; and Rembrandt ought to have been there
to see the strong light which illuminated our end
of the prison, and our own figures, and the deep
dark glare which was thrown on the savage, but
picturesque group of soldiers, and fettered banditti,
the latter mingled together, and over each other’s
shoulders, scanning in wonder our movements, to
them at once incomprehensible and mysterious. On
the whole, however, they were much pleased with
the transformation which we effected.

We got our wine and water, treated the officer
and his men, laughed over the events of the night,
and calculated how things might go with us in the
morning.

We were thus sitting at our ease, towards
twelve o’clock, having ordered in supper, the pre-
parations for which gave evident satisfaction to our
fellow prisoners at the other end, when the officer
informed me that some one wished to see me at the
door. “I know,” he added, ““you have no design
of escaping to night, and you may therefore go
freely, on your parole, and speak with your friend.”

It had begun to rain, and the person seeking me
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I found muffled up in one of those ample great
coats, formerly known by the name of dreaa’.noug/tts,
an appropriate one on the present occasion. The
man who stood before me was Captain M‘Dougall.
He was perfectly sober. Grasping my arm, he
pulled me a little to one side of the outer wall of
the galpon, and then cautiously opening his dread-
nought, he displayed to me from under it, a pair
of formidable horse pistols. T involuntarily started
back, but in the coolest and most deliberate marn-
ner, although in an under voice, M‘Dougall
spoke thus.

“I know your lives are in imminent danger, I
have been told you are both to be shot in the morn-
ing. These villains will stop at nothing. Itis a
conspiracy to get you out of the way, not only that
they may seize your property, but get the business of
the province into their own hands. They are a re-
lentless set, and your only safety is in flight. My
boat, manned by four faithful hands, is all in readj-
ness alongside my brig, and I will take the helm.
Should any difficulty occur in your getting out from
this place (he looked at the door), T am ready to
shoot through the head the first man that attempts

to stop you ; and they are such rascally cowards,”
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(he said this with the most ineffable contempt)
“ that where they see one ¢ yellow’ fellow sprawling
on the ground, all the rest will promptly make way
for you.”

This was an astounding proposition, and all the
more so to me, knowing, as I did, that there and then
MDougall was ready to carry his plan of operation
into execution. I had patiently heard him out, which
I think is always the best way of getting to the end of
a man’s story; and when he finished, I began by
thanking him for his kindness in offering to run such
risks as he proposed to undertake on our account.
But I assured him that our only danger would con-
sist in making any such attempt as he proposed, and
that even if it were necessary to fly, we could not
think of implicating him in the matter. ¢ But in fact,
Captain M‘Dougall,” I concluded, « you have been
egregiously misinformed ; we are as safe here as
in our own house, and almost as comfortable, as
you shall presently see. But there really s a risk,
and a serious one, in your coming here armed; so
return to your brig, unman your boat, exchange
your pistols for your fiddle, and then come back here
and take your supper with us.”

The doughty Highlander was disappointed that

VOL. II. (6}
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his scheme was not carried into effect, and stili re-
mained dubious as to our safety ; yet not pretending
to act in opposition to wishes so decidedly con-
veyed to him, he did exactly as I had requested ; and
having laid aside his instruments of death for
one which imparted so much life, he returned
shortly to the guard-house. We took him, as
he nautically said, “all a-back,” when he saw
the poor prison converted into a comfortable sitting
room, with many good things on the table; and
he was much re-assured by the easy way in which
we were taking the whole affair. He gradually,
therefore, laid aside his fears as to .our being
shot next morning, and towards one o’clock, after
having finished supper, he was preparing to give
us one of his exquisite Scotch airs, when the
comandante’s servant came running to the guard
house, desiring the officer on guard to go and speak
to him instantly.  The captain soon returned,
greatly flurried, and informing us, first, that we were
no longer his prisoners, he begged in the next place,
on the comandante’s part, that I would go over and
see him for a moment, he being very ill in bed.

I not only declined going to the comandante, but

we both refused to go forth from our imprisonment
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till we were distinctly informed of the cause of our
having been treated as delinquents. The Captain
carried over this message, and returning, said that
if both of us would go over to the comandante, he
would give us every satisfaction, and at all events
that he earnestly desired we would hear what he
had to say. We therefore went over, escorted by
two soldiers, (on which we insisted,) and the cap-
tain. We found the poor comandante in great
distress both of body and mind, exclaiming that
he was lost and ruined if we did not drop the affair
at once, and return to our own house, as if nothing
had happened. He had been shocked beyond mea-
sure, he said, on recovering his lost senses, to hear
of what had happened ; he made a thousand
apologies; we knew, he said, that such a thing
could never have happened, had it not been for
the unfortunate convite; and, in short, both for his
own sake and his uncle’s, he was indefatigable in
his exertions to get us to hush up the affair.

But we were fixed and resolute to do no such
thing ; and all we would agree to that night was,
that we should retire to my cottage, and there
hold ourselves as under arrest till the next morn-

ing, when the consideration of the affair was to be

c 2
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resumed. We insisted on having a sentinel placed
at our door, which was unwillingly agreed to; and
he was to remain there till I went in the morning
to the comandante’s house. Our furniture was now
removed once more to the cottage ; and when we
said good night to the inmates of the guard-house,
we heard a principal spokesman say as we were
leaving, ¢ It is certain there is no stranger people
under the sun than the English.”

Having decided on our wltimatum, then, 1 was
with the comandante at ten o’clock next morning,
carrying in my hand a petition, in the usual form,
praying for a passport to Corrientes.

“ Mr. Comandante,” said I, “ as I see no possi-
bility of our coming to a satisfactory arrangement
of the disagreeable occurrences of last night, more
particularly as the party who has offered us the
scandalous outrage, of which you are cognizant, is
your uncle, (I heard him moving in the adjoining
room, having caught a glimpse of him as I en-
tered,) I have to request you will grant me a
passport for Corrientes, whither I propose to pro-
ceed within an hour to lay the matter candidly
before the governor, taking care, however, to

exonerate you from all blame.”
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The comandante was 1n a fever, and knew not
what to do, but he earnestly deprecated my going
to Corrientes. He wished, at the same time, to
know what my demand of the governor would be.
“ The apprehension and committal,” I said, * of
vour uncle Mora, on the charge of usurping the
military power lodged with you, and of false im-
prisonment of my brother and myself.” < The
committal of my uncle!” ejaculated the nephew.
« 1 dare not; indeed, I dare not take any such
step.”” I thought so0,” I rejoined, “and therefore
I wish to go to Corrientes.”

‘The comandante asked for a day’s delay, which
I refused ; but I gave him till one o’clock to return
me my passport, or place his uncle in limbo.

In the mean time the occurrences of the night
were bruited about the village, and Mora’s
conduct was the theme of general condemnation.
We were glad to hear, in particular, that old
Gonzalez was quite enraged with his quondam
friend, for having had the insolence to commence
Lis proceedings in his (Gonzalez’s) house : and the
pretty Rosa slily took advantage of her father’s
humour to remind him what friends Don Juan and

Don Guillermo had always been of theirs, and
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what influence they had at head-quarters in Cor-
rientes, and how necessary for his own safety it
was that her dear papa should stand clear of all
imputation of having connived at so wicked an act
as Mora’s. When these eloquent arguments had
worked their due effect on her father’s mind, she
threw her arms most lovingly round his neck, and
added, in a tone half reproachful, half jocular, ¢ Is
this the man, dear papa, that you would have me
marry ? If a stupid jealousy before he has any
control over me could lead him to such vindictive
proceedings, what might I not expect from him if
he had the authority of a husband over me? He
shows by his acts that he has no respect for you,—
no love for me ; no regard to common decency : and
would you consign me for life to the tender mereies
of such a man? Duval,” (here Rosa’s voice fal-
tered, and a tear dimmed her blue eye;) “ Duval
may not be the man of your choice,—but, surely,
my dear father, you will never now bestow me on
Mora !

The appeal was irresistible, and old Gonzalez
kissed away the tear that had bedewed the cheek of
his daughter as he said, « No, my child! Mora shall

never have thee ; thou shalt be the wife of Duval !
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Rosa’s arms were again round the worthy old
estanciero’s neck, and the tears began one to chase
another in their downward course; but they were
tears of silent joy, and soon gave way to the smiles
which forthwith lit up her soft and pleasing fea-
tures. Her younger sister was also hugging papa.
The mother looked on in quiet satisfaction, seeing
that the long hitch in their domestic happiness was
at an end ; and Rosa’s oldest brother, Pepe, a lad
of fifteen, stuffed his hands into his pockets, and
said he was glad she was to have him after all;
for I need not say that Duval was the favourite
suitor among the younger branches of Gonzalez’s
household.

In the mean time Mora began to see all the real
difficulties of his position, and determined to make
use of the three hours I had given the comandante
for the signing of my passport : he made the latter
use his influence with Quesney to speak to us,
and endeavour to bring us to terms. Mora himself
went to do the same with Gonzalez. Here they
would scarcely open the door to him; and when
admitted, he was met with a storm of angry words,
and told never more to visit the house. Finding

affairs in this untoward state, Mora went straight
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to his rival Duvil, who was as yet unaware of the
happy change which had taken place in his ma-
trimonial prospects. The enemy offered imme-
diately to resign all pretensions to Rosa, and to
leave Goya for the present, if Duval should succeed
in dissuading me from going to Corrientes.

Full of his mission, on which he felt so much
of his happiness to depend, Duval came in a flurry
before my brother and myself, warmly to plead
the cause of Mora. The fuct is that the journey
to Corrientes was scarcely ever contemplated by us
as likely to be performed, for we made sure that
such terms as would satisfy the exigency of the case
would be granted by Mora. According to the
custom of the country, we had set out by asking
more than we intended to take ; and we therefore
now authorized Duval to say to the comandante,
that if he would reprehend Mora in the presence of
the parties who had witnessed the insult put upon
us, and would then state that it was by our for-
giveness and by no other right or plea that he could
urge, he was not made legally amenable for his
conduct, the bhusiness should be considered as
closed.

After some negociation, these terms were pain-
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fully acceded to by the defeated Mora, and Duval
ran to Gonzalez’s house to proclaim his triumph
to Rosa. He then learned how matters stood ;
and that Rosa, with the quick diplomacy of a
woman in affairs of love, had been beforehand with
him, and secured that success to his constant attach-
ment which he fancied was due to his own good
management. Rosa, however, carried off her
laurels with as much modesty as a little piquante
turn she had of showing herself off to the best ad-
vantage would allow; and although Duval was
laughed at as the dupe, instead of being praised as
the diplomatist, he found such a consolation in the
affectionate looks and tender little squeezes of
the hand of his charming Rosa, that he declared
he would like to be so taken in every day of his
life, to be so rewarded in return.

The following morning at ten o’clock, the guard
was turned out, and our friend the Captain stood at
its head. Gonzalez and Duval were placed in front,
Captain M‘Dougall and our capataz at their side,and
my brother and myself left our cottage at the same
moment that we saw the comandante approach
{from his own house, accompanied by Mora. They
halted when they got to the one end of the little

c3
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file of men, and so did we at the other. We
stood, linked arm and arm, as if we were un-
concerned spectators of the scene. Then the co-
mandante (who, by the way, was by no means dis-
inclined to put his imperious uncle down) advanced
to the front of the company, and in a very sensible
and proper manner read Mora his lecture, and
told him, that but for our clemency, he would have
had to answer for his conduct before the governor
of the province. Mora listened with a scowl on his
face, and, the ceremony concluded, he set off that
same day for his estancia, which he thenceforward
made his permanent residence.

Very shortly afterwards Duval was united to his
dear Rosa, and an excellent husband he proved to
her. His father-in-law’s estancia was placed under
his active and Jjudicious management, and pros-
perity followed his exertions ; while all the family,
when they saw the happiness which Rosa, enjoyed
as the wife of Duval, would often congratulate
themselves on her escape from the misery of a
union with the rich but jealous Mora.

Your’s, &ec.
Ve R
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A DAY or two after the adventure of the guard-
house, Campbell came into Goya with the last of
our produce, and with all our troops of carts, which
were laden with it, and marshalled behind him.
He rendered us a faithful account of his ope-
rations, and seemed much to regret that his
stirring campaign was at an end. We shall by
and bye give some account of his further career ;
but we cannot take leave of him here without
saying that, wild and irregular as he was in his
ways, and in many of his doings, no man ever
served us in South America with more honesty,
tact, and zeal than he.

The paying off of our capataces, peons, and ser-
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vants of every kind, was like the disbanding of a
little army ; and as we sold off our * munitions
of war,” without straining for a price, they were
soon dispersed among the Campesinss, or country
people, to be again usefully employed in the ser-
vice of the province.

Our approaching departure, I may safely say,
was viewed with general regret; and, from the
many parties who had congregated around us, we
not only had the heartiest good wishes for our
future prosperity, but the warmest desire expressed
that we should soon return to the province.

Poor Don Pedro Quesnéy, as we went on making
our concluding arrangements, gave us many of
his own peculiar tokens of regret: our friend
Tuckerman (who had been in high spirits ever
since the Quartel affair), protested over and over
again that the pain  of his separation from us
would only be iuferior to that which he had felt
on leaving Washington and Charlotte behind him ;
and Campbell made up his mind to allow twelve
months to intervene before he returned to the ser-
vice of Pepe,”” in the hope that the return of one
or other of ourselves would again place him at the

head of the Gaucho commerce of the province.

e
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Everything being ready for our departure, in Oc-
tober, 1816, we struck our camp at Goya. The
village population assembled at the river side to
see us set sail, and after many repeated and hearty
adieus, we committed ourselves once more to the
surface of the glassy Parand. The goleta Nuestra
Sefiora del Carmen, as the smaller vessel, and
therefore drawing the least water, took the lead of
the more majestic San José, which followed in the
wake of her avant courier. We had the privilege
of hoisting the English flag, in consequence of
having received from the British commander on
the Buenos Ayres station, what is technically called
a < sailing letter,” or passport for ourselves as Bri-
tish subjects, and for our property as that of a
neutral and friendly state. We were so deeply
laden, and so fully stowed, that we had only a
little hole or crevice left for our personal accom-
modation between the after part of the cargo and
deck. But we had by no means room to stand
upright in this crevice. We lived, therefore, on the
top of the troxa, or deck cargo, with an awning
over us; and the splendid weather of the finest
spring month which South America affords (Oc-

tober) enabled us to spend the whole passage
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without being once forced into our dingy and con-
fined apartment below. We dined on the troxa,
we read and wrote on the troxa: we dressed, un-
dressed, and slept on the troxa ; and on the troxa
we smoked our segars and drank our Cognac, di-
luted with the pure water of the Parana. We
were laden to the river’s edge : scarcely a plank
of the vessel was to be seen above it, and we
looked like the floating roof of a house, or rather
like a stack of hay with masts and sails, swept
onwards by the flood. Both vessels generally
““brought up,” in naval phraseology, at night-
fall ; and then the fires blazed, the Paraguay peons
leapt gaily on shore; the beef was roasted for
supper; out came the segar and the maté ; round
went the joke and the laugh; then came forth the
guitar to accompany the song ; and then, best of
all, came sleep, — sound sleep, — to refresh the
weary, to minister day dreams of never-to-be-
realized happiness to the sanguine, and to throw
the mantle of oblivion over the petty cares of hap-
pily the unfortunate few who allowed their working
moments to be discomposed by the incidental rubs
and hardships common to all, but only formidable
to the disconcerted or faint of heart.
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We had a fine passage, being favoured all the
way with a north wind, which is the best, and,
indeed, the only good one for descending the Parani.
But this wind, while it augments the rapidity of
the current, causes a considerable fall in the river,
and consequently renders navigation more difficult.
With all our own vaqueano’s care, the San José
got aground on a bank, and we were obliged to un-
load many bales from the troxa before we could
get her off again.

But, although this conéretemps lost us two days,
we arrived on the ninth from that of our leaving
Goya at the principal mouth of the river, called the
Parani Guast, in contradistinction to the Parand
Mini, or Great and Little Paran4. The former dis-
embogues in the Uruguay, and forms the deepest
outlet and the best for large vessels; the latter falls
into the River Plate itself, and is a more direct
communication with it.

The whole navigation of the Paran4 from the
village of San Pedro, which stands on its banks, to
its various disembocaduras or mouths, is not a little
intricate and ramified, rendering it difficult for a vessel
which is going against the current to get over las

Nueve Vueltas or nine windings, in which the
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wind, to be fair, must blow from every point of the
compass. The Parand de las Palmas, although
wide, is only navigable by small vessels, and the
other branches, which flow into the River Plate
between the Parand Guasti and the Parani de las
Palmas, are intricate and dangerous in the extreme,
Another curious part of the navigation is that of
the Caracoles, which we shall have to mention by
and bye. Of the river Uruguay it is not our pro-
vince here to speak, but a reference to the map will
show how much wider it is, a considerable way up,
than the Parana, although the former can only be
viewed as a tributary stream to the River Plate,
while the Parani, or more properly the Paraguay,
is the trunk or parent of the mighty -confluence of
waters which at last mingle with the Atlantic Ocean,
at the huge mouth of the Rio de la Plata.

We called nowhere on our voyage, except occa-
sionally at estancias for fresh provisions. Although
nothing at the time was to be apprehended either
from the authorities or the troops on either side of
the river, and although the freebooters had been
dispersed and were mostly working as peons on
the different estates, we had suffered too much from

irregular, unlawful, or violent aggression, willingly
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(except in a case of emergency) to put ourselves in
the power of any. We speeded our quiet and unob-
trusive course, therefore, without anything to
remark upon but the silent beauties of the Parani.
These, however, as well as the mode of navigation,
both aguas arriba (up the river) and aguas abaxo
(down the river) have been so fully described in
our work on Paraguay, as scarcely to bear repe-
tition here.

On arrival at the Guast, then, our intention was
to tranship to launches the troxa, or deck part of
the cargoes of our two vessels, and then let them
proceed with the remainder to Balizas, the port, or
rather “inner roads,” of Buenos Ayres.

This was eventually done ; but as it was neces-
sary, before we quitted our fastness, among trees,
shrubs, and islands in the Guasu, to ascertain that
the way was clear of enemies and other obstructions
in the open river,—or, what it is more like, the high
sea,—of the Rio de la Plata, we despatched a mes-
senger in the Saint Joseph's long boat to our friend
and partner, Mr. Fair, to announce our arrival and
learn how we were next to proceed.

While we lay at the Guasu we beguiled the

hours in the best way we could,—now with our
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books, now going ashore and ranging among the
interminable intricacies of the islands ; at one time
with a gun among the feathered tribes, at another
with a line among the finny race. The north wind
by its duration, continued increasing the heat, and
rendering the attacks of the mosquitos during the
evening less and less supportable. What provoked
us quite as much, was our knowledge that it was
retarding the return of our long-hoat, or of any other
water-borne conveyance which might be coming to
release us from our quarantine.

At length, on the third evening, as we were ex-
ulting over the capture of a magnificent pacu,—a,
kind of fresh-water turbot, and a very delicious
fish,—we heard the distant sound of voices and
splashing of oars. After an hour’s anxiety, now
losing and now again catching the sounds as they
were wafted to us on the breeze, they became at last
so distinct that we could hear ourselves hailed by
the well-known voices of Mr. Fair, and of his and
our old friend Mr. E———. With the former, he
had resolved, to be one of the first to welcome
us back to Buenos Ayres.  As their boat,
though with a covered deck, drew little water, their

pilot had entered one of the many arms of the




’
AN ARRIVAL ON BOARD OF THE SAN JOSE. 43

Parand, as affording an easier and more direct com-
munication with the point where we lay. This was
behind a small island near the mouth of the Guasn,
and our approaching friends had so many doublings
and windings of the river to master, that we were
hailing each other nearly for an hour before they
got to us, or before the deep foliage of the inter-
vening trees would allow us to see each other.

When at last they emerged from the shaded
stream, and came suddenly upon us, Mr. E
viewed with great surprise the housetop on which
we walked, and with no small difficulty we had
him hoisted up to the upper and artificial deck of
the San José; but when fairly there, all the dis-
comforts of the passage up were forgotten, both by
him and by Mr. Fair; and on both sides the
welcome was very cordial.

Mr. E

residence of thirty years in Buenos Ayres he has

was then, as during an unbroken

continued to be, a general favourite with his country-
men there. He was, at the time of which we
speak, a stout, middle-sized, easy-going gentleman,
turned of forty; and even at this early stage of his
career, from a certain quietude of manner about

him, aided, perhaps, by the paternal interest he
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took in the welfare of all his younger friends, he

went by the familiar name of ¢ Old E— .7 His
good nature was proverbial, his kindness of heart
unbounded ; and a tinge of melancholy (caused by
domestic sorrows not to be lightly touched upon),
often in the midst of galety overspread his fea-
tures, and gave him an additional interest in the
hearts of his friends.

Mr. E—— came to Buenos Ayres in 1811 in
a fine ship, called the George Cam‘ling, and he was
fellow-passenger with General San Martin and Mr.
Kendall, and this gentleman’s two amiable and
handsome young sisters, the Misses Kendall.
Before arriving at Buenos Ayres, Mr. E—
loved the George Canning, San Martin, My, Ken-
dall, and especially the Misses Kendall, all as if
they had been his own children.

Our friend had been long well known and re-
spected in London as a member of Lloyd’s, and
after many years of under-writing, he became not
merely a living Lloyd’s register, but one of the
most astonishing instances which has ever come
within our knowledge of what a retentive memory,
carefully and habitually directed to one point, will
dos AVI TRt got by degrees acquainted with
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the whole history in detail, of nearly every British
vessel, and of many a foreign one, registered in
Lloyd's books. The fund of information which this
study of ships and their movements brought with it
was immense,—often entertaining, and sometimes
highly interesting. It included the most extensive
geographical acquirements, a knowledge of the
trade and productions of every known country,—
shipbuilding and nautical improvements,—with
histories of shipwrecks, barratries, piracies, jettisons,
and many other incidental and stirring matters
connected with the great question of British mer-
cantile navigation.

If at a bachelor’s table a vessel was incidentally
mentioned, Mr. E———— would fall into a brown
study, fix his eye steadily on the cornice of the
room, smoke his segar more earnestly, and swallow-
ing, after a time, a glass of port wine (albeit an
abstemious man), he would then pour quietly forth
the history of the vessel in question; where she
then was, where she had last been, where and by
whom she was built, her cargo, her master, her
owners, her age, her « letter,” and then her retro-
spective history, including generally something

extraordinary or interesting which had occurred in
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some one or other of the many distant voyages
which our narrator graphically, because naturally,
laid before us.

But though Mr. E———, to all appearance,
was the most quiet and easy-going man in the
world, he was a veritable enthusiast in his calling.
He had no exclusive commercial affairs of his own,
but his joint adventures with his friends were
many. These generally originated in his love of
chartering vessels. Every captain and every con-
signee hastened to E——— when they wanted a
charter ; and very amusing it was to see the ear-
nestness, the indefatigable perseverance, with which
he ran from one place to another till he had accom-
plished his purpose. This he almost invariably
did. If necessary, he was ever ready to chalk out,
as well as to take, a share in any adventure which
involved the pleasurable necessity of chartering a
vessel, In short, this was h’is hobby,—and never
did Italian music sound sweeter in the ears of a
dilettante than did in E——__’s the words of Pray
look out for a vessel for me.”

Mr. E——— was a Londoner, and like not a few
of the better class of them, he had some distinctive

features of the Cockney,—one, among others, to
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which we shall presently have to revert, being an

antipathy, which nothing in nature could ever over-

come, to become an experimental equestrian.
When our mutual congratulations were over,

and Mr. E—

segar to consider of his whereabouts, his eyes fell

had sat quietly down with his

on the pacu, and after an intent gaze upon it, he
exclaimed, ¢ Upon my honour, John,”” (addressing
one of us,)  unless my eyes deccive me, I see at the
other end of your hide deck as fine a turbot as ever
was brought to Billingsgate !”

« My worthy f{riend,” replied John, “it is a
pacu, a fish you never see at Buenos Ayres; we
propose to have it broiled entire for your supper,
that you may judge whether the San José at the
Guast can come into competition with the ¢ smacks
at Billingsgate Stairs.” Both our visitors partook
of it largely and relished it highly.

The north wind which had blown us all the way
from Goya, and which we still wanted to carry us
down to Buenos Ayres, was evidently drawing to a
close, and we therefore determined to make all
speed to Las Conchas, a port situated on the river of
that name, used by the smaller vessels navigating

the Paran4, and about nine leagues north-west
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of Buenos Ayres. We preferred steering for Las
Conchas, because our navigation to it lay through
narrow channels, and therefore was not exposed to
the pampero, should it come on, save at one part,
the crossing of the mouth of the Parani de las
Palmas, a short distance of open waters.

At dawn, therefore, of the day which followed
that of the arrival of our friends, we left the
Guast and the San José, though with a surcharged
atmosphere and lowering clouds, portending a
storm. We converted the hold of our little launch,
the Clyde, into our cabin, laying the floor of it
with mattresses and blankets, but none of us could
stand upright in it, and least of all our friend Mr.
Fair, who boasted of a stature of six feet two or
three inches. We hoped, however, to get into Las
Conchas the same night, so we cared the less about
the accommodations of the Clyde. She was said,
we must observe, to be unfortunate in all her pas-
sages, and truly it turned out that our present one
was to be no exception to the general rule.

We wended our way through all the intricacies
of the brazo or arms which connect the Parani

Guasa * with the Parani Mini.} They form

* The great Parana. 1 The little Parana.
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what is called la Isleria or clump of islands, which
are covered with orange, peach, and other trees.
From these, in summer, are gathered great quan-
tities of fruits, and, throughout the year, large sup-
plies of charcoal are made, both of which com-
modities are carried to the Buenos Ayres market
in boats.

Emerging finally from a small arm of the Pa-
rand, we fell into the great River Plate, opyposite to
the highest of three clustering islands which run
parallel with what appears to be the main land
(although also an island) formed by the Parani
Mimi and Parand de las Palmas. The channel
formed by these little islands, running from the
former to the latter mouth of the Parana, is called
the Caracoles or Windings; and so narrow are they
in many places, as simply to allow the passage of a
bcat and no more along their tortuous course.

We entered this most picturesque and beautiful
of all inland navigation towards the evening. The
boughs of the trees formed ever and anon a canopy
over our boat’s little mast, and the foliage often
protruded in such a way as to enable us to break
off branches on both sides at once. The wild
flowers and evergreens, the air plants and orange

VOL. II, D
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blossom threw out a fragrance which embalmed
the atmosphere; and the infinite variety of green
mingling with flowers of every hue, together with
the singing and chirping of thousands of birds in a
thousand varieties of the most exquisite plumage,
gave the scene altcgether the appearance of a fairy
land—of which we may dream, but of which it is
never supposed we can possibly see the reality.

As we advanced through the Caracoles the
shades of night fell upon us, rendering it extremely
desirable that we should, without loss of time, get
out of our pent up winding passage. The scenery
gradually began to lose its charms for us, and we
did not think the better of our staggering along
in the dark, that we came here and there upon
some suspicious looking characters in the shape of
Carboneros or charcoal burners, squatted on the
main island or left bank of the deep but narrow
canal through which we were passing. They were
the most ferocious looking fellows imaginable.
Their swarthy and brawny limbs were covered to
the knee with the chiripa or kilt; a poncho was
thrown over their shoulders ; their faces were
blackened and begrimed with the smoke of the

charcoal; and their bushy jet black beards, whis-
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kers, and mustachios, added not a little to the
fierceness of their aspect. The charcoal furnaces
threw their deep red glare upon the savage figures
of these carboneros, and gave every one of them
the appearance of “the very best of cut-throats.”
They had erected the rudest kind of huts, formed
from branches of the trees, and covered with hides,
which were their homes. Many were accompanied
by their wives, as uncouth as themselves; and half if
not wholly naked -children were ever, and anon
to be seen at their gambols round the fires.

Though romance might wish it otherwise, truth
compels us to say that the carboneros molested us
not. We were, as the reality proved, all safer than
each in his heart believed himself to be. Mr. E.
looked as if he would not take ‘“a line” on
the Clyde under 60 per cent.; and though more
accustomed to the ¢ natives,” Mr. Fair and we
began to think that a comfortable parlour in Buenos
Ayres was preferable to a midnight survey of the
carboneros’ dwellings on the margins of the Cara-
coles.

By the time we got through these windings, the
night had far advanced, and the now constant

gleams of lightning which illumined the heavens,

D 2
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and the still distant yet constantly approaching low
rollings of the thunder, told us that we were meet-
ing a storm. Our skipper deemed it imprudent
to keep longer among the islands and shoals, and
on clearing the Caracoles, determined to stand
straight on in the open river for Buenos Ayres.
He was an Italian,—a thorough sailor, and alto-
gether fearless in his boat, though he had only one
man and a boy to assist him in its navigation.

We had advanced but a short way in our tra-
vesia, or crossing from the Caracoles to Buenos
Ayres, when the storm broke over us with appalling
fury. The lightning, now forked, now in one un-
broken sheet of dazzling light, shot over our heads,
and the thunder cracked around us in a startling
and deafening succession of the loudest peals. The
pampero whistled wildly over our cutter, laying her
completely on one side, and causing her to reel
and stagger over the surface of the troubled waters;
while a slanting rain, driven impetuously by the
domineering hurricane, completed the war of the
elements, which, now lashed into madness, raged
around us.

In truth we do not think Aolus, whatever he might

say of the other winds, could allege of the pampero—
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“ Hic vasto rex Aolus antro
Luctantes ventos, tempestatesque sonoras
Imperio premit, ac viuclis et carcere fremit.”

We were in very great peril; but the sang froid
with which our skipper gave his orders, and the
activity, devoid of bustle, with which he helped to
carry them into execution, gave us somehow a feel-
ing of security as great as if we had been still in
the smooth Caracoles. Only one thing distressed
our Palinurus. Poor Mr. Fair, being a bad sailor,
was very unwell from the tossings and tumblings
of our boat. His only relief consisted in standing
upright in the hold, with his head high above
the hatchway, and inhaling, with the pelting rain,
the cold fresh biting air of the pampero. When-
ever he was perceived, he was called to order by
our skipper, who addressed him always thus:—
““Ah, Don Tomas! do me the favour—do go below
—you are sadly in my way—do go below—
pray close the hatch.” Going below meant that
poor Fair should double himself in two, and give
sickness the mastery over him. As for Mr. E.
he gathered himself into a couple of blankets,
made a pillow of a sack of biscuits, coiled himself
up in a corner, and went to sleep. Mr. IFair could

seldom endure his penance for more than ten mi-
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nutes together; up went the hatch, down came the
rain, and, through the howling of the wind, the
mild remonstrance of the patron was heard, « Ah,
Don Tomas! there you are again! Do me the
favour—opray go below.”

We were buffeted about during the whole night,
our skipper tacking with no small skill from one
point to another. At one time, on our calling out to
know whereabouts we were, he answered, to our
astonishment, that we were in the outer roads of
Buenos Ayres—right among the shipping! He
cleared us of this danger with his usual dexterity,
perseveringly assisted by his man and his boy, and
in an hour or two after we were again up the river,
near the Isleria.

The long and tedious night,—of painful suffering
to our friend Mr. Fair, of somewhat broken repose
to Mr. E., of incessant labour and fatigue to
our little crew, and of positive danger to us all,—
passed at length away, though at dawn the terrific
gale had in no degree abated. It lulled, however,
during the morning, when the rain fell in torrents
more unbroken than before; and at last the contest
between the two elements seemed gradually to waste
the strength and fury of both. Under these cir-
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cumstances, and being most desperately tired of the
storm-tossed little Clyde, we gavethe skipper positive
orders to run us ashore wherever he most conve-
niently could, and this he effected towards mid-day
on the open beach, opposite to a pretty little chacara,
or farm, not far from the village of San Isidro,
the farm-house standing romantically embowered
among trees and shrubs on the barranca, or cliff,
which at some distance from the shore here runs
along the River Plate. A meadow ground inter-
venes, and the beach is formed of a quasi-rock,
called tosca.

The pampero having blown the water off its wide-
spreading shoals, towards the centre or bed of the
river, we had a long way to walk over the rock, and
wade through occasional pools, before we reached
the beach. Mightily pleased were we all when we
found ourselves on terra firma, and no time did we
lose in hastening up the barranca, and making our-
selves at home with the chacarero and his buxom
wife. Mr. E., after surveying their nice white-
washed house, their orange trees in blossom, and
their wide-spreading vine trained over a trellised
walk ; after clapping the farmer heartily on the

back, and nodding repeatedly and smiling with
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an expression of the blandest affection to the
wife,—not being a great adept at Spanish ;—after
doing all this he quietly drew a chair from the sala
and placed it under the veranda, produced his
segars, asked for a glass of water, of which he
always drank copiously, and sat down as much at
home as if he had been under his own paternal
roof. Totally absorbed in the new scene around
him, Mr. E. seemed to have banished from his
thoughts every trace of the dangerous struggle
mn which we had just been engaged with the warring
elements.

Our friend, wherever he sat down, was at once at
home, and he never seemed to have the least desire
to change his quarters. He showed no inclination
to make the present case any exception to the gene-
ral rule; and he was, perhaps, the more intent on
evincing that he had made up his mind to remain
where he was for the present, that he had overheard
us conning over the best mode of getting him to
town without delay, which was only to be done on
horsebacl:.

As he sent up, therefore, into the now placid air
the curling smoke of his segar, he watched with no

small anxiety our communings with the chacarero,
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He fancied they boded himno good, and he, accord-
ingly, thought it right to expound his own views.

«Well,” said he, turning round to us, ““ we've
had a rough time of it, but certainly we could not
have landed at better quarters than these. I never
saw a prettier place, and I am sure we shall all
have better beds to-night than we had last night;
and I think it would be very well to send a mes-
senger immediately for a coach, so that we may set
off comfortably in the morning.”

In answer to this, we began by showing Mr. E.
the impossibility of any coach travelling through
the roads, rendered totally impassable by the tor-
rents of rain which had fallen during the last
twenty-four hours. The whole country was inun-
dated, and on horseback alone could we hope to get
to Buenos Ayres.

At first our worthy friend wholly repudiated the
notion of his mounting a horse, and treated our
proposal of his doing so as a mere joke; but we
plied him very hard, and got him by degrees to
look to the astounding reality of his travelling
twelve miles on the back of a wild South American
colt. The chacarero’s wife, seeing our great
anxiety to proceed, and perceiving the difficulty

p 3
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which lay in the way, came opportunely, after an
hour’s argument on the subject, to strengthen our
position. < Tell the gentleman,” said she, « that as
he is afraid of a wild horse, he shall have mine, on
which I go to mass and market, and which is
as tame as a lamb and as easy as a feather bed.”
We redoubled our attack, and poor Mr. E., unable
longer to oppose us, but evidently labouring under
great trepidation of mind, consented at last to
mount the lady’s cavallo de misa, or tame church-
going horse.

The house, as we have said, was situated on the
front of the barranca, or cliff, and the horses were
all saddled and drawn up before the verandah. It
was with much difficulty we constrained our mirth
on glancing at our agitated friend. To re-assure
him, the farmer placed a chair at the side of his
wife’s horse, mounted, dismounted, walked under
the gentle animal, lifted its legs, shoved it about,
and showed that it was impassible to every feeling
save one of quiet indolence. At length the chair
was left for Mr. E&. to mount, and the passive cob
was pushed up to the side of it. Supported to*
the chair by Mr. Fair and the farmer, our anti-

equestrian companion stood there like a condemned
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criminal, unable to make the requisite sign to the
finisher of the law; and at last Mr. Fair was
obliged to lift up Mr. E’s foot to the stirrup, and
to help his body into the saddle as he best could.
The chacarero was at the head of the horse,
which stood immoveable during the operation.
¢« Now tell him to stand where he is,” said Mr. E,,
«T'm not ready yet,—don’t let him leave the
horse’s head,—don’t let him move.” We got the
reins at last into our equestrian’s hand, and the
chacarero retired ; but the moment he did so the
former let go the reins and took hold of the
horse’s mane. The animal stood stock still ; but
Mr. I.’s fears were not the less for that. <« Take
me off I” he cried, ¢ he’s going to run away! See
how he’s looking at the barranca 1 The farmer’s
wife could hereupon contain hersell no longer, but
holding her sides, she broke into uncontrollable
laughter. Her mirth overthrew at once our long
suffocated attempts at gravity ; and so the honest
chacarero, his plump and good-natured wife, Mr.
Fair, and our two selves, stood round the horse and
relieved ourselves of the pent-up laughter which
for nearly an hour we had been keeping down.

But our unseasonable hilarity only raised poor
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Mr. E’s fears into an agony of terror. < Don’t
laugh !” he exclaimed, most earnestly, ‘for God’s
sake, gentlemen, don’t laugh! I'm sure you'll
frighten the horse! Do you wish to see mé dashed
to pieces? Oh, for Heaven’s sake, be quiet, and
do,—do, take me at once from this animal’s back !”

It was too clear that that was the only alternative
left. The chair was again placed at the horse’s
side, the chacarero took its head, Mr. Fair gently
drew Mr. E. from the saddle, who, being once
more on his feet, was “ Richard himself again!”
Nothing could ruffle our friend’s temper: with infi-
nite good humour he aliowed us to laugh and Joke
as we liked ; 4e seriously believed he had escaped
from a great danger, and he resumed his seat under
the veranda with the utmost placidity, saying he
knew from the first he was to dine and sleep at his
worthy friend’s, the chacarero’s, house. When we
asked him how he could possibly fancy there had
been the slightest danger, he answered, that he
had marked his eye (the horse’s)—a wild eye—
and he felt certain that the animal’s intention,
whenever he moved, was to rush down the pre-
cipice at which he was looking during the whole

time of his standing at the door.
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As we could not think of leaving Mr. E. alone,
and in the hands of strangers, it was arranged
that Mr. Fair should proceed to Buenos Ayres and
order a' coach, malgré the state of the roads, to
carry us to the capital next day. Mr. Fair, who
was as good a horseman as he was an indifferent
sailor, mounted immediately and put spurs to a
mettlesome animal, which, with a snort and a
bound, set off at full speed, — Mr. E. waving
his hand and calling out, bon whackey, bon
whackey !’ meaning thereby buen viage, or a plea-
sant journey to you. Aye,” added he, as Fair
disappeared {rom our view, < that is the way in
which the wild animal which I mounted would
have bounded down the barranca, had I once
allowed him to set off with me.”

Of all the roads which disgrace the neighbour-
hood and environs of a large and flourishing capital,
those which surround Buenos Ayres must take the
lead. Asfarout asthree leaguesfrom the city, they
present, during six months of the year, the most
frightful barriers which the imagination can con-
ceive, to any safe intercourse between town and
country ; and whenever any heavy rains fall during

the other six months, the transit becomes cqually
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difficult. They are neither drained, nor paved, nor
raised, nor mended, by the public authorities. Turn-
pikes are unknown, and road trustees were never
heard of. No faint echo of the immortal name of
MacAdam ever reached the shores of La Plata;
and when a century hence the increase of popula-
tion and interior traffic shall have forced the worthy
Argentines to mend their ways,—more properly, to
make roads out of their capital into their rural
districts,—the famous lines on General Wade’s
roads in the Highlands will be, no doubt, applied
to the South American Wade of the twentieth

century—

“ Had you seen these roads before they were made,
You would lift up your hands and bless General Wade.”

The roads are formed generally by parallel lines
of ditches, here and there lined with tuna (prickly
pear) and aloe hedges. These so called roads run -
through a deep rich loam soil on the arable lands,
and through marshes, with soft muddy bottom, on
the low grounds. Not the slightest attempt at
drainage is made, nor is there any elevation in the
centre of the road from which the water could run
off. It stagnates in deep ruts made by the im-
mense bullock cart wheels; and these ruts being
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thus filled and softened with rains they are left to be
retraversed by the same wheels, which sink deeper
into the soil. Thus are formed a succession of those
things celebrated in South American topography
under the name of pantanos. They are holes,
—mnow dry, —now of soft mud,—anon of unyielding
and sticky clay,—here forming a puddle of water,
and there stretching out to a lake. They are of all
depths and sizes; in one place just sufficient to
catch your horse up to his knees,—in another deep
enough to take him to his belly ; here you may
make one desperate plunge and get out of the
pantano at once,—there you may flounder on for
fifty, one hundred, two hundred yards,—every step
you take threatening to carry you to some unknown
abyss of darkness and of mud which is to swallow
horse, rider, and all. Sometimes in despair you
have to clamber over the deep soft ditch, at the
imminent risk of your horse’s legs and your own
neck, into the field, in order to avoid some more
terrible pantano than the rest, and then to find your
way out of the field by some horrible gap which
yawns between you and the road, in order to
resume your pantano labours. Our readers must

not fancy there is any exaggeration in this,— uite
DO
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the reverse. This passing notice gives you no ade-
quate 1dea of the horrors of the roads, during
winter, which lead out of Buenos Ayres; but at
another time we may have occasion to speak of
them more particularly.

Through such roads as we have sketched, Mr.
Fair sent off to us, as soon as he got to Buenos
Ayres, a coach drawn by siz stout mules ; but they
could not make out the journey that day. The
coach was with us, however, early the following
day, relay mules had been left half way, and we
left in high spirits immediately after breakfast.

We soon found, however, that we were in a
much more dangerous situation in the coach than
Mr. E. was on the chacarera’s pillion horse. The
roads were everywhere inundated ; the pantanos
were hidden under the surface of the waters ; so
that our mules plunged and floundered, and our
crazy old vehicle reeled from one side to another,
every mement threatening to lay its bones on one of
the many soft beds over which it was dragged.

Mr. E. was so much at home in a coach, that
all our joltings and heavings were regarded by
him with utter indifference ; indeed he laughed in

his turn at our fears of an upset. [t turned out,
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however, that they were not at all imaginary, but
that, whether by land or by sea, we were doomed
to rough usage in our expedition from the San
José to Buenos Ayres. Our muleteers having
plunged into a continuous sheet of water after we
had proceeded about two leagues, as we emerged
from it one wheel of the coach came upon a hidden
mound,—the other sank under its shelving side,—
the vehicle got poised up on one side,—Mr. E.’s
goodly weight slid over to the other,—the balance
was irretrievably lost,—and down we came. Luckily
none of us were much hurt ; the drivers opened
the upper door, out of which we contrived to
crawl, well drenched and mudded. After an hour’s
labour our vehicle was righted, and having dried
ourselves in the sun, we jumbled along without
farther mishap. Shortly after we were met by a
gallant array of our friends, who, headed by Fair,
had come out to give us the meeting; and by them
we were escorted through the streets to Mr. Fair’s
house,—our adventures serving to enliven the
evening, which we all spent merrily together.

You will allow that there is a somewhat striking

difference between a voyage from the Guasu to San
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Ysidro in a sailing boat, followed up by a carriage
journey thence to Buenos Ayres,—and a trip by a
steamer from Havre to Southampton, and thence
by railroad to London.

Your’s, &c.

THE AUTHORS.
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LETTER XXVI.
Tug AvuTHORs to GENERAL MILLER.

Great Change for the better, wrought by the Revolution in Buenos
Ayres—The Porteiios try to please John Bull—Their Abstemious-
ness rather against this—The pleasure of dwelling in large Cities—
Political Importance not desired by Country Folks—Advantages

of Society on a large Scale—Miseries of it on a small one.
AFTER a few days careless recreation, we naturally
looked around us to see the improvements which,
since 1810, had been effected, not so much by the
revolution, as by the intercourse, consequent upon
that revolution, of natives with foreigners.

Those improvements were not only obvious, but
very striking. Everybody was dressed better, every-
body lived better than before. There was an evident
increase of courtesy, and decrease of distrust on all
hands. The interior decoration of the houses was
remarkably improved; the capital of the native
merchants, through foreign trade, was evidently
augmenting ; and whereas the old Spaniards had
been a year or two before the only depositaries of

the wealth of thé country, and of the confidence of
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foreigners, they were now in process of being gra-
dually superseded in these important trusts by their
creole children. Young men who had never
dreamt, under the old regime, of rising in the world,
and cnly thought of the best means of ralsing money,
to be spent in dissipation, were now standing forth
in the capacity of great commission agents, or enter-
prizing speculators. Then for the European priests,
they were almost out of sight; and their places were
occupied by natives of the soil. It was the same
with the lawyers; and the estancieros, almost ex-
clusively creoles, were the most rising men in
the country. The Spaniards were fast fading into
insignificance, or in a course of passive amal-
gamation with the new order of things ; the most
splendid and capacious habitations, which they had
built at an uncountable cost, were rented by
English merchants; men of the John Bull breed,
and who all, more or less, carrying out with them
John Bull’s love of comfort, diffused among the
people John Bull’s love of hospitality, showed how
little John Bull cared about expence, or even extra-
vagance. This begot among the South Americans
a relish for luxuries, of which they never before

dreamt, and consequently led them into an expence,
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which was, it may be said, the very soul of the
trade.”

We must, however, do the Americans the justice
to say, that while they imitated the comfortable
habits of John Bull, they avoided his dissipation.
Sometimes, indeed, when brought into contact
with him, at a dinner party, they considered it
an indispensable part of good breeding to get
« half seas over:” nay, SO essential did they think
it to John Bull’s happiness to have plenty of wine,
that when they invited him to their houses, we have
seen many of them, who were never known to drink
on ordinary occasions anything but water, take
wine, as a testimony of their hospitality, till they
were obliged to leave the table under the guidance
of thelr servants.

The South Americans, especially the better
classes of them, are essentially an abstemious people,
and if they do occasionally exceed in their eating,
before the irresistible influence of a good asado, an
olla podrida, or a rich fricassee, they are content,
as far as their libations go, to moisten their repast
with two or three glasses of wine. They never,
when among themselves, sit over their wine, as we

delight to do, after dinner. They prefer the en-
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joyment of their siesta. Then in the cool of the
evening, they drink lemonade, or eau sucré, smoke
segars, and never even dream of brandy and water.

The most delightful sensation which we expe-
rienced on getting into Buenos Ayres, after our
exile in the countries of Paraguay and Corrientes,
was, that we had ceased to be observed or marked
men. We do not say in a social point of view,
for in all places we were known in this respect.
We speak in a political point of view. In the
interior, we were constrained to use every sort of
minute and disagreeable caution in this latter
respect, m order to avoid suspicion. We had
the happy feeling, when we returned to Buenos
Ayres, of being “ nobody” there. The very reverse
in this country we know to be the case. To
be nobody in politics here, is death, mortification,
and daily disappointment to thousands. To be a
diplomatic nonentity in Buenos Ayres, after having
been of a marked political importance, and though
not suspected, yet always watched, in Paraguay
and Corrientes, was as life from death. In the
latter places every body was peeping into our
actions, and taking notes of our conduct ; in the

former no one cared a maravedi what our conduct
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was. The transition was not only emancipation,
it was unbounded liberty. We began to breathe as
we rode through the long streets inhabited by a hun-
dred thousand people ; crowded with ourown coun-
trymen, saw English epaulettes and a cocked hat
upon the captain of a British man-of-war; and
espied at a corner some specially awkward horse-
men in the shape of his lieutenants and midshipmen.

Then we could put to sea when we pleased;
have as much finery as we liked in our house,
without either the fear of an Artigueno’s eye, or the
dread of his sabre. There was no Francia there;
and we once more sat down to good cheer among
our own countrymen, in our own way.

Every one knows the minutely kind inspections,
the charitable remarks, and the shrewd guesses,
which occupy the listless inhabitants of a rural town
in England, with reference to any stranger, who,
without some particular rank, honourable profes-
sion, or known fortune, dares to intrude upon their
society. Still, there is, there can be, under our con-
stitution, no political fears on the part of such an
intruder. DBut even under this mitigated view of
the case, let him emerge from such a soclety into
that of London, (where the greatest delight of all
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delights is that of sinking into whatever obscurity you
please,) and see what a night-mare oppression will
be lifted from his troubled breast. The first calcu-
lation which of a morning you make in a petty town,
is what you must do to go decorously, and without
being scandalized, through the work of the day ;
the last thing you ever think of is this, in a large
one. Give us London or Paris, in the old world,
and Buenos Ayres, Lima, or Mexico in the new,
in which to refrigerate our over-heated spirits, after
the hot vapour-bath, especially in troublous times,
of inland society.

Your’s &ec.

THE AUTHORS.




LETTER XXVIII.,

THE AuTHORS TO GENERAL MILLER.

Historical and Political Events, rapidly given, according to our
original Plan—DBuenos Ayres, the Matrix of the South American
Revolution—Important Results of the Independence of South
America—Field Marshal Beresford’s and Col. Pack’s Escape—El
Seiior Doctor Don Mariano de Moreno—The Viceroy Cisneros
— The Revolution — Deposition of the Viceroy Sobremonte —
Alzaga and Elio—The Accession of Cisneros—Dofia Carlota de
Bourbon.

London, 1842.

WE have lingered so long over South American
scenes and personal adventure, that our readers, by
this time, will have begun to suppose they are to
look for nothing of either a political or historical
nature in our present volumes. They will fancy
that, bound by the spell of early reminiscence, (that
is now the fashionable word,) and by the charm
which surrounds the record of desultory wander-
ings, we are confined within the magic circle of
« personal narrative,” and can by no means move
in a wider sphere.

But although there is, undoubtedly, a fascina-
tion in the record of early travel and adventure,

and although the writer may indulge the hope
VOL. I, E
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that his reader may be of an equally indolent turn
of mind with himself, and content, therefore, with
the scope of events which mere personal observation
may embrace; yet our work would fall short of
what its title indicates, were we not to go into a
wider field than that which the simple incident of
travel opens up.

We propose, therefore, to keep to our original
plan of sketching, as we go along, the historical and
political events of those sections of South America
which we have visited, and with the habits, customs,
and people of which we have brought our readers
acquainted. And we are the more particularly
inclined to do this in regard to the United Provinces
of the River Plate, that there is no account of any
kind in print, professing to be either a history or a
political survey of the provinces, since they were
erected into an independent state. Of the progress
of Peru, Chile, and Paraguay, here and there a
stray writer has collected some particulars, and put
them together in a slight historical form. But of
Buenos Ayres, the matrix of the Spanish American
revolutions, we have been able to find no account
of any kind.*

* Don Manuel Moreno's volume, hereafter to be mentioned, only
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We shall endeavour to be brief throughout, and
where no events of public importance, or stirring in-
terest mark the progress of the republic, we shall be
especially laconic. But while we pourtray the na-
tional features of the people, and delineate them
in the ordinary dress which in private and domestic
intercourse they wear; and while we sketch the
broader outlines of the country which is theirs, both
in its natural and artificial aspect ; our picture would
be incomplete, were we to omit the holder figures
which history brings upon the canvass. The poli-
tical and historical events, therefore, of the River
Plate republic form an essential part of the work
which we have in hand.

Yet we know by experience how difficult it is
to impart anything like a stirring interest to
historical detail ; and in the present case we do
not hide from ourselves that we lie under the
additional disadvantage of having the materials,
out of which we are to form our historical
account, underrated or misunderstood by the

generality of English readers. So little of South

brings his sketch of Buenos Ayres affairs down to December, 1810,

six months after the commencement of the Revolution. The work
is written in Spanish.

E 2
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American politics, and history, of either an au-
thentic or interesting kind, has seen the light, that
the European world has sat down with an errone-
ous conviction that the history of the various states
of the New World is devoid of those great events
which arrest the attention of mankind, and which
stand out as the mighty beacons on high places,
by which the statesmen of the world are to steer
their course. Such readers, we have to apprehend,
will sit down to our details with the foregone con-
clusion, that they are too petty in their nature,
either to instruct or to amuse.

But it is undeniable that events are important in
proportion as they are fraught or not with results,
and their interest may be as great, in a new and
unformed state of society, as in an old and settled
government. To the eye of philosophy, indeed, the
progress of the former offers more important matter
for observation than the latter; for she, uncapti-
vated by high sounding names, and undazzled by the
glare of national grandeur, watches, with a steady
look, the progress of the human race, and finds it
a more curious and more interesting problem at an
early stage, than when, at a later one, its intricacies

are more fully developed and better understood.
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FIELD MARSHAL BERESFORD. A

Few events, perhaps, more important or more
copious in their effects, have occurred, than the sepa-
ration of Spanish America from the mother country ;
and the detail of the struggles, of the hard fights
which followed the declaration of independence,
can never be considered as devoid of interest. They
are incidents calculated to arouse the attention of the
least inquisitive, and their ultimate results are not
likely to be underrated by the candid and philoso-
phic reader. The crossing of the Andes, by San
Martin, from Mendoza ; the battles of Chacabuco,
Maypu, and Ayacucho, if considered as military
operations, are great and glorious achievements ;
while viewed as political occurrences, they were of
more importance to the world than two-thirds of
the great actions fought in FEurope during the last
long war. The latter brought Europe to the status
quo ; but the former brought into existence «“ a new
world.”

So much premised, and being desirous of ex-
hibiting a rapid view of the events which paved the
way to the independence of the River Plate pro-
vinces, we must beg to carry our readers back to
the capture of Buenos Ayres by Lord, then Gene-

ral, Beresford,in 1807. It was he who, if he sowed




R e Tl T e ———— iy et g ——

78 FIELD MARSHAL BERESFORD.
not the seeds of independence, first broke up and
watered the ground in which the germ of the harvest
was deposited. He showed the facility of the cul-
tivation of the soil, and the goodly fruits which the
labourers in the field could not fail to reap, when the
time should arrive for putting the sickle to the corn.

The long and unbroken slumber in which, like
all the sister colonies, the River Plate provinces
had reposed on the bosom of the mother country,
was strangely interrupted by the stirring events of
Sir Home Popham’s romantic invasion of Buenos
Ayres ; and it is curious, as well as interesting, to
trace the gradual steps by which the young Athens
of South America was led at last to the goal of
national independence.

Strange as it may appear, the first popular move-
ment was directed by the old Spaniards them-
selves, under the orders of one whose irreconcilable
and wundaunted hatred of the rebellious South
Americans led to a fatal termination of his own
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