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PREFACE.

THE main object of the travels narrated in this
book was to examine the antiquities of Nica-
ragua. Upon this ground no word of preface
is needful, as the information we gathered on
the early listory of the country will be found
in the body of my narrative ; but some brief ex-
planation of the “ Rio Frio mystery,” which we
had hoped, and still hope, to solve, is necessary
for the understanding of allusions and traditions
in every part of the book.

Very few persons here, or even across the
Atlantic, have heard of that secluded land 1n
which a certain tribe of Costa Rican Indians have
preserved their freedom, not uunmolested, but
never infringed, since the times of the discovery.
New York papers, indeed, have once or twice

given a short article on the (supposed) charac-
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ter of the country, and the (supposed) condition
of the people ; but as nothing whatever is known
on these points, the conjectures of the journalist
have mnecessarily been vague to an unusual
degree.

We had hoped that before this work was
vublished our renewed exploration might have
filled another blank in the map of America;
but, seeing no likelihood of immediate action, we
have decided to put before the world these
volumes, i hopes that the interest of travellers
may be roused to aid our future exertions. The
obiections to owning a partial failure are, of
course, very evident, but the indication of them
may safely be left to the critics; and if this
light work should call to our aid a few hardy
fellows, endued with some slight faith in Panta-
gruelism, it will have answered our best purpose,
and will more than atone for any slight regret
one may feel in confessing a disappointment
caused, we hope, by no want of energy on our
own part.

It may perhaps be worth while, as illustrating
a subject of which very, very little is known in
Iingland, to transcribe here a brief abstract from
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a paper read by the Author to the Ethnological
Society,on the 11th of June last year. I see
with the utmost plainness that an hypercritical
critic may accuse me of false art in putting an
immense head to a body supremely small; but
disregarding this, in consideration of the great
interest which, I find, the subject possesses to
most minds, I venture to enter at some length
into the question of the “bravo” tribes of
Central America. “There are few persons in
Europe, excepting such as have made this
country a speecial study, who have any definite
knowledge of the present condition of its Indian
races. Some, I find, have a curiously vague
idea that the Spaniards utterly destroyed the
native population ; others, that intermarriage,
debauchery, and other plagues, which, as we are
mysteriously told, invariably afflict alower grade
of human beings when confronted with the
higher, have long since exterminated the pure
Indian stock ; others again, of superior informa-
tion, believe that the aboriginal races were all
reduced by their invaders, and remain as a docile
working class unto this day. The latter impres-
sion is certainly true of three-fourths of them,
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or, at least, was so until ceaseless contests be-
tween whites and mestizos taught the coloured
peon his overwhelming power, and here or
there aroused his ambition and long latent
ferocity.  Of these ‘Indios manzos,” or tame
Indians, I do not design to speak ; though very
nmmnerous in Guatemala, Honduras, and Nicara-
gua, they are, as yet, of little account politically,
and the outbursts of their fury have not hitherto
been followed by any definite assumption of
power. Kven Rafael Carrera, though for twenty
years President and Dictator of Guatemala,
governed by the hands of whites or mestizos ;
nor did. the Indian ¢ peous,” who had raised their
kinsman to power, ever attempt to claim
authority in the republie.

“But in the nominal ferritory of the five
states are many districts of various extent
which have now no regard whatever for the
white authority. Of some of these the inhabit-
ants seem never to have Dbeen brought into
contact with the Spanish power, and are to this
day ignorant or careless of the white man’s
presence ; such are the Menchés in Guatemala, a
few tribes of Northern Mosquito, and the Pran-
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zos, or Guatusos, of Costa Rica. Other races
there are, probably more numerous, which
resumed their independence after a period of
subjection more or less prolonged. Among
these may be noted the famous Indians of Darien
and of Santa Catarina, visited by Scherzer and
Von Tempsky. Beginning at Panama and
travelling northward, I will very briefly enume-
rate the various tribes now absolutely or practi-
cally independent.

“First in order come the Indians of the
isthmus, Darien, San Blas, and Mandinga, upon
whom Dr. Cullen read an interesting paper last
month to this Society. That gentleman asserts
that the invaders never overcame these tribes;
and although this fact seems doubtful to me, it
1s certain that at this day they regard Spaniards
with the bitterest hatred. To English and
‘Americans they are not quite so hostile, but
every one must remember the disastrous explo-
rations of Com. Prevost, R.N., and Lieutenant
Strain of the United States Navy, in this terrri-
tory.

“Northward of these, in the tract disputed
by New Granada and Costa Rica, — every



xii PREFACE.

boundary of Central Amecrica is a casus belli
ever present—-lie the Talamancas, who extend as
far as the bay of Matina. These Indians are
said to be numerous, and the people of Costa
Rica declare them to be allied in race with the
Guatusos, but they are not nearly so ferocious.
As T was told in San José, it is no unusual
event for an adventurous young trader to lead
a mule or two into their country, where, if he be
not murdered, he will make an enormous profit.
The Talamancas live as agriculturists, and are
in no way dangerous if not disturbed.

“ Northward of these again are the far-famed
Guatusos, or Pranzos, who inhabit a territory
lying between the Merivales mountains on the
west, the lake of Nicaragua and the San Juan
river on the north, the Atlantic shore on the
east, and the table-land of San José upon the
south. Of this tribe I shall speak more at
length.

“ Across the San Juan river, in the republic
of Nicaragua, and the reservation of Mosquito,
are very numerous tribes, Woolwas, Moscas,
Ramas, Poyas, Towkas, Xicaques, and Caribs.
The population of these tribes is quite unknown,
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estimates varying from 8000 to 25,000. They
seem all to be quite savage, although practising
many of the virtues belonging to a more
civilised existence, such as cleanliness, and
industry, and chastity. It is probable that they
have neither advanced nor fallen back in their
condition since the time of the conquest; but
on the other hand it must be owned that the
Moscas have degenerated vastly in that martial
spirit which so frequently routed the valour of
the Spaniards.

“To the north-west of Nicaragua lies San
Salvador, which alone of Central American
states has no hostile population of Indians.
‘There is, nevertheless,” says Mr. Squier, ‘a
portion of this state where the aborigines have
always maintained an almost complete isolation,
and where -they still retain their original
manners, and to a great extent their ancient
rites and ceremonies.” This district 1s known as
the Costa del Balsimo, or Balsam Coast. It is
about fifty miles long by twenty to twenty-five
broad, lying between La Libertad, the port of
San Salvador, and the roadstead of Acajutla,
near Sonsonate. This district is entirely occu-
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pied by Indians, retaining habits but little
changed from what they were at the time of the
conquest. It is only traversed by footpaths, so
intricate and difficult as to baffle the efforts of
the stranger to penetrate its recesses. The diffi-
culty of intercourse is enhanced, if not by the
actual hostility of the natives, by their dislike to
any intrusion on the part of the whites, be they
Spaniards or foreigners. These people are called
Nahuals, and are thought, with some probability,
to be Aztec in origin, and allied to the Niquirans
of Nicaragua.

“ Northward of San Salvador, and stretching
from sea to sea, lies Guatemala, the most power-
ful of the five republics. Its nominal territory
is vastly curtailled by Indian tribes partly or
wholly ignoring the central authority. The,
most powerful of those which have never been
subdued are the Menchés, inhabiting the north-
eastern coruer of the state. So spirited and
hostile are these people, that in 1837 the then
Government of Central America found it neces-
sary to make a league of friendship with their
(‘acique. In this document all pretensions of
authority over them were yielded,—which was
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indeed no great privation to the whites, seeing
that not one had ever ventured into their terri-
tory. Also, certain stipulations were made pro-
viding the free passage of missionaries ‘to
instruct the young Indians in civilised know-
ledge ;s but such have been the disturbances of
the republic, that no effort has been made to
profit by this permit,—which is probably fortu-
nate for the missionaries, and not quite unlucky
for the Menchés.

Of another race of Indians, virtually free, and
most jealous of strangers, Von Tempsky gives an
interesting account in ¢ Mitla” They live almost
due north of Quesaltenango, and their numbers
are estimated at 24,000 souls. Except in that
they have adopted a drunken parody of Christi-
anity, with which they relieve the monotony of
human sacrifice, these people, said to be Quiché
by race, preserve all the customs of their fore-
fathers before the Spanish conquest. I may
add, that those customs, with the exception of
the sacrifices aforesaid, seem to be quite as
civilised, much more decent, and infinitely more
orderly than those of the surrounding Christians.

“In the north of Vera Paz, to the west of
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Peten, and all along the Usumacinta, dwell
numerous and warlike tribes, called generally
Lacandones. They are of one stock with the
Menchdés, of whom I have before spoken. It is
of course quite impossible to estimate the power
of these races, their eivilization, or customs, but
I may observe that all Guatemalans agree in
assigning 100,000 souls to the Menché race
alone; and not a few have assured me that
the Lacandones generally are more numerous
than all the remaining population of the republic.
This would give them something like 900,000
souls, but it is mere guesswork and tradition.
That they are very numerous is beyond doubt,
for until the middle of the last century they kept
the whole northern part of Guatemala in con-
tinual terror by their fierce incursions. Cer-
tainly the Lacandones and their country, so
mysterious and romantic, offer one of the most
interesting subjects of exploration left in the
world.  Whether or no we believe in the
Itzimaya, the great city of golden mystery, we
must at least feel a thrill of excitement in reflect-
ing that a territory exists in which such a

romance is possible. That the Itzis or Lacan-
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dones were very highly civilised only one
hundred and fifty years ago, we are assured by
the report of Mazariegos, who captured their
1island city of Flores, in 1695. Valenzuela, who
accompanied the invading forces, and took part
in their barbarous destruction of palaces and
temples, tells us that the Indian buildings were
far handsomer and more solidly built than those
of Guatemala. Fleeing from Peten into the
wilderness, the Lacandones disappeared from
view, and it may be they raised again in Vera
Paz the stately edifices which Spanish Vandals
had destroyed. Waldeck observes, that certain ot
these Indians whom he met were dressed in the
precise fashion of the Palenque monuments.
Any gentleman who has seen a picture of those
monuments will readily believe that they cut a
peculiarly curious figure.

“Into Mexico proper I do not design to enter.

“In the eastern and northern parts of Hon-
duras, the departments of Yoro and Olancho, are
several ‘bravo’ tribes—Payas, Secos, Xicaques.
and Caribs. None of these have ever been con-
quered, except the latter, who, as every one
knows, were deported from Saint Vincent by

VOL. 1. b
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the English. The most noticeable peculiarity
known of these Indians is their custom of living
all together in one house, like the Dyaks of
Borneo. Each family has an apartment of its
own. They are peaceful, industrious, and
remarkably cleanly. Under ordinary ecircum-
stances they are friendly with the white popula-
tion, but they absolutely decline to submit to the
authority of the Republic.

“ Of Yucatan I have not been able to obtain
any reliable information.  Stephens observes
that there may be ¢ bravo’ Indians in the interior,
of which very little is known, but he does not
assert that Le was absolutely so informed. If
this be so, we should expect to find them in a
condition much more advanced than the other
unconquered tribes, excepting the Lacandones,
for the Mayas of Yucatan were, and still are
very superior in intelligence to the other
Indians of Central America.”

Of all these independent tribes, the Guatusos
should be most interesting to English travellers.
The broad San Juan river, which now, subject to
protest, forms the boundary between Nicaragua
and Costa Rica, has two large tributaries de-
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séending from the Merivalles and the San José
table-land ; the most easterly, that is, nearest
the Atlantic, is the Serebpiqui, of which the
reader will hear more; next, the San Carlos.
Both of these are rocky, mountainous streams,
full of rapids, and subject to dangerous floods ;
little adapted, in fact, for transport purposes.
But there is a third river, larger than the easterly
streams, which falls into the Lake of Nicaragua
almost at the point in which the San Juan flows
out of it. So far as any one has had courage to
explore, it is a slow, deep stream, much blocked
with fallen timber, but in other respects suited
for navigation. This is the mysterious Frio.
Where its waters rise, their course, and the
dangers of the stream, are points utterly un-
known. One fact alone is sure about the Frio—
that its head-waters are the favourite haunt or
habitation of the Guatusos. The growing com-
merce of Costa Rica has striven hard for an
outlet on the Atlantic shore, and bold woodsmen
have at various times cut a mule-track through
the forest to the Serebpiqui and San Carlos ; but
the dangers of navigation in these streams are
too great for commerce. The Rio Frio is that
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outlet provided by Nature for the produce of
San José coftee grounds; but Nature had to pro-
vide for her Indian children also, and she posted
the Guatuso family upon this San José canal.
Everything connected with that fierce race is
enveloped in awful mystery ; butit is curious that
all accounts agree in giving them an origin far
from their present seats. The story current in
(Costa Rica cannot fail to interest the English-
man, even 1f he be not converted to a belief in
its truth. When Sir Francis Drake retired to the
Pacific shore, after the sack of Esparsa, say they,
a large body of his men mutinied, in mad hopes
of holding that town against the Creole forces,
and resting peaceably there. Drake left them
to their fate. DBut when the Spanish army as-
sembled, and the mutineers found themselves
nearly surrounded, they hastily retired through
the forests of the Merivalles, with the intention
of cutting their way to the friendly Mosquito
shore.  Unquestionably this route would lead
through the country of the modern Guatusos,
who were then called “Pranzos.” It is certain
that the buccancers never crossed the San Juan,
and equally certain that the Spaniards never
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fell in with them: many believe that, wearied
out with hardships, they settled round the head-
waters of the Frio, destroying the male popula-
tion, and taking the women to wife. The uni-
versal legend of the surrounding peoples—In-
dians, Caribs, Nicaraguans, and Costa Ricans,—
declares the Guatuso race to be distinguished by
fair hair and blue eyes.* It is not a little curious
that in the various fights and defeats of invading
expeditions an Indian has scarcely ever been
seen by any reliable witness; the arrow whizzes
from the hand of an unseen archer, the celt
strikes silently from behind.f Costa Ricans say
that the buccaneer blood so changed the Indian
complexion that the Pranzos gained their new

* Of conrse I voueh nothing for these legends, which could only
be verified by very complete exploration. For my own part I do
not believe the Guatusos are white, in our sense of the word; at
least at the present day. M. Freebel gives a romantic story of a
young German who fell into their hands—was tied to a tree—awful
tortures—chief’s danghter—put her arms round him—touching
speech—saved his life—married her—and all that; but the German,
who is now leading a civilized life near San Francisco, says nothing
about the white colour.

1 Of these disastrous expeditions I have outlined the principal in
my narrative. Captain Parker, who, with three French friends,
went some little way up the river, shot an Indian. whose colour
““was about that of a Comanche.” This would certainly be different
from the usnal complexion, but decidedly not very fair, His hair
was long and black.
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name, * Guatusos,” or red rabbits, from the
colour of their hair and the fairness of their
complexion. Such is the Costa Rican tradition,
which is so strongly accredited there, that an
European minister, forgetful of chronology, fer-
vently prayed us to carry a union jack in front
of our exploring party. Another story refer-
ring to the same event describes the fugitives as
tame Indians, who took advantage of the buc-
caneer disturbances to make their escape over
the mountains. In Nicaragua, various stories,
more or less improbable, are current, Some assert
that in a grand foray, the Guatusos, who came
from Mosquito, carried off thousands of Spanish
women, whereby the natural complexion was
changed. In reference to this theory, one must
needs inquire where on earth the women came
from? All Nijcaragua would not have given
tens for the thousands needed. Others believe
the Guatusos to be descended from the old in-
habitants of Zapatero, who fled from that island
In a single night, scared by the practice of Chris-
tianity as shown by missionary padres. Pos-
sibly there is truth in all these stories, and the
population of the Rio Frio is made up from
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the bravest fragments of many surrounding
tribes.

In regard to their condition, nothing what-
ever is reliably known. Padre Zepeda, a Jesuit,
declared in 1750 that he lived many months
among them, and was kindly entertained. He
speaks of towns and houses and gardens. The
latter point is certainly curious, if the padre
really meant to describe a garden as we under-
stand the word. His report caused several
missionary expeditions to be despatched up the
Frio and over the mountains, but the Guatusos
were found to be quite as ready to despatch mis-
sionaries as the most zealous bishop could be.
And so these attempts were gradually aban-
doned, with no further success than the addition
of several martyrs to the calendar ; nevertheless,
some of these parties approached the Indian ter-
ritory so as to see towns, and immense fields
under cultivation.

Independently of romance, the exploration of
the Rio Frio is of great importance to civilisa-
tion. The richest specimens of gold quartz I
ever saw came from this district, and the weirdly
fame of the Guatusos, who act as dragons watch-
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ing treasure, alone deters a swarm of adven-
turous diggers from hastening there. Lying as
it does between the San Juan river, the Atlantic,
and the coffee grounds of Costa Rica, it is evident
that if a railroad or canal should ever be carried
across Nicaragua, a branch line, or at least a
solid road, must be constructed along the banks
of the Frio, to convey the growing commerce
of San José. Soomner or later then the Guatusos
must be disturbed, for it would be preposterous
to retain the present trade route by Punt *Arenas,
Panama, or the Horn, if any lasting transit
scheme were opened in Nicaragua. Such a
branch line would revolutionize the whole trade
of Costa Rica, which has now no communication
with the Atlantic coast.

The three principal attempts at exploration
that have been made in modern times will be
found related at length in my narative.

Finally, all por*able antiquities mentioned in
this book are now in the British Museum.

One word to the critics. Some time since 1
published a book of travels upon Borneo, and
certainly I had no cause to complain of unkind-
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ness on the part of any reviewer of that work.
But there were a few papers which gently but
firmly called me to order for “levity” and a
“habit of sneering.” Nothing could be further
from my wish at any time. There are absurdities
in the world, or at least so it seems to some of
us, at which we had best laugh; but laughter
and “sncering ” are very different, and in some
sort opposite to one another. If I have sinned
again in this book, I beg pardon from amal-
gamated virtue, and protest I never meant 1t;
but I won’t promise not to do so again. I have
striven to make my works amusing ; if they be
instructive also, why, so much the better! But
pray accuse me not of failing to do what I never
attempted. After all, “ Le style c’est 'homme ;”
and no earthly permission is needed for a man
to be what he is.

Laris, July 14, 1866.

BRGITNEL c
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A RIDE ACROSS A CONTINENT.

CHAPTER I

Our party—St. Thomas—Kingston—Aspinwall—First view of
Greytown—Greytown bar—Landing—Our hotel—American ac-
quaintances—The lagoon—Captain P .—A Rio Frio story—
Our Colorado pienic —Droll scenes—The Colorado—Rumours of
marvels—Heroism of the filibusters—Scenes on board and on the
bank—The “ tuboba ”—Scarlet frozs—Venomous lizards—Return
to Greytown.

Ox the 17th of October, 1865, we took passage
for Greytown, on the Royal Mail Steam-ship
“Shannon.” Our party consisted of Mr. Jebb,
myself, Mr. J. D——, secretary, and an English
groom, Ellis : our objects I have explained in
the preface. The ocean behaved becomingly to
us, our fellow-passengers were pleasant, and so
soon as all on board had become duly impressed
with the importance of the position held in this
VOL. I. B



Lo

A RIDE ACROSS A CONTINENT.

world by the captain of a Royal Mail Packet,
everything passed agreeably.

The news of the Morant Bay insurrection
reached us at St. Thomas. That little green
island, upon which the red and white town
seems so curiously to climb, was in a great fer-
ment ; and, indeed, if the sentiments of two
boatmen, who rowed us about the harbour,
showed truly the desires generally entertained
by the negro population, with reason enough
were the residents alarmed. These two fellows,
one of whom was black and the other coloured,
informed us that the people of Jamaica had
behaved in the most virtuous manner, and hinted
that the overwhelming number of whites in the
other islands alone preserved them from a similar
fate. This, it should be remembered, was before
the news of the suppression had reached St.
Thomas, or, at least, before its details were cre-
dited by the blacks. Of course, no one in his
senses will justify certain passages in the conduct
of the military at Jamaica ; butif such ideas were
abroad in the West Indian islands—and very few
dispute this fact—here is surely some justification
for Governor Eyre and the other authorities.
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From St. Thomas we ran to Kingston, where
those who love such sights might have beleld
seven negroes hanging on one tree about five
miles from the town; so at least we were as-
sured, but very probably it was not true. One
of our fellow-passengers escaped narrowly. He
had just succeeded to an estate at Morant Bay,
and was going to inspect his property. The
name of a friend in the neighbourhood, who had
mvited him to be his guest, was first on the list
of murdered which reached us at St. Thomas.

At Kingston we saw the commanding officer
—Colonel Fyfe, I think—a sergeant, and several
men, belonging to the Maroon Volunteer Corps,
of which such extraordinary stories have been
told in England. We found the sergeant a very
civil, respectable man, and the privates as well
dressed and as decent-looking as any others of
the negro population. The sergeant was care-
fully carrying a *‘fetish,” picked up after the
rout of the negroes : it was merely a rude wooden
figure, about eighteen inches high, wound about
with blue riband and feathers. Why do all dark
races relapse into idolatry the moment they break
with the European power? Is it possible they
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regard Christianity as essentially a portion of
the white yoke, to be outwardly revered and
copied, like the rest of his law, so long as his
power endures, but to be thrown on one side at
the first movement of independence? What-
ever be the cause, it may, I think, be safely
asserted that every converted race of dark skin
has returned to its native superstition when a
blow for freedom was to be struck against the
white sovereignty. Of this I shall be enabled
to give a very curious proof in the course of my
narrative.

The decay of Kingston has been too much
commented on of late to require remark from
me. The silent and dusty streets, the rotting
houses, the wretched appearance of the negroes,
when contrasted with the state of those islands
in the possession of foreign nations, tell a tale
of ill-informed benevolence, and of weak and
shuffling government, too often repeated under
our balanced system. Could we import China-
men by wholesale, as the French did, and aban-
don the traffic with stern condemnation when
our object was gained, we might restore our
West Indies to something of their former splen-
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dour ; but such a course is impossible. Our
lovely islands must rot under the incubus.

From Kingston to Aspinwall, where we had
the most distressful partings possible, was the

next stage. Oh, that dreadful day in Colon,

when the last glimmer of the blue dresses had
been whirled from our sight, and nothing re-
mained for us but to wander on the wharf and
survey the long range of “bars” and billiard-
rooms which compose the town !

Twenty-four hours more brought us to Grey-
town, or San Juan del Norté, as the Nicaraguans
call it. When we came on deck in the early
morning, the sky was dark and ragged, a cold
wind blew from shore, the sea was rough and
muddy. Before uslay alow, dull, swampy coast,
and as far as the eye could reach stretched a
dusky green plain, unbroken by any hill or visible
river. Over a long stretch of bare sand was a
misty line of timber-built houses painted white,
close behind which rose the dark forest wall.
Threc weatherbeaten palms stood all solitary at
the erd of a naked sandspit, and at their feet lay
an overturned canoe and a skeleton tree washed
up by the waves. A swampy village, a dreary and
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a desolate, Greytown appeared, as we lay off in
the “Ruahine,” and waited for the Carib canoes.

Before leaving the vessel we issued invi-
tations for dinner on the following day to every
officer off duty, but mnot a solitary acceptance
did we obtain. Once on a time, two gentlemen
belonging to the Royal Mail Service went ashore
at Greytown, and the report they gave on re-
turning aboard diffused such universal panic,
that no officer has since ventured to leave his
vessel while off the Nicaraguan coast. Finding
all temptation to be utterly vain before this well-
grounded horror, we embarked alone in a cargo-
boat, pursued by a tearful chorus of advice and
sympathy. DBy great good fortune the sea had
become tolerably smooth, and we crossed the bar
without further accident than wet knees and a
tectotum-like revolution of our boat. Mischance
1s terribly common in this shark-haunted surf.
For the conveyance of the mails, Mr. Paton,
the English Consul, has a crew of Caribs* spe-
cially engaged, for no other race of men could

* Whatever the Caribs may have been when first deported from St,
Vincent, they are now negroes in every respect, excepting that they
show an industry and perseverance rarely met with in the African
character. The mahogany cutting is entirely in their hands, and as
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perform this perilous duty with the punctuality
required. No serious accident has yet happened
to these bold surf-men, but the mail-bags are
generally dripping when landed.

Inside the sandspit which is forming across
the channel, the canoe glides along a vast mea-
dow of water-grass, over beds of aquatic flowers
and long tangles of purple blossom. On every
side are the pretty red and yellow birds called
spurwings, which hover and flutter above the
water like butterflies, with wings vertically up-
raised, and sink at length among the weed with
a coo of contentment. Big white cranes flap
heavily seaward, disturbed in their reedy haunts
by the rustle of our canoe; and flocks of awk-
ward needle-ducks skim over the water, or sit
with wings outstretched upon a floating log.
There 1s little picturesque beauty in the harbour
of Greytown; one feels oppressed with odours
of the swamp, and a prevailing sense of flat-
ness. Kverything is so level, so damp, so green.

boatmen they only yicld to the Mosquito Indians, whose regular
services cannot be obtained. It is gratifying to notice the invariable
enthusiasm with which all the inhabitants of the Atlantic coast
speak of the Caribs.
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Presently we came upon a few palm trees and
a few wooden shanties. Then we encountered a
gentlemanly old Spaniard in his shirt-sleeves,
standing upon a rotten log half buried in oozy
swamp grass. This personage, our crew assured
us, was the Carib Consul, placed at the entrance
of the town to prevent the importation of oil
extracted from mosquitoes, now much manu-
factured in England. Native industry required
fostering.  After an interchange of friendly
advice, we left this individual standing on his
log. More wooden shanties, more water-puddles,
more damp grass; then a rotting wooden jetty
in front of a shed proclaimed to be the ¢ Royal
Mail Steam-ship Company’s Wharf and Ware-
house.” Here we shipped our oars, for the heart
of the town was reached.

Upon the rotten wharf was a tiny little coloured
boy, very clean, and neat, and—self-possessed, let
us say, as most coloured boys are, especially tiny
ones. Upon seeing us he produced an enormous
pencil and a note-book of corresponding dimen-
sions. As the cargo was lifted out of our boat,
he made entries of great magnitude in the large
note-book : the clerk of the Royal Mail Steam-
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ship Company was before us. Say! Capn
Simon,” says he, to an honest-looking black man,
unloading the boat, “Say! Cap’n Simon! Hev
ve heard the news? The black folks at Jamaica
hev rig'n and killed all the white and coLourED
folks ; they blank black niggers air no good on
airth, Isay. They beblank!” ¢ Eh, mus’r! and
whatta they do that for?” ¢“They blank blank
'say! They want all the land to theirselves.
It’s all "long of the missionaries. They ain’t no
‘count at all, they missionaries ; they’re at the
handle-end of all mischief. They ain’t no ’count
at all—blank !

Here “ Cap’n” Simon pulled him up short by

2

questioning the accuracy of his “ile” account,
and we left the little yellow Solon among the
paint cans. It was amusing to us subsequently
to hear the Jamaica negroes of Greytown dis-
cussing this revolt. The devoted loyalty of
their expressions was quite touching; let us
hope it was also sincere. In the West Indies a
negro, or a nigger, is a black man born in
Africa; all those born in the colony call them-
selves Creoles, like white people. The negroes,

who, in fact, compose almost the whole popu-
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lation of Greytown, are a quiet and comparatively
industrious body; but with prosperity care has
come, and the chuckling “ yap-yap ™ of laughter,
which resounds so pleasantly in the island towns,
is seldom heard here. The negroes laugh like
other people, and are no fun at all.

If eight hundred travellers descend upon a vil-
lage of seven hundred inhabitants, and stay there
ten days, what will be the awful result? Not
eight hundred virtuous artisans, each provided
with a paper of sandwiches, and a bottle of beer
in a side pocket, but eight hundred wild Cali-
fornians, all nuggets and bowie knives, each one
of whom is bound to have three meals a-day, and
liquor whenever he—something—pleases? Our
Greytown experience enables us to answer this
question. The town on which such fate shall
fall will be sacked as by an army of Huns; and
succeeding travellers, passing through on their
lawful business, shall be exposed without redress
to the extremes of hunger and thirst; since for
all landladylike shortcomings an excuse exists
against the force of which cavil must impotently
break : “Three days ago, sir, we had eight
hundred Californians here on the Transit, and
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they stayed ten days. We had fifty of them in
this house.” Fifty of them in the Union Hotel!
Fifty elephants in a loose box! This building,
in which we took up our quarters, was twenty
feet in breadth by seventy feet in length, inclu-
sive of a verandah and back kitchen. It was
built of wood, as are all the houses of Greytown ;
upon the ground floor was a bare flagged bar,
a bare flagged dining-room, and a kitchen barer
than either. On the upper floor were sixteen
bedrooms, all of them more than six feet
square. Leaving our baggage to be carried up,
we strolled across a wet meadow to this hotel,
and entered the bar; the landlord made his ap-
pearance, and introduced himself as Captain
Fletcher. On his retirement to arrange our
rooms, a gentleman with a weatherbeaten face
and a thick moustache approached us, and said,
with much cordiality—* Haow a’y you, gentle-
men ?”  Then, after a moment’s thought, he
added triumphantly—“ Naow you've come by
the steamer”—as if he himself were in the habit
of travelling by balloon. Having long since
determined to conform in every respect to the
native habits, we replied mildly that we had
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come by the steamer, and spat against a pillar,
to show we were acquainted with American
manners. This action scemed to strike our in-
quiring friend. He looked hard at the three
lonely cocoa-palms upon the sandspit, glanced at
us from the corner of his eye, and after a pause
observed—‘ Kind o’ dry this, ain’t 1t?” In in-
nocence we objected that the scene appeared
to us rather damp. ¢ Yes,” he said. * “ Natur’s
damp here, but humans air always dry. Say!
shall we take a drink ?” Following the usages
of the country, we took a drink, and the landlord
and his barman kindly joined. Our hospitable
acquaintance was then introduced as Captain
Somebody, and the barman confided to me his
own name, which was Joe.
Revolving many things in mind we retired to
our rooms, which were clean and fresh and
neat beyond our most luxurious expectations.
On descent for dinner we found the bar-room
crowded with Americans,* among whom were
Captain P——, Captain Y——, Captain S——,
. * ltis strangely significant and prophetic that the Spanish in-
habitants of the continent give the name of American exclusively

to the people of the United States, who have unconsciously adopted
the same habit in speaking of themselves.
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and Captain W——. My companion was in-
stantly saluted as Captain Jebb, while the land-
lord presented me all round as Captain Boyle.
Nay, if my ear did not fail me, I heard our
secretary addressed as Captain D——; and it
was Ellis’s own fault if he did not retain a mili-
tary title suited to his ambition.

A very short stroll introduces the traveller to
all that is to be seen of Greytown; and a very

pretty little village it is—all white paint and
green leaves and wavy palm trees. The streets
are not paved with neck-breaking stones, nor
cut out of the white and blinding sand as in
other Central American towns, but are covered
with turf as verdant as an English lawn. In
the midst of the village is a large green, which
would remind the wanderer of many a pleasant
old-fashioned scene at home, were it not for the
feathery cocoa-palms planted at intervals along
the grass. On the land side of the houses are
meadows and wild gardens, separated from the
jungle by canal-like lagoons, which were filled
at that time of the year to a considerable depth.
For we had arrived in an unusually wet season,
and November is always a watery month at
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Greytown. Within an hour of our landing, the
rain began to descend in such a manner that the
“ John Crows” were in danger of drowning in
mid air, and any disbeliever in the Biblical
deluge must have been converted on the in-
stant. Along this Atlantic coast the climate is
frequently irregular; the dry and rainy seasons
are sometimes almost transposed. Floods are
excessively common. In the terrific hurricane
which swept down Blewfields river, a short time
previous to our arrival, an island was washed
away bodily, carrying with it eleven persons,
whose bodies were never recovered. Fever and
ague, that curse of the Tropics, is very preva-
lent; but I am satisfied that the excessive mor-
tality of Greytown is to be attributed to the
habits of the people rather than to any un-
healthiness of the climate. If that remark, ever
ringing in one’s ears about the American bar-
rooms—* Wal! this is the dryest party ever I
see. Say! shall we take a drink ?”"—were less
uttered or less frequently applauded, the Transit
Company would not suffer such an annual loss
of men, nor the climate of Nicaragua be so badly

reputed.
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Behind the village is a large lagoon, which
winds about for miles, sometimes narrowing to
a mere canal, but finally stretching out into a
broad sheet of water. The loveliness of this
little lake, the brightness and variety of the
foliage that walls it in and reflects itself in the
clear, dark water, the silent beauty of its long
vistas, defy description. A broad grassy border
of the brightest green edges round the shallows ;
and from this verdant carpet a thousand strange
varieties of aquatic plants spring into brilliant
blossom. The dense tropical foliage droops
heavily under the sunbeams, and dips its boughs
i the shaded water. Tufted lianas hang like
ropes from the trees, and sway gently with the
stifled breeze. Here and there floats a huge
alligator, showing the long ridge of his scaly
back above the surface ; big bullfrogs give forth
a shuddering croak at slow intervals; a jungle
crow wakes up with a drowsy cry and flits
noiselessly over the water; or a startled lizard
drops from his bough and scurries away without
wetting a scale of his shining skin. Musically
from the distance come the cries and laughter of

bathing negro girls; the foam swirls and trickles
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beneath the light paddle; and we glide along
in a lotus dream until our Carib boatman rouses
us by a sudden burst of wild song.

The amusements of Greytown are not nu-
merous, but in general scheme they resemble
those of better-known latitudes. On the night
of our arrival, positively the very first night, we
were invited to a ball—a downright live dance
—from which “ladies of colour ”” were excluded.
And it was a success, too, for white ladies at-
tended to the number of nine, and among
them was an unmarried one. Besides such dis-
sipations, which it must be admitted are not so
frequent as might be wished, there are pigs, and
wild ducks, and tapirs, and manetee, and pan-
thers, and many other interesting beasts, all to
be shot in the neighbourhood  As for the pigs
and the manetee, Greytown, from the stories of
the residents, would seem to be suffering a
plethora of themj but, though searching as-
siduously, none were to be found by us, and
other strangers have we encountered who gave
the same report. I mention the fact because it
seems curious.

On the day after arrival, November 12, we
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walked through a swampy meadow, among
thickets of guava and sand apple, to the office of
the Transit Company.* There we found Captain
G
the equilibrium of fluids, after the severity of

, the chief, and Captain P——, restoring

the previous evening, with champagne cocktails.
The latter of these gentlemen had been one of
the most distinguished filibusters, and commanded
the crack corps of Walker’s army, the Nicaraguan
Rangers. Certainly he presented the very ideal
of a dashing soldier of fortune. Captain G——
told us numerous tales of “Indian fighting” in
Texas and California, enlivening them with a
more than common share of that grotesque wit
so characteristic of the Western Americans.
We stayed a long time at this house, fascinated
by the odd drollery of our host’s conversation,
and finally accepted an invitation to join a sur-
veying party starting in a few days for the
mouth of the Colorado on Transit business.

The Rio Frio question was discussed in all its
bearings ; and Captain P——, as we understood,
expressed a wish to join us as a volunteer if we
should succeed in forming an expedition. Our

* Of this enterprise I speak in the following chapter.

VOL. T. P § C
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intention had long been to give him absolute
command over the discipline of the party in
case we should have more Americans than
English when our numbers were finally filled.
For this abdication we had many reasons.
Yankees are difficult to manage under the best
circumstances ; Western men are the most un-
ruly among Yankees; and such reckless spirits
as are the majority of the Greytownians it would
be simply impossible to control except by the
exhibition of an “ outrecuidence” superior to
their own. That P

post we had been assured before leaving England,

was the man for this

and a personal acquaintance gave us great con-
fidence in his capacity.

Besides, the river was to some extent known
to him already. In 1864, in company with
three Frenchmen, he ascended the Frio in a
small cance. For five days they mounted the
stream, which narrowed gradually, and on the
sixth came to a fork, apparently enclosing an
extensive swamp. Irom time to time patches
of cultivated plantain had been observed upon
the banks, and rude huts similar to those in use
among the Mosquito tribes; but up to the sixth
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morning no other traces of man were seen
except a few of the curious little rafts on which
the Guatusos navigate these rapid streams with
such singular skill. Shortly after leaving this
fork, the daring explorers came to a sharp turn
in the river, which was here much obstructed
with timber and covered with weeds. On
swinging round the angle at a considerable pace,
they suddenly found themselves face to face with
a tall savage clothed in a panther skin, who
seemed to be spearing fish as he stood astride
upon his raft. The Indian scarcely lost presence
of mind for a moment. Throwing down the
spear he snatched up a bow, and drew the long
reed arrow to the head, pointing it at P——, who
sat in the bows of the canoe. P—— owned to
us that he felt paralysed for the moment. His
fate seemed hopeless. The Indian, whose dark
face looked devilish with fear and malignity,
was scarcely fifteen feet away; his bow was
drawn to the full stretch, and no earthly acci-
dent seemed able to prevent its discharge. But
for the hundredth time P——'s life was saved by
a chance. TFor some reason or other the Indian
did not seem to fancy the first arrow, and threw



20 A4 RIDE ACROSS A CONTINENT.

it down, hastily drawing another from his
quiver. In the very act, Robert, a Frenchman,
shot him through the heart. He fell backwards
into the water, and a strong eddy carried his

body towards the cance. P and the others

all assert that his complexion was as dark as that
of a Comanche, and indeed that he resembled
those Indians in his cast of features. It is a
universal belief along the Atlantic coast, from
Belize to Aspinwall, that the Frio tribe have
white complexions, fair hair, and grey eyes.

We subsequently made acquaintance with the
three Frenchmen who were with P—— on this
expedition, and they all admitted that they were
“badly scared.” In the hurried consultation
held after the Indian’s death, it was unanimously
determined to turn back ; for in such a situation
none of the party cared to meet savages whose
courage apparenﬂ.y was not to be shaken even
by the sight of such strange objects as white men
must have seemed to them. On a stream so
narrow, and so thicky blocked with snags and
timber, every man of the little party might at
any moment be shot from the bank, or from
cover of a log, without sight of his enemy ; and
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that the Guatusos are tolerable marksmen
former massacres had shown. Accordingly, the
canoe was put about in all haste ; and, their panic
growing on them, they paddled unceasingly
until reaching San Carlos at the mouth of the
river. In seventeen hours, aided by the cur-
rent, they had retraversed the distance pre-
viously accomplished in six days.

But we understood Captain P

to say he
was anxious to return, and take a more careful
“prospect” of the gold-bearing Frio district, and
would wish to volunteer into any party we
might organize. That we should have mis-
understood him upon this point was very un-
fortunate.

We spent the time until the start of the
Colorado survey, in wandering about the woods
and harbour, shooting various birds and beasts.
On the appointed day we joined the party, and
embarked on board a small steamer under the

command of Captain P In the mean time

we had made an addition to our numbers in the
person of “Sammy,’

2

a white Creole boy from
Jamaica, who entered our service as Spanish
interpreter to Ellis, and for ¢ general utility.”
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There were about twenty Americans on board
besides the crew, and some few ¢ Dutchmen,”
as Germans are indiscriminately called on the
other side of the Atlantic. In a very few
minutes we made out that our fellow-guests
were of a type quite different from any hitherto
encountered in all our wanderings. Tall, up-
right, broad-shouldered men they were nearly
all. Their heads were well set on, hands and
feet small, muscles like iron. Every movement
was quick and decided : there seemed to be a
restless activity about them which kept the deck
in a continual bustle. Their language was a
compound of extravagant humour and im-
probable blasphemy. Practical jokes, of which
the Dutchmen were usually vietims, went on
everywhere, and six-foot filibusters rolled with
laughter like children. We were among the
very pick of the Western States—men highly
thought of even there for reckless daring.

They were simply the most good-natured,
good-tempered fellows I ever met with. Our
previous knowledge of Texans and Missourians
and Califormans was confined to a general im-

pression of humour, and ingenious swearing,
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and ever-present revolvers—an impression prin-
cipally traced by a severe treatment of Mayne
Reid’s novels undergone at school. On finding
the two former points of this description so
thoroughly realised, we began to regard the
construction of the rifles and pistols strewn
about the deck with no slight interest. There
were one or two instruments of abnormal shape,
which would, I am confident, have caused novel
sensations in the most hardened frame; but not
a single specimen could we see which comforted
us by a won’t-go-off appearance ; they all looked
painfully wicked. But to speak seriously, there
was no possibility of anything disagreeable.
That nineteen out of twenty Americans on
board would have shot a man with just the
same indifference as I should feel in shooting a
monkey, is probably true enough—the greater
part had long since “ fait leur epreuves” in that
respect—but bad temper we never met with
among these wild fellows. The Western man
will bear any amount of rough jesting from an
acquaintance, or even from a stranger if he be a

5

“right bhoy;” and the joke must be practical

indeed if it draw from him any reply except
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a great shout of laughter and a droll return.
There is nothing like the habit of carrying
arms to teach a people courtesy and good
temper.

The “cocktails” went round with immense
rapidity while we crossed Greytown bar, and
stood to the southward; but we were grati-
fied to observe that the man at the wheel,
though frequently solicited, steadily refused
to drink until the steamer should be brought
to.

In about a couple of hours we reached the
Colorado bar, and went in over it; twelve feet
was the deepest water we could find. Rifles
were now loaded in readiness for the alligators
which lie in shoals along these rivers, and i a
few moments the sharp crack of the American
small-bores resounded from every part of the
vessel.  Presently attention was called to a
“ Dutchman,” whose Swiss rifle refused to
go off.

“Wall, now, R——,” said a big Missourian,
“may I be very blank if I didn’t say that there
gingerbread dug-out o’ yours were no ’count.
Blank! We’ve more of 'em down in Massoora
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than ever you see, and the children paint ‘em
green, and use ’em for popguns.”

“Eh, R——,” said another, very gravely;
“won’t that there gun o’ yours go off? Ch—!
How I have been admiring of it ever since I see
the genteel poker it made when Mrs, R—— was
a-stirring the kitchen fire a day ’gone. ‘They're
wonderful keen things,” she says to me, ‘air
Dutch guns! When they’ve got to know you,
you may be just as cruel to ’em as you please,
and they’re that good-hearted they won’t do
yer any hurt.” ”

The real fact was, Captain P—— had put a
handful of lucifer matches down the barrel while
1t lay unloaded on deck.

The land at the mouth of the Colorado is
even more swampy than in the neighbourhood
of Greytown: we found the forest a foot deep
in mud wherever it was tried. A German
doctor on board told us there was an artficial
hill somewhere near, on which were ruins, and
the remains of a most wonderful pavement, the
tiles of which were of slate and copper, fastened
together horizontally, the slate uppermost. He
said 1t was utterly impossible to chip the stone
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from the metal, so incredibly tenacious was
the substance that united them. He had found
numerous specimens, some of which were in the
museum of Paris, some in that of Vienna, and
some in New York. The fact is exceedingly
curtous, if true; but his notion of the locality
of this hill was too vague to encourage us to
penetrate the swamp, even with such wonders in
view. There were a few Muscovy ducks on
the shore, plenty of cranes and sandpipers,
thousands of alligators, but no large game.
Captain P—— shot a “ congo,” or howling
monkey, which was secretly served up as
guatuse, or jungle rabbit. When all had eaten
heartily—for (I speak with the fear of all created
old women before my eyes) few animals are

more delicious than a young monkey—a long
black paw, grasping a lghted candle, was handed
round with the cigars. The horrid suspicion
caused some pallor among the party, and one or
two retired precipitately. Mr. Jebb and I were
not at our first meal of monkey-flesh, and the
Jjoke missed fire.

We remained in the Colorado three days, sur-

veying and cufting wood. Certainly in the
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course of a wandering life T never passed three
days in such a strange scene. The drinking
was carried to a pitch only equalled by the
swearing, and both were varied and ingenious
beyond English dreams. Gambling never ceased
in the twenty-four hours. We might almost fill
a volume with the drolleries seen and heard
among our singular hosts. One wretched old
gentleman, lying asleep on deck, was sewn up
completely with strong twine. His coat was
sewn to his shirt and jersey, his trousers to his
coat, his socks to his trousers, and even his hat
to his collar. When he awoke and rolled over,
crack !—his whole apparel ripped up. Another
vietim, incautiously taking off his upper clothes
to wash, found them put up as stakes, played for,
and won, when he wished to dress again. Two
members of the party got into their own pockets
every penny there was on board, and another
displayed eight penknives of his winning. The
same poor fellow who lost his clothes had his
boots drawn off while asleep. They were put on
the table, won, and lost in three minutes, and all
the complaints of the “ Duteh” owner, on awak-
ening, were received with shouts of laughter.
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He was confined to the vessel in his stockings for
the rest of the voyage, having. the additional
mortification of seeing the winner stroll about
the deck with his handsome buff boots on, and of
listening to critical comments on the make of
the articles and estimate of their value. But
everything was returned to its former owner on
arrival at Greytown; even the money, which
had been won fairly enough. One gentleman
gave back more than fifty dollars.

I hope no one will think this deseription of our
odd companion, tedious. To Nicaraguans, and
in Nicaragua, their manners and habits are inte-
resting in the highest degree. Such men as
these were the fifty-five heroes who stood shoul-
der to shoulder in the plain of Rivas, and held
their ground against odds of thirty to one. Such
men as these were the four hundred who in Gua-
daloupe church lived for nineteen days upon the
bodies of their comrades, rather than yield to the
liberal terms offered by the thousands of their
besiegers ; and among us was a survivor of that
wild band. Such men as these were the hundred
and seventy-five who carried Granada in a night
attack, routing three thousand troops, and storm-
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ing three successive barricades. But, on the
other hand, it was men like these who yielded to
a mad panic at Santa Rosa, and fled before half
their number of Costa Ricans. Before the castle
of San Juan they fled again, and on the Sereb-
piqui. The list of their incomprehensible de-
feats is almost aslong as that of their heroic
victories. The turbulence and thoughtlessness
of his army ruined Walker’s scheme, as his know-
ledge of their reckless bravery had alone enabled
him to conceive it.

In returning by the San Juan branch, we
stayed from time to time to take in wood piled
up on the river bank, and the removal of the
logs was not performed without some danger.
Snakes, and centipedes, and scorpions abounded ;
and while the men worked, we stood by with
ready guns to greet them as they wriggled, half
asleep, from under the overthrown faggots. Ah'!
the lovely scenes we can call to mind in those
little clearings!—how at evening the sunbeams
glinted among the crush of foliage !—how cool
and quiet the steamer looked in the blue forest
shadow! A rainbow light lay on the river, a
red gleam upon the dead leaves at our feet, a
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glitter and glow upon the topmost branches of
the tall trees. A ceaseless crash of overthrown
logs, the short sharp cries of the Spaniards, the
distant crack of a rifle deadened by the dense
forest, the hum of a big beetle, and the gurgle of
the river—these were the pleasant sounds that
filled the drowsy hours. Then, suddenly, a shout
and a scuffle. Amidst cries of “ Tuboba! tuboba !
Setior!” we hurry to the spot, and there, in a
scene of wild confusion, we make our first ac-
guaintance with that great snake, the terror of
Central America, the beautiful black and brown
“tuboba.” He is not likely to wriggle away or
try to hide himself. Knowing his deadly power,
he stands steadily before us; his glassy eye looks
straight in front; he does not deign to glance
aside, though our every movement is marked.
The long coils of his body, so soft and satiny,
are quivering to the spring. His throat swells
with rage and venom, and his head begins to
sway with an almost imperceptible motion. For
a moment we admire the graceful curve of that

raised neck—and then the poor tuboba lies strug-
gling upon the ground, with a bullet through his

skull.




VENOMOUS REPTILES. 31

Once, too, we disturbed a pair of dull, stupid-
looking lizards, at sight of which the workmen
fled in dismay. They declared them to be so
poisonous, that a mere touch with a booted foot
would cause a horrible death.* I cut them to
pieces with my knife.

But the insects and the creeping things we
unhoused, how odd they were. Great spiders
with basilisk eyes, which darted about in a
strange zig-zag course; hairy beetles and flat
cockroaches, which took to their wings and flew ;
flat soppy insects, of hideously uncertain shape,
which rolled about under foot; shiny black
crickets, with long inquisitive horns, which
leaped up into the air, and struck us in the face.

* From Dr. Flint of Granada we received an account of a reptile
most virulently poisonous. The first case in which it was brought
under his notice was that of a man found dead one morning, with
the complete impress of a lizard’s body burnt into his back. A
further search showed the body of the reptile, also dead ; probably
smothered by the weight of the man lying on it. The second case
was that of a healthy young woman, who put her foot—hardened,
by long habit of walking barefoot, into the consistency of leather,
—upon one of these reptiles in the woods. Though Dr. Flint used
every remedy he could devise, she finally died in great agony,
This lizard seems to be almost transparent, small, and slow in its
movements. A very slight pressure will crush it; a whitish liquid
exudes from the body. Apparently those we found on the San Juan
were not of this species.



32 A RIDE ACROSS A CONTINENT.

But there were othersalso. Living jewels flashed
about the displaced wood ; lovely little frogs, that
seemed made of scarlet sealing-wax, scrambled
about our feet, and looked up with eyes of eme-
rald and topaz ; big iguanas, with coats of shining
green, scuffled over the grass, carrying their
long tails high up above their backs; flies of
sapphire, with ruby wings, hung quivering in
the sunbeams that pierced the tangled foliage.

When the pale evening mists began to climb
the steamer’s sides, the last logs were thrown
on board, and we rejoined our party. ¢ Kind o’
pretty it were, that clearin’. Made one’s eyes feel
good, ye know,—the timber, and the sundown,
and all! 'Will yer jine us? This is genuine
Bourbon !”




CHAPTER 11.

Californian Transit Company—The “ Old Transit >—Captain Pim’s
scheme—The Governor of Greytown—Story of a Rio Frio expe-
dition—Kidnapping a British subject—The river San Juan—Story
of Mr. S —His domestic arrangements—Castillo Viejo—
Rapids—San Carlos—Condition of the people—Mouth of the Frio
river—Lake of Nicaragua—Ometepec—Zapatero—Indian reserva-
tions — Filibusters — Granada — Houses and customs—Hotel—
Presidio—Churches—Siege and assault of the filibusters—Revo~
lutions—Amusements—Scorpions—Hammock living.

GREYTOWN is the Atlantic terminus of the Cali-
fornianTransit Company, an enterprise of which
we in Iingland know less than might be wished.*
It is essentially an American speculation, and is
specially favoured by the government of the
United States; to the extent, as is whispered,
of support from the public purse in its declining
fortunes. The first company that opened this
route, in 1852, is generally called the Vanderbilt ;

* The apathy with which transit projects are received in England
is very curious, and not a little suggestive to those who have seen the
excitement with which any new scheme for crossing the continent is
greeted in the States.
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but an unfortunate quarrel with the towns-
people of San Juan speedily brought this earliest
effort to disaster. The warehouses and offices
of the Company were built upon a sandspit
called Punt’ Arenas, which lies opposite to the
town. The mid-stream is shallow, but a deep
channel follows either bank. When the quarrel
became bitter, each party set to work ¢ im-
proving” its own channel, driving in piles,
and making dams, with the object of choking
its enemy’s water. DBoth parties succeeded in
this aim, and more injury was done to the river
in two years than Nature unaided would
probably have wrought in ten. DBut at length
the hostility became murderous, and the Van-
derbilt Company—by shameless intrigue- which
would, I really think, have been nnpossible in
any Kuropean government—caused the bom-
bardment of Greytown by U.8.S. « Cyane,” Cap-
tain Hollins, whose name should surely be
handed down to posterity. On the 13th July,
1854, the little town, which had just begun
to flourish, was burnt to the ground. The fol-
lowing letter, which cannot be too widely circu-
lated in England, speaks for itself :—
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“ Office of the Nicaraguan Line,
“ New York, June 16, 1834,

“Captain Hollins, commanding the corvette,
“ Cyane,” leaves on Monday. You will see by
his instructions, which I have written on the
margin, that it is intended his authority should
not be so exercised as to show any mercy to the town
or people.

“If the scoundrels are soundly punished, we
can take possession, and build it up as a busi-
ness place, put in our own officers, transfer the
Jjurisdiction, and you know the rest.

“It is of the last importance that the people
of the town should be taught to fear us. Punish-
ment will teach them. After which you must
agree with them as to the organisation of a new
government, and the officers of it. Everything
now depends on you and Hollins. The latter
is all right. He fully understands the outrage,
and will not hesitate in enforcing reparation.

“I hope to hear from you that all has been
properly executed.

“T am, &e.,

“J. L. WuIre.

“To Mr. J. W. FABENS,
“ Cons, Agent of the U, S. at Greytown.”
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And “properly executed” Greytown was
accordingly.  There is something of the old
Roman about the Yankee Republic.

But retribution soon followed. Up to 1855
the Transit, flourished exceedingly, and the
Company ran a hard race with the Panama Rail-
way ; but in that year the filibusters came down
on Nicaragua. General Walker was not a man
to bear injustice or to heed bullying from his
own countrymen more than from others; and he
promptly served the Vanderbilt Company with
a notice to pay the $400,000 which had been
long due to Nicaragua.* Their refusal was
followed by the seizure of the steamers on river
and lake ; but the Vanderbilt sent out a daring
soldier of fortune named Spencer, who re-
captured the vessels one by one, and thereby
ruined the filibusters. DBut the Company never
recovered this blow.

After its financial decease there was peace on
the San Juan for some years, and the needle-
ducks and the bull-frogs and the spurwings

* Tor details of the successive Transit Companies, their charters
and operations, I must refer the reader to that valnable book, ¢ The
Gate of the Pacific,” by Captain Dedford Pim, whose own scheme of
2 Transatlantic railway will be found there.
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had it all their own way on land and river.
But in 1862 some merchants of New York,
evil-starred, took up the enterprise, and ever
since they have been playing ducks and drakes
on the San Juan with twenty-dollar pieces.
After a certain number of leaps and falls, the
coin invariably sinks to the bottom of the river,
where in all probability it will ever remain.

The route from New York is by sea as far as
this town ; then by the river San Juan and the
Lake of Nicaragua to Virgin Bay ; thence twelve
miles by land to San Juan del Sur; and thence
to San Francisco by the Pacific. The cause of
financial failure to the Company lies—firstly,
in the excessive lowness of the fare ($35
only) ; secondly, bad management in * connec-
tion,” the ocean steamers frequently failing to
meet the passengers at their arrival on the
coast; in which case the whole expense of main-
taining the passengers falls upon the Company.
And, most hopeless of all, the gradual silting-
up of the San Juan River, and consequent
growth of the bar. Twenty years ago the
harbour of Greytown is described by travellers
as “ magnificent,” capable of containing ships of
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any tonnage; but when we arrived there was
barely eight feet of water at the mouth, and
during our stay the port became absolutely
locked : a channel was hastily cut to let off the
rising water. In fact, it is evident that Grey-
town is doomed. By damming up the Colorado
arm of the San Juan Delta, it might indeed be
possible to pour such an impetuous flood into the
northern branch as to sweep out all obstruction,
and partially, at least, to recreate a port; but
independently of the danger of the work in a
country so low and swampy, such a piece of
engineering 1s quite beyond the means of the
present Company, hampered by debt and ruined
m credit as 1t 1s. At this moment, after a vain
attempt to establish a terminus at the mouth of
the Colorado, the Company is endeavourfng to
close the Toro, a smaller branch of the Delta,
and to turn its waters into the San Juan. Such
an attempt was made unsuccessfully some years
ago. Having lately, with the aid of the United
States government, it is whispered, effected a
loan of 3,000,000, the Company may probably
succeed in their object, but the relief would
scarcely be for months. In descending from
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Costa Rica by the Serebpiqui, we positively
walked nearly half the distance from Machuca
Dapids in the bed of the river, as there was not
water enough to float our cance. And where all
was so shallow that the simple precaution of
turning up our trousers kept us dry, the shal-
lewest part appeared to be above the Toro fork.
It seems to be well authenticated that long
after the conquest, sea-going vessels of the
period could and did sail direct from Europe up
the San Juan to Granada. Thomas Gage, the
English traveller, says so distinctly of the year
1665, and also that ships for ocean service were
built on the lake. At present the rapids of Ma-
chuca and Toro would effectually bar the passage
of any vessel drawing over four feet of water, and
under the old fort there is scarcely six inches
of depth. It is asserted that the rapids of the
San Juan were wilfully formed by Spain, to
keep out the buccaneers. Certainly they are
little heard of till modern times.* Evenin 1780
they do not seem to have been insurmountable,
when the English sailed up to the lake. The
river also was very deep at that time, for Nelson

* Vide Chapter V.
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ascended as far as Mico Island in his corvette,
the “ Henchenbrok,” a feat quite impossible for
very many years past. In fact, the inhabitans
of Greytown, whose existence is bound up in
Transit schemes, mournfully admit that the
town is “played out” No other harbour is
“available. Monkey Point has long been ceded
to Captain Bedford Pim, as the Atlantic ter-
minus of his projected railroad, and no port exists
to the southward. The Transit Company is,
I believe, doomed ; and it is scandalously whis-
pered that they hold on still only in the hope
that they may be bought out by the necessities
of some railroad or canal scheme.

On our return to Greytown we at once
engaged passage on the freight boat starting
in two days for Granada. It therefore became
necessary to call on the Governor about pass-
ports; for, though I was furnished, Mr. Jebb
had not taken such precaution in London. We
found at Government House a burly personage
who was quite unable to pronounce a word of
English, though nine-tenths of the people of
Greytown are Americans, or negroes speaking
our tongue. The report given to us of govern-
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ment energy was quite funny. In case of a
row among the Transit passengers,—and a
voyage seldom passes without one,—the repre-
sentative of order waits patiently until it is
fought out. When some wretch is shot or
bowied, and the guilty party safe held in the
hands of the bystanders, he strolls to the spot
with some majesty, and claims the malefactor in
the name of the law. After carefully noting
down the circumstances of the affair—what a
valuable collection of fighting' stories must lie in
the archives of Greytown I—the accused is put to
work in the garden of Government House, and
otherwise made useful until the next steamer
shall arrive. He is then, provided the govern-
ment ground has been properly dug and planted
with garlic, dispatched to New York at his own
expense.

But the scandal of Greytown, though more
amusing than most others, is peculiarly liable to
mislead.

In the course of a very cordial conversation,
the Governor told us the tale of an expedition
organized by the Commandante of San Carlos in
1849, to explore the Rio Frio. We subsequently
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heard many versions of this disastrous affair,
which has caused much of the terror felt for the
Guatusos; but a man occupying a position so
important as the government of Greytown ought
certainly to be well informed upon the subject,
and T repeat the story briefly as he told it us.

I have already stated that the Rio Frio falls
into the lake of Nicaragua about three hundred
yards from the spot at which the San Juan flows
out of it, and is consequently almost opposite to
the fort of San Carlos. The Commandante of
this post, dwelling within sight of the mysterious
stream, and wearied, we may suppose, of the
dreary idleness to which he was condemned in a
little ruinous village, determined to investigate
the Guatuso marvel, at the head of a force too
strong for resistance. It should be observed
that Nicaragua and Costa Rica are at variance
in regard to their frontier line; and loud the
Guatusos would laugh if they could hear the
bold claims laid by each republic to a territory
which neither of them dare approach. At the
time of the San Carlos expedition Nicaragua was
much more powerful than at present, and she
treated little Costa Rica with calm contempt.
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Accordingly the Commandante fitted out a large
boat with everything necessary for his frugal
soldiery, and embarked with fifty picked
men.*

On the fifth day many footsteps of Indians
were noted on the river bank, together with rude
huts, plantain patches, and other signs of culti-
vation. Each night the party landed, and camped
ashore. On the sixth morning the footprints
around their bivouac were so numerous, and
showed such daring in approach, as to cause the
Commandante some uneasiness. The same thing
happened on the seventh morning, but the
enemy'’s force had again increased. At noon on
this disastrous day the party halted to rest; for
the stream had dwindled to a volume so small as
scarcely to admit the boats, and the labour was
severe. On landing, the soldiers did not even
retain their side-arms; guns, bayonets, and ma-
chetes were left in a light canoce. As they lay
round in the shade, smoking and cooking, they
were suddenly overwhelmed by a very rain of

* Tt would appear that the army of Nicaragua was much more

numerous in those days: at present the whole force at San Carlos is
not fifty soldiers.
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arrows, which killed numbers on the spot, and
wounded nearly all the others. A rush was
made to the canoe containing arms, and it was
overturned in the tumult. The shower of arrows
still continued, and men fell thickly. Losing all
presence of mind, the survivors broke, and fled
singly into the woods. The Commandante,
wounded in sixteen places, managed to conceal
himself till nightfall, when he crept down to the
river bank ; and, by following the stream, suc-
ceeded in reaching San Carlos after fearful hard-
ships. Two more of the party subsequently
turned up, but one of them died immediately on
arrival. So ended the most important attempt
to explore the Rio Frio that has been made in
modern times. 1

I should observe, however, that, by other ac-
counts, nearly half the expedition made its way
back to the fort. In a country like Nicaragua
it is impossible to ascertain the truth of any story
one year after date ; but if there be twenty, or
even ten or five survivors of this disaster still
alive, it seems odd they should never have com-
municated with us, when the report of our
intended exploration was so widely spread.
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Mr. Squier also, who reached San Carlos, as he
says himself, only “ some months ” after the affair,
asserts that the Commandante alone returned ;
and the German traveller Freebel, four years af-
terwards, makes the same statement. No light
whatever was thrown upon the habits of the
Guatusos or the nature of their country by this
expedition : the Commandante never wandered
from his boats, and the jungle was very dense.
Not even in the heat of the massacre did a single
Indian warrior show himself, and this fact has
added not a little to the superstition with which
these fierce savages are regarded.

After telling us this story, the worthy Governor
put his house at our disposal with much fervour,
but we preferred the hotel. On returning thither,
we found the sister of our little Jamaica boy,
Sammy. Her errand was soon explained : she had
changed her mind about letting the boy follow our
fortunes. We pointed out that it was a little late
to alter the arrangement, as he had already pre-
sented an order upon our agent for various gar-
ments, of which he was much in need; but that
if she were indeed his lawful guardian, we would
not oppose her authority. With this she went
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away. Presently appeared Sammy himself, who
declared that his sister was “ no ’count,” and that
he meant to go with us in spite of every one.
We applauded these sentiments, and offered him
such encouragement as we could devise without
infringing the Church Catechism,—to wit, that
paragraph about pastors and masters, and those
set in authority.

On the day of departure our luggage was put
into a big boat and sent to the steamer, while
we walked through the brushwood to the Com-
pany’s wharf. In a few moments we were joined
by Sammy, very pale, but big with a great re-
solve. Before he had time to explain himself]
however, he gave a start and a bound, and in-
stantaneously disappeared among the clumps of
sand-apple and tangle. Here he rapidly formed
himself in light skirmishing order, while his
terror, in a yellow dress and erimson hat, hurried
past us with scowling brows. Evidently there
was fun at hand. We pressed forward. I'rom
time to time a glimpse was caught of our de-
voted boy darting from bush to bush in agonized
bounds; but he displayed so much genius in
concealing himself, that we were always in doubt
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as to his position. But on observing the move-
ments of the enemy, we marked a dreadful deci-
sion about them, and a horrid eraft, which made
us sigh for Sammy. Poor little vietim! In
pitiful fancy we could see him dragged back
through those bushes, attached to the yellow
dress, and gazing in agony upon the crimson
chapeau, while the tears ran down his innocent
cheeks. Were they innocent, his cheeks? I
don’t know. He was very sharp; but I don’t
think he had committed murder, and I am tole-
rably sure he had never been treasurer to a
savings' bank, so at Greytown he would be
called innocent. We noted that the enemy was
making direct for the wharf, while Sammy, in
his wild panic and overpowering anxiety to avoid
being seen, was bounding along at something
like right angles to his proper course, and in
a few moments must have taken his final leap
into the Atlantic, where he would have been
hidden from mortal view for evermore. There-
fore, in the confidence that he would guide him-
self by our movements, we pushed on, and again
passed the enemy. A great change had come
over her appearance. Whereas at the first en-
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counter it was difficult to mark the line at
which the yellow dress was gathered around her
throat, so now was it impossible to distinguish
crimson hat from crimson visage. Family affec-
tion is a sacred feeling, honoured in every vir-
tuous mind : to exercise the authority of a parent
without his cares is sweet to the feminine spirit,
and much affected by elder sisters; but before I
would have made myself as hot as did that
devoted woman, I would have scen all my lhittle
Jamaica brothers back in the land of their na-
tivity. With what haste had she rushed forth,
clad in the simple garment of the domestic
circle! What a touching sacrifice of vanity, thus
unadorned to show herself on the fashionable
wharf!

Sammy now gave a leap into the midst of a
guava bush and disappeared, leaving us in doubt
whether he had passed ahead, or whether he lay
deep down under the grey waves of the ocean.
We hurried on, and the enemy hurried after.
We came in sight of the steamer; no Sammy !

The vessel was lying, with fires up, about
three feet from the marrow jetty, and a plank
was laid down for passengers. At the end of
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this plank did the enemy take up her red and
vellow position, scowling indiscriminately at
every one about the wharf. In another moment
Sammy made his appearance, still aimlessly skir-
mishing from bush to bush, though in full view
of fifty people who had run down to see the fun.
Encouraged by the cheering cries which greeted
him, and stimulated by the sight of his goal, he
made a rush upon the wharf, dodged the enemy
round a big anchor, escaped her clutch by a
miracle, and then, in a great bound of desperation,
leaped on board. “Hi, Sammy!” “ Wlo-oop,
Sammy !” ¢ Think o’ Jerusalem and the land
o’ promise—whoop!” “ Go slow, go slow, old
lady! Wet yer claws and think o’ cotton!”
“Whoop, koo-o0!I” How we all laughed! Such
a chase there was among the scattered cargo—
then by the wood pile—then a rush up the steps
to the hurricane deck—the agonised face of
Sammy—the grim wrath of his avenging sister
—Ieaven grant us all such hearty fun from
time to time until we die!

At length the enemy was disheartened, out of
breath, and mad with “chaff.” After a mo-
ment’s pause she strode off towards the Go-

VOL. I. E



50 A RIDE ACROSS A CONTINENT.

vernor’s house, muttering fierce threats to have
her brother “if there was law in Greytown!”
Mean time the Transit people—who, with the
ready good-nature in which we never knew one
of their officers to fail, took the greatest interest
in the matter—worked with enthusiasm to get
the steamer off, and at length, just as a boat put
from the town, we were fairly away. Steam
was up in a moment and we went full speed, but
the pursuers gained on us, having but to pull
straight to intercept our course. Through our
glasses could be made out a white man sitting in
the stern and gesticulating wildly, but poor
Sammy, who was with us on the hurricane deck,
could not hold the glass steady enough to identify
him. Certainly no Transit steamer since the
days of Walker had crossed the harbour at such
a pace as did ours, but still the canoe was gain-
ing. Suddenly there is a shout of triumph ; she
has struck on a covered sand-bar and half filled.
We pass by with bitter mockery before the
obstacle is rounded. Sammy is carried off to
unknown dangers, and we enjoy the glorious
reputation of kidnappers.

The San Juan river runs through a marshy
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plain as devoid of interest as of beauty. There
are certain points of difference between the
Eastern and Western Tropics which cannot fail
to strike any traveller. Firstly, in the size of
the timber. I know there are immense trees in
America, larger perhaps than any Asiatic species ;
but I fearlessly assert that the average of forest
timber on the former continent is smaller and
lower by a third than that of the latter. The
great tree of Nagarote, one of the shows of
Nicaragua, and a boast for miles, would be con-
sidered a very ordinary object beside a fairly-
grown “tapong” of Borneo or banian of Hin-
dostan. Secondly, in the quantity and richness
of the flowers; there America is unrivalled.
Every bit of waste ground, every open spot in
the forest i1s overrun with brilliant blossom ;
even the sea-sand is hidden by flowering shrubs
and tangles of pink convolvulus. The densest
thicket, to which the sun can never creep, will
boast some hardy flower, and the tree tops are
ablaze with crimson and gold. But that majesty
of the Eastern jungle, which strikes the least im-
pressible traveller with a feeling of awe, is lost
among the smaller trees and brighter colours of
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the Western forest. There is no silence, no
solemnity ; the great black “congos” howl dis-
mally all the day through; parrots scream, jays
twitter, paroquets chirp overhead. The woods
of America are crammed with beasts and birds,
and every one of them makes a noise.

Among our fellow-passengers was a filibuster
from Texas: he was a tall, sallow man, per-
fectly good-tempered, most obliging, overflowing
with the oddest humour, yet celebrated as one of
the readiest fellows with the pistol to be found
among the remnants of Walker’s army. He it

was who accompanied Captain P to a fan-
dango in Greytown, where the latter was nearly
cut in two by a machete blow from behind. Of
all the awful wounds I ever saw that is the
most terrible, and how it could possibly be sur-
vived T cannot conceive. On feeling the blow,

P—— called upon S

and two other fo-
reigners in the room, and then, holding his flesh

up round his waist, he snatched up a stool in his

right hand, and, as he says, “ went in.” &
used no weapon at all—probably because he had
none with him—>but joined his old commander

with his fists, and what is termed generally
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“wild-cat work” in Texas. Iow many were
gouged or hugged, how many had limbs broken,
nobody knows; but in five minutes seventy
natives were thrown out of the room, and not
ten went by the door. As the last of them fled
howling up the street, or was carried away by
his companions, P

fell fainting on the floor,
and S—— was detained in attending to him
while help was coming. In the mean time the
coward who struck the Dblow had fled in a
canoe, and never since has he ventured to re-
turn to his wife and family in Greytown. In

process of time P recovered, and claimed

compensation, to which he was somehow en-
titled ; but the American consul declined to advo-

cate his case, because both he and S—— “ had
expressed sympathy with the Southern rebels!”*

* To illustrate the incredible recklessness of life so characteristic
of the filibuster class, I may mention an anecdote of this gentleman,
for which we can vouch. Lying in his hammock on the hurricane
deck, S was much pestered by the invitations of a Californian
friend to go to the bar ; invitations he was too lazy to accept. The
Californian became very angry, and, drawing his revolver, threatened
to shoot unless his filibuster friend would come. This was no idle
threat, as all knew, but S—— composedly observed—* Shoot away !
You're too tight to hit a haystack if the wind were high.” The
Californian fired two shots quick as thought, and not till then did
S slowly cock his revolver, drawling, “ That’s enough, I guess.
If you pull again, I’ll shoot !”
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Mzr., or Captain, S——, had a small plantation
by Machuca rapids. On landing there, in a
pouring rain, to take in wood, we were presented
to his wife, a pretty little Creole, who could not
speak a word of English. AsS could not get
beyond the oaths in Spanish, their household was
singularly peaceful.  After surveying this couple
for some time, we saw clearly the secret of do-
mestic happiness, and resolved that in marrying
we would seek the same conditions. I think it
probable that Adam and Eve spoke different
languages in Paradise.

After two days’ journey over the muddy San
Juan, during which the rain never ceased for
two hours at a time, we reached Castillo Viejo,
the fort celebrated in Nicaragua as having been
besieged but not captured by the great Nelson.
European history, however, seems to disagree
with the native story upon this latter point, and
thinks that the present ruin of the fortification
is principally to be attributed to the dismantling
it then underwent at the hands of English
sailors. Possibly European history is wrong,
but it seems more probable that the error
should lie with Nicaragua. At this place

—
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is the Custom House, but the officials were very
polite, as they always are, and did not examine
our baggage. Here we changed steamers.

On the following morning an individual, who
looked just like Robinson Crusoe, and proved to
be equally amiable and interesting, was intro-
duced to us by the captain. In spite of his long
hair, ragged beard, and generally wild appear-
ance, we found him to be a man wonderfully
educated for the country : he spoke English very
well, fair French, and Spanish much superior to
the usnal patois. The poor fellow’s history was
one only too common here. He had been
wealthy,and was allied with all the best families
of Nicaragua, the Chamorros, the Lacayos, and
the rest; but the filibuster war had destroyed
his kouse, ruined his plantations, killed or driven
off all his cattle herds, and at its close he found
himself, with many of his family, absolutely
penniless. Fortunately he was unmarried, and,
as he told us, managed to rub along, living from
day to cay, like nine-tenths of the people. He
introduced us to a lady, his cousin, also ruined
by the civil wars. She was living with a son

and daaghter in a cane-built hut, in no way dis-



56 A RIDE ACROSS 4 CONTINENT.

tinguishable from those of the other inhabitants,
but her manners were worthy of the old Spanish
blood she boasted. Certainly we never saw
better “style,” though her residence was not fit
for a well-bred dog. This lady, who had never
travelled out of Nicaragua, asked us in perfect
seriousness what we thought of her “town,”
and whether people were so comforable in
England. Her “town ” consisted of thirty pig-
sties, and a hundred dirty natives, ha/f-naked.
Of course we thought she was making a small
Joke, and were just about to reply in kind, when
the cousin, who knew something of the world,
warned us in English that the question was quite
serious, and that we should give deep offence if
we did not make a complimentary reply. We
told him to tell the necessary fibs himself : being
a Roman Catholic, he could get indulgence for
them.

By means of this obliging acquaintance we
were enabled to visit the castle, which few Euro-
peans have entered in peaceful fashion. A quaint,
picturesque old fortress it is: strength there is
positively none, since the most modern cannon
we could find bore the date of seventeen hundred
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and something ;* but the people look upon it
with immense superstition, and the Command-
ante, who sat in his shirt-sleeves affably smoking
among the garrison, is an important personage
in Nicaragua. While we were at breakfast
ashore—a breakfast consisting of cakes made of
fried hogs’ blood, pork fat mixed with chillies and
boiled in an envelope of dough, half-ripe plan-
tains, boiled, and dirty chocolate, intensely bitter
and greasy—the steamer was foreing its way up
the rapids with the safety valve screwed down
and a bucket-full of old iron hung on to the
lever. These rapids of Castillo Viejo are the
most dangerous on the river: the yellow water
leaps and swirls in a manner really terrific, and
no clear space occurs in the length and breadth
of the descent. Indeed, it should rather be
called a long cataract than a rapid; the fall is
about six feet in two hundred yards, and the
shallow bottom is of broken rock. In an acci-
dent there 1s no possibility of saving life, though
the overturned canoe be close to the bank. Over
and over the body is rolled, rocks tear it limb

* Captain Bedford Pim says there are two dismounted guns taken
from the filibusters on the works, but we did not see them.
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from limb, back eddies carry it into deep re-
cesses and whirl it for minutes bencath the
surface ; the last throb of the water vomits it
forth a mass of shapeless flesh.

Wonderful to relate, though accidents of divers
sorts have sunk no less than twenty-six steamers
in the river and lake, no mishap has ever oc-
curred in the ascent of these rapids. With a
safety-valve screwed down,and a bucket of lead,
or two if necessary, hanging to the lever, a
steamer * is driven up this terrific incline,
now giving ground, now mounting, now held
stationary by the vast force of water, just as a
living thing would be in the same attempt. In
our case the ascent was made in half an hour;
and the vessel lay to round the point, to be
loaded with the heavy cargo discharged at the
foot of the rapids, and sent across the promontory
by atramway. Then we rejoined her and passed
on to San Carlos.

It is believed that these rapids were designedly
made the almost impassable obstruction they now
are by the casting of big rocks into the channel.

* The passengers are discharged at either end of the rapid, walk
across the promontory, and a fresh steamer takes them up or down.
‘We went on in the same vessel.
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Dread of English buccaneers induced this sui-
cidal measure on the part of the Spaniards. The
most notable event in the history of Castillo
Viejo, besides its capture by Nelson, is the siege
of the Leonese party therein by Fruto Chamorro,
at the head of the Grenadinos. On the taking
of the place every soul in it was put to death in
cold blood. Verily, barbarism works its own
reward. During the filibuster war, Castillo
Viejo was captured by Walker, and recaptured
by the Costa Ricans, under Mr. Spencer and
Colonel Cauty. By the latter it was defended
during the second siege of the filibusters under
Colonel Titus. Colonel Cauty is an English-
man.

The cultivation on the San Juan is a joke.
Here and there lies a plantain patch, surrounding
a wood-pile or a tumble-down shed, at which
horrible spirits are sold to the thirsty Transit
passengers, or to naked bongo men. But one
clearing alone on the river is entitled to the
name of plantation. This belongs to a Mr. Wolfe,
a Prussian naval officer, who has resided in
Nicaragua for twenty years. He says the soil is
everything that could be wished, the climate



60 A RIDE ACROSS A CONTINENT.

most healthy, and the country in every respect
suited to extensive cultivation. Difficulty of
obtaining labour is the bar to all success. Mr.
Wolfe cultivates coffee and cacao.  But certainly,
as a family residence, the San Juan does not
appear to fill all requisites : the only amusement
for the ladies of a household is to watch the
alligators, to keep an eye on the “ tubobas,” and
to root out the scorpions. Passing bongos, or
row barges, might afford some little entertain-
ment, were 1t not that the stark nakedness of the
crew makes observation indelicate, while their
inveterate thievishness discourages any acquaint-
ance. Dozens of these clumsy vessels we met
on our way up, many of them carrying female
passengers; but, delicacy or mno delicacy, the
bongo men did not wear a stitch of clothing, not
even when stopping for a moment at the houses.
Only at the end of their voyage, Granada, or
at its beginning, Greytown, do they practise the
merest sign of decency.

At eight o’clock on the third evening we
reached San Carlos, and announced our approach
with the deepest roar our steam-pipe was capable
of uttering. After several repetitions of a
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thunder audible for miles around, the garrison
of San Carlos seemed all at once to catch the
sound, and sallied forth with flaming torches, a
response which every vessel must await before
approaching this terrible fortress. The lake
steamer was already awaiting us, and we went
on board.

Next morning we put off in a canoe, and
paddled to shore. Such a wretched, tumble-
down hamlet it was. The streets were paved
with rough stones, and traces of a built wharf
were still observable, but the huts were dingy
and ruinous. In former times a town of some
importance stood at this point, and the pave-
ment still remaining gives token of its advance-
ment ; but it was sacked by buccaneers, battered
by Nelson, burnt in civil wars, and blown up by
filibusters, until its only remains are a few
ruinous blocks of masonry overgrown with
creepers, and the pebbly pavement aforesaid.
We strolled up the hilly street, and over a rocky
bit of grass land, towards a massive archway
which still stood erect, bearing upon its shoulders
a tangled thicket of trees and shrubs. In the
deep groove, through which the porteullis used
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to slide, was now a mud-built nest of stinging flies ;
in and out between the ponderous stones wound
endless lines of ants; bats hung like a fringe in
the deep cool shadow of the roof. Upon the
other side were heavy walls, starred over with
blue convolvulus, and draped with long festoons
of creepers: gemlike butterflies, and lizards al-
most as brilliant, sunned themselves on the
ruined steps. Beyond, a mighty tower lay pros-
trate, its shapeless fragments buried in a net-
work of shrubs and twining “vines.” As these
grand ruins are to the dirty sheds of the modern
town, so is Spain even now, in her decay and
misery, to the wretched republies which cast off
her yoke. Heaven forbid I should justify the
Spanish system of colonial government ; but is it
possible that under any, even the worst, of Euro-
pean rules, these four states, Guatemala, San
Salvador, Nicaragua, and Honduras, could have
reached such a point of mean and despicable
misery as that to which they have brought
themselves in forty years of independence? The
virtues of civilized man have deserted these
lovely countries; and those common among
savages, hospitality, subordination to their chiefs,




an—

THFE PEOPLE. 63

family affection, have not yet arisen; nor can
that manliness, the stock from which they should
grow, as yet be noticed. On the other hand,
neither reading nor hard experience have made us
acquainted with a single bad quality from which
the mass of these people are exempt. Lying, and
cowardice, and dishonesty are the qualities which
every foreigner attributes tothe whole upper class.
Every member of that class, in private conver-
sation, will tell you that the race is utterly per-
verse and rotten,—of course, with an understood
exception in favour of himself. I can safely say
that out of hundreds of influential men with whom
we have spoken, there were not ten who did not
spontaneously bewail the degradation of their race,
and anxiously discuss the chance of foreign in-
tervention. No maiter from whence it comes,
United States, France, England, or even Italy—
anywhere except Spain—a rule of white men is
eagerly desired by every influential person in the
country. For it shoald be remembered that the
population of Nicaragua is not white. Two-fifths
are Indians of unmixed blood, two-fifths mestizos,
or Indian half-breeds, and the remaining fifth
negro, or mulatto, or Sambo. Possibly there may
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be ten families in the whole country whose genea-
logical tree, if it possessed one, could show an an-
cestry of European blood unmixed ; but of those
we saw, judging from their outward appearance
only, which is the lightest test of all, one stock
alone, the Chamorro, seemed to us to present
sufficient signs of purity.

The mixture of negro blood is very large in
some districts, and the black race in general is
not regarded with any particular contempt. In-
deed, it 1s difficult to see on what grounds the
Nicaraguan should despise the negro; but that
18 no reason, as we all know. On the other
hand, the “ Jamaica Creole ” will look upon the
“Greaser ” with the same ineffable pity he feels
for the true “nigger”—“Dam black head’n
from Sarah Leon.” In point of work they are
about equal, or, if anything, the negro is more
industrious. He keeps himself quiet usually, and
in general has a small sum of dollars hidden
away in a handkerchief out of reach of ants. In
fact, wherever the negro finds himself in a
minority, he behaves as a worthy and industrious
member of society—witness Canada, the Northern
States, the East Indies; but if, by force of any
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circumstances, he become the more. numerous
section of the community, instantly his bad in-
stinets get the upper hand, and the hopeless
negro barbarism, which has been since the world
began and ever will remain, breaks out after a
century’s torpor. He is again the childish, sen-
sual savage his father was. What then is to be
done with him in Jamaica, in Secessia, and else-
where, the countries in which he forms such an
immense portion of the population? A question
delightfully easy to—ask! We have brought
him from thatland so pestilential to white men—
in which Providence or Natural Selection placed
him, that he might play his fantastic tricks by
himself—and for certain purposes have trans-
ferred him to the Eden-like isles where he now
riots in drink, and debauchery, and idolatry, and
madness, and murder, amidst the plaudits of
foolish clergymen at Exeter Hall. To enslave
him again is out of the question. Every negro in
the islands would fight like a wild cat in defence
of his idleness, and no one among us dreams of
that universal massacre which, sooner or later,
will settle the question in the States. I would
recommend a strong measure, but that our backs

VOL. 1. K
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have grown so weak with age, and with that
philanthropy which is hysteria, that we have no
longer nerve for anything strong except religion.
In France and in America they are young yet.
There the old women stay at home and do their
appointed work, while the chiefs sit round the
council fire, and the young men go out to fight.
When the victory is gained, and the warriors
return, the old women proudly count the head
trophies, and hang them up in the pangaran
house, and sing of the valour of their tribe.
What would be said to them if they held their
own councils upon the conduct of the war, and
passed the chiefs in review, and deafened the
house with their squeaking and screaming ?
Surely a great shout of laughter from the men
who did the work would silence these aged
dames, who have no longer the strength, and
never had the courage, to go forth into the
deadly jungle, to fight for the honour of the
tribe and the safety of the little ones. Much
have we to learn from the French—more, I
sometimes think, than we have to teach. We
can convert them from the detestable errors of
Popery,—that is, of course, if they care about
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being converted. We can put them up to a few
things in steam and machinery,—not so very
many now, they tell us.  'We can introduce roast
beef more generally,—though I am glad to ob-
serve that jomnts are regularly served now, chez
Bignon pere, and at the Café Riche. Verily, T
see nothing more in which our lights can benefit
the Parisians. On the other hand, what can
they teach us? Iirstly, they may return the
compliment about those “ detestable errors;” then
again, in cooking; then, and then, and then—I
decline to point out the other superiorities of the
French nation. But could we not, on occasion,
call up a little of their nerve, and imitate, at any
distance, their manner of laughing down and
disregarding the screams of their old women?
The population of San Carlos is about two
hundred souls. The houses are built of bam-
boos and branches, wattled together, and covered
with mud and cow-dung. At the door of each
hut 1s a filthy table or rough board, on which
stand a few bottles of fancy compounds, called
ginevra, or aguardiente, or cognacé, but which
might be indiscriminately labelled vitriol and
cane juice. The interior of the hut is furnished
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with a hide bed, swarming with vermin, an oven
of clay, a twine hammock, two odd cups of Iing-
lish crockery, a stone for grinding tortillas, and a
big bunch of green plantains. Sometimes there
is a second chamber, divided from the saloon by
a partition of bamboos about six inches apart.
The use of this cage-like apartment I know not ;
because, independently of the fact that modesty
is a virtue little practised in Nicaragua, there is
no privacy whatever about it, and the traveller
is at liberty to enter there as anywhere else.
The floor is composed of the primeval mud
beaten hard by the bare feet of the inmates, and
alive with fleas and “mneguas.” These latter
pests are better known in England by their
West Indian name, “jiggers,” or “ chigos.” As
every one knows, they bury themselves in the
foot, and there lay eggs, making a horrible sore
if left to themselves.

The inhabitants of San Carlos are not agree-
able in any way. They are poor; that they
cannot help if they won’t work. They are also
dirty, which, with the lake within ten yards of
them, is the effect of their natural filthiness.
We saw a letter the other day from Professor
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Seemann, in which he stated, that in travelling
three weeks with certain Nicaraguans of the
upper class, not one of them washed his face or
hands during that time ; and we can assure Pro-
fessor Seemann, that if he had travelled three
months with some individuals we encountered,
he would not have seen them wash three times.
With which dirty truth we bid good-bye to
San (arlos the dirty*

It is not such an easy thing to paddle your
own canoe, as those who execute the feat
lyrically might suppose, and so Mr. D

found when attempting to navigate himself
to the steamer. He whirled round and round in
a manner as funny to the bystanders as bewil-
dering to himself, now going one way, now the
other, alternately red with exertion and pale with
dizziness, but never moving three feet from his
axis, which travelled parallel to the shore.
Great fun it was to the natives, one of whom
we sent into the water to get him out. We our-
selves returned in a canoe so ragged and holey

* Tt is only fair to remark that some of the Nicaraguans are scru-
pulously cleanly; but of course Ispeak of the mass of the population,
which is filthy.
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that the sharks must have watched our progress
with immense interest.

In the afternoon we rowed to the mouth
of the awful Frio river, which lies about three
hundred yards to the westward of the San Juan.
At this end of the lake tall sedges run far out
into the shallow water, and the passage of the
big alligators can be traced by the bend and
rustle of their feathery crowns. Half rowing,
half punting, we made our way through this
dangerous obstruction, and were not a little
glad to strike clear water again. The alligators
rose and sank in their oily manner all round us,
and several times we could almost have touched
a flat, scaly tail, one flick of which would have
broken up our little dingy. I have always felt
a particular disgust in thinking it possible that
my flesh should go towards the swelling and
fattening of that hideous, ill-proportioned,
puncheon-like mass of deformity called an alli-
gator. I never placed an overdue value upon
the material of which I chance to be composed :
there would be no horror on the part of my dis-
embodied spirit if that material went towards
the rounding of a tiger’s muscles, or the sleek-
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ing of a great boa; but to become part of an
alligator, that shapeless, bloated, unformed
monster,—the thought is sickening.

The mouth of the Rio Frio is about seventy
yards broad. Commonplace enough it seemed,
that reed-blocked entrance to the mysterious
land. The banks were a swamp of sedge and
marsh grass, from which sprang a few poverty-
stricken trees and a scanty growth of shrubs.
On a dreary, damp spit we landed, to pick up
a macaw, but the coarse blades cut our clothes
like knives, leeches swarmed about our feet, and
stinging ants attacked every inch of exposed flesh.
Pushing on over the dusky waters, we came to
aline of trees something like mangrove, and
then to a very garden of convolvulus. Nothing
could be seen but broad green leaves and gar-
lands of varied blossom, white, and flesh tint,
and scarlet, and pink, and, loveliest of all, deep
blue. Others there were fantastically streaked
and mottled, and in the midst of the garden,
which covered an acre, stood a bush one mass of
golden blossom. Further on we entered heavier
forest. Here and there a tall tree leant across
the stream, trailing its long beards of moss in
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the sluggish current. Another was spangled
over with the crimson and yellow flowers of
lianas; and another was twisted into a spiral
column by the strain and pressure of the
climber. On every bough an iguana sat, warm-
ing his motley scales and serrated erest in the
hot sun; while, with green and glistening eyes,
he stealthily watched our movements. Flocks
of parrots passed overhead in that fluttering
flight so peculiar to their kind, every pair keep-
ing faithfully by itself, and breathlessly sympa-
thising in musiecal eroak. Big fish-hawks hung
motionless in the sky, asleep on quivering
wings; rows of uncouth needle-ducks were
perched on every rotting snag, stupidly stretch-
ing their long wings as if for instant flight.
With a sudden swirl and splash the great head
of an alligator shot up above the surface, cast-
ing high into the air a fish, which he caught
as it fell with a clash like the shutting of
monstrous shears; then sinking down again
so gently, so swiftly, so noiselessly, that he
seemed rather to melt into the water.

The Lake of Nicaragua has never been pro-
perly surveyed, and all statements of length
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and breadth are little more than guesses. Cap-
tain Bailly puts it down as one hundred miles
long by forty to forty-five broad. Mr. Squier
thinks it full one hundred and twenty miles
long, and forty to forty-five broad. The greatest
depth that Captain Bailly could find was forty
fathoms, and he considers the average to
be from cight to twenty. Mr. Squier takes
a broad average of ten to forty fathoms, Cap-
tain Bedford Pim’s estimate would seem to be
much smaller than either of these. In general,
the depth will be found to increase towards the
north and east; the southern shore is swampy
and shallow.  Numerous islands stud the
water. On the southern shore are the threc
voleanic mountains of Ometepec, Madera, and
Zapatero ; and nearer Granada is a group of lava
reefs called the “ corales,” or the thousand isles.

The island of Ometepec contains also the
extinet voleano of Madera, and its name, Ome-
Tepec, in pure Aztec, signifies two peaks. The
loftier of these twin mountains is generally
admitted to be the highest point in Nicaragua;
but estimates vary, from M. Scherzer’s of four
thousand one hundred feet, to M. Tavernier’s of
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six thousand five hundred. Of late years the
tendency of travellers has been to give a greater
elevation to Ometepec and its rival Mombacho ;
and I think the height marked by Captain
Gregory’s aneroid, six thousand two hundred
feet, 1s nearly correct. According to our obser-
vations, this would seem to be barely one
hundred feet higher than Mombacho. The island
is believed by Mr. Squier to have been inha-
bited by an Aztec colony called Niquirans, who
seem to have settled upon the neighbouring
mainland, and he gives a number of Mexican
words recovered from the Ometepec Indians.
Mr. Squier was very fortunate in overcoming
the distrust which has prevented these
people from confiding to others the remains
of their language which may still exist. But
the difficulty of explaining how a word signi-
tying “two peaks ™ could possibly be applied to
one peak only, which is as regular as a sugar-
loaf, has been pointed out by Mr. Squier’s friend,
Dr. Freebel. Mexican names are found in every
part of Central America, far removed from the
Niquiran settlements; and I can assert that
the present Indians know nothing of their mean-

E—
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ing. Upon this most interesting question I
shall speak on reaching Chontales.

Before the time of Walker, Ometepec was a
“reservation ” for the separate use of the abo-
rigines; but that high-handed dictator did
away with this privilege—an injustice which
bitterly exasperated the Indian population. On
the overthrow of the filibusters, the national
government retained this unjust annexation in
spite of all remonstrance ; and colonists of white
or mixed blood now scttle upon the island with-
out the old permits from the Indian authorities.
It was several times remarked to us that fears
were to be entertained of serious difficulties
to arise from this prolonged illegality. It is
thought that the Indians are brooding in their
slow, silent way, and that some day a terrible
outbreak will take place on Ometepec. In this
sudden manner all the great movements of the
race are made. They are a people singularly
patient, thrifty, and laborious; little inclined
towards violence, but indomitable in defence
when once they have taken arms. It was the
Indian soldiery whose stolid resistance overcame
the dashing valour of the filibusters.
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A sister peak, Zapatero, once densely in-
habited, now contains one house only, the resi-
dence of the vacquero in charge of the cattle
herds.  Both Ometepec and Zapatero contain
considerable remains of the early Indian races,
and we shall speak of them more at length
hereafter. Some writers on Central America
would transform Zapatero, which signifies
“ cobbler "—the point of which designation cer-
tainly does not appear very clear—into “ Za-
potera,” and derive the name from the Aztec
“Zapotl,” modern “Zapote,” a fruit very com-
mon in Nicaragua. This is possible enough, but
it is a mere conjecture. Besides these two large
islands, there are numerous little rocks, most
charming in their delicate verdure, scattered
along the Chontales coast.

Before the filibuster war a good deal of trade
was carried on, in the thriftless Creole fashion,
over the lake. Vessels of ten and fifteen tons
were common enouch, and of schooners even
larger there were not a few; but that war gave
the country a blow from which, by its own
exertions, it never can recover. So much inis-
chief was done on either side in mere wanton-
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ness ; forces so utterly disproportionate to the
numbers of the population were raised and ex-
pended ; the people became so demoralized, and
ambitious men so used to power and lawless-
ness, that the overthrow of Walker cost the
country, in blood and misery, a hundred times
the price it might have paid in quietly remaining
under his rule. We have nothing new to say
about that leader, nor do we wish to repeat the
balivernes of cheap patriotism. It ¢s a hard
thing to be under a foreign yoke, even though
you may have voluntarily put yourself in such
position ; it ¢ hard to see gigantic mercenaries
striding about your streets, curse in mouth and
revolver on thigh, without a struggle to regain
your freedom ; harder than all is it to hear your
own sisters and cousins and sweethearts praising
out loud the manly forms and fearless hearts of
those rude barbarians who thrust you off your
own pavement, and contemptuously address you
to your face as a “dam Greaser.”* Yet every

* This most expressive but unexplainable word is a legacy of the
Mexican war. It was a contemptuous expression applied by the
American soldiers to their enemy, and has since become common to
all mongrel populations of the Spanish colonies. It is not used to
Indians of pure blood, whom all respect as a hard-working, brave,
and worthy race.
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man among the upper classes of Nicaragua knew
that those wild filibusters were but the fore-
an era of

runners of a new era for his country
prospenity, of peace, of security. Had not the
natives scowled, those big, good-hearted rowdies
would have treated them kindly enough. It
was no patriotism which roused the five republics
to unite in driving out the handful of invaders.
It was envy, and wounded vanity, and secret
ambitions; and, on the part of some, a very
dread of quiet and order.

When Walker was turned out and shot, poor
fellow! under ecircumstances not quite suffi-
ciently explained by our government, where
was the patriotism of the Nicaraguan generals ?
Verily, the seven devils who came in then were
worse than the one cast out. Walker’s schemes
for the regeneration of the country were not
more grand than practical. What has since
been done, save in fighting, and plunder, and
intrigue ?  There is not a road in Nicaragua;
there is not a manufacture ; there is not a vessel
of twenty tons on lake, river, or ocean ; there
are no exports, except hides and natural produce,
in proportions absurdly small to the fertility of
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the country ; there are no schools; there is not
a bank; the postal service is a practical joke.
What is there besides bigotry, and turbulence,
and vice?

We left San Carlos in the evening, and before
sunrise reached the neighbourhood of San Mi-
guelito. I went on shore with the mate, to the
point where the stores and machinery of the
Consuelo Gold Company are landed; and we
found there piles of iron and heaps of boxes,
which had been left two months previously :
they were not removed, owing to the impossi-
bility of transport. I believe that Captain Paul,
who is in charge of the works at Consuelo, has
since made a practicable road to this place; but
at that time the only communication was by a
path as wide as a cart-rut and as deep as a river.
In the afternoon we reached the old fort of
Granada, a picturesque pile of ruins, standing
upon a foundation of rough stone, about a hun-
dred yards in the lake. The shore was erowded
with bathers, and washerwomen, and idlers.
High-born caballeros were standing, stark naked,
beside their little Arab horses, washing them
down. Close by, a group of men, apparently
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engaged in the repair of a canoe, was pic-
turesque in the same simplicity. Women of
every age, from the white-haired granddam to
the baby, were splashing about in utter inno-
cence. Children were rolling their wet bodies
in the deep sand. Groups of horsemen were
dashing about, at the quickest amble of their
small steeds. It was the liveliest scene we saw
1 the country, except during the earthquakes.

The boat was beached beside the machinery of
a steamer wrecked here some months before.
None of the bathers paid much attention to our
party, except by a long stare at the strangers.
The women were all shockingly ugly, coarse and
heavy in feature, and thickset in figure. I am
willing to believe there may be beauties among
the Spanish Creoles, though I never saw one;
but the negro and Sambo blood in Nicaragua
has ruined the good looks they may once have
had. Possibly, if the women were better looking,
they would not be so liberal with their “ points.”
This idea struck us at the moment, and we sub-
sequently found it true : the girls with any pre-
tensions to good looks bathed in the less exposed
situations, -or did not bathe at all.
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Granada is the oldest city in Central America.
It was founded in 1562,* upon the site of a
large Indian town; and while Nicaragua was
under the rule of Spain, this settlement thrived
notably. At present, ruin and dirt and stagna-
tion abide unchecked in all its borders. General
Henningsen, the hero of the filibusters, blew
up the churches and burnt the town in 1856, and
little has since been done to restore its prosperity.
The houses of the better class are of one story,
built round a eourtyard ; their material is mud,
shaped into gigantic bricks, and covered with
smooth plaster. The windows are usually bowed
in shape, unglazed, but protected by iron bars.
Ceilings are quite unknown; and any one so
luxurious as to require a floor must put up with
earthenware tiles. The furniture is simple in
the extreme, generally consisting of a hammock
and half a dozen unpolished chairs, with a table
of rough wood. Two or three pictures of saints
—who must have been meritorious, they are so
ugly—a disgusting crueifix with lots of tinselled
rubbish about it, are the only decorations on the

* The first city of Granada was built by Hernandez de Cordova,
two years after the conquest in 1524,

VOL. I. G



82 A RIDE ACROSS A CONTINENT.

bare whitewashed walls. The bedrooms contain
a framework of heavy posts, on which a bull's
hide is stretched, over that a mat, and then a
blanket or two. There are, I believe, one or
two families which boast a pair of sheets, but we
did not see any. This, the reader will bear in
mind, is the furniture of a well-to-do family.
Among the poorer classes an inventory becomes
much simpler. Take from the above everything
except the hammock; make the saints more
hideous, and, I suppose, more efficacious; add
millions of vermin and “neguas.” Nevertheless,
all classes consider themselves on a giddy pin-
nacle of luxury, and the priests are continually
reminding them of the share of wealth they owe
to the church.

There are about ten native houses in Granada
in which can be found a few articles of ornament
which we should call primitive in Europe, such
as a tablecloth, an arm-chair, a cabinet.

We walked about halfa mile over a sandy road,
m which the rains had made ruts two to three
feet deep, and reached the church of Guadaloupe,
which General Henningsen, with four hundred
men, defended against four thousand Central
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American troops. The cityis built upon successive
platforms, raised some eight feet one above the
other, and ascended by quaint inclines of rough
pavement. These curious works are remains of the
Spanish dominion, and no one attempts to keep
them in repair : if a pebble give way or fall out,
the hole remains unfilled. The lake road itself was
rapidly growing up at the time of our first visit.
TFurther and further, with each month, the flower-
ing shrubs pushed their branches over the path-
way, and a carpet of blue convolvulus formed
more thickly under foot. Before we left, how-
ever, the municipality sent twelve convicts, under
charge of twenty-four soldiers, to clear away the
jungle and reopen the road.

We reached the only hotel, kept by Mons.
Mestayer, a Frenchman, about five o’clock in
the evening,—too late for dinner. The laws of
the Medes and Persians were not more unchange-
able than are the customs of Nicaragua; but, on
the other hand, it is probable they were more in
accordance with common sense. Our host was
full of good-will; hLe shouted and swore at the
domestics; he got red in the face and tore his
white hair; but to what purpose ? One dinner
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only per diem was down in the bond of his
Indian cook; and no bribe, no threat of earthly

-punishment, could have overcome the senseless

routine of that flabby old woman. T can give
you no dinner, messieurs, but there is some
cold meat; you must do with that. Sacré
Dieu! Quel pays abominable!” It had a pecu-
liar flavour, that cold meat ; a suspicion of garlic
liung over it; and any possible jury would have
pronounced it guilty of tallow and cinders, and
that odd taste we used to call “native sauce” in
the Hast. With this simple repast we drank an
abomination, a horror, called Chateau Margaux,
which tasted like the waters of the Garonne after
vine harvest. Also there were cold yams, pump-
kins, and raw tomatoes. We feasted like cabal-
leros of Nicaragua.

The repast was served up in the courtyard,
under the verandah. All around us were parrots,
and macaws, and paroquets, and orioles, and
rabbits, and pigeons, and partridges. The birds,
except the last, sat upon pegs nailed to the
pillars, and screamed with a strength of lung
reminding us of certain philharmonic performers
in the land of our affection. There was one
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immense macaw, dressed with very bad taste in
a scarlet jacket and hood, with blue train and
sleeves, which made a noise “like a dry mill-
wheel in flood time, only more so,” as one of
our American friends remarked. Ile doubled
himself forward, ‘““like a virtuous deacon a-
snikerin’ out the sins of those he don’t jine to
in his connection,” and screamed with a will.
The parrots took up the chorus, and even the
pretty little paroquets chirped quick and
shrill, adding their mite to the disturbance.
When our meal was finished we surveyed the
hotel.

On the side next the street it was a store, and
one of the largest in the town. From millinery
to patent medicines, every want of a Nicaraguan
could be supplied there; and if the assortment
was not very luxurious, it was at least fitted to
the customers. Passing through the store, one
emerged in the courtyard, which was surrounded
by a verandah on which the bedroom doors
opened. The centre was occupied by a square
of ground, laid out in a primeval age as a garden
for flowers and fruit; but the plants, following
that law of progress which even the Nicaraguans
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cannot arrest, had long since run wild, and now
thrust up great spears and spikes of withered
blossom. Beyond this large courtyard was a
second, of which the stables and cookhouse occu-
pied two sides. The stable was a very simple
idea, its appointments being merely a few rings
fastened to the wall, to which the mules and
horses were attached. Great fights they used to
have sometimes; but the animals of Certral
America are much more peaceful than those of
better-regulated countries—I suppose they profit
by observation of their masters.

This was the hotel. The dining-room was
the verandah ; the sitling-room was one’s own
btdroom ; the cellar was the back shop, and the
kitchen was a hole. But all honour to Mons.
Mestayer, our delightful host! Whatever could
be done in that thriftless town to secure the com-
fort of a traveller, he did with all his heart ; and
the amount of bad language expended in our
service merits and receives eternal gratitude. In
vain we reminded him of his latter end, and en-
treated moderation in the expression of his views.
All was useless; but the memory of our efforts
still thrills us with conscious virtue.
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He said he had lived five and twenty years in
Nicaragua, and feared no future fate.

Nearly opposite the hotel stands a wonderful
building of “ adobes,”* somewhat resembling the
mud pie of infancy, constructed on a model of
the Tower after the great fire. This imposing
edifice, which is quite adequate to support an
attack of popguns, is the fort, the police court,
and the Government House. Its front occupies
a large portion of the Plaza; and when the two
sentries, with bare feet, grey uniform, and straw
hats, ave strolling up and down before the en-
trance, it presents an aspect of magnificence
which strikes dumb the stranger and awes the
disaffected. Occasionally an officer passes in or
out, upon which the sentries shut their eyes,
spread wide their legs, present arms, and knock
their hats off. Other barefooted soldiers, sitting
under the archway, rush forward like one man,
and replace the hats on their heroes’ heads. At
night these sentries become very grand. After

* Adobes are big bricks of mud and hay, two feet in length by
eighteen inches in breadth and one foot in thickness. The word is
the Egyptian ¢ adaub,” and was carried into Spain by the Saracens.
From thence it came to America.—Jarvis, ““ Scenes and Scenery in
the Sandwich Islands.”
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eight o’clock every individual crossing the
Plaza, or walking in any of the streets within
sight, is challenged with much ferocity: « Kur-r
vie-ee?”’ which stands for “Quien vive ?” “ La
Patria!” ¢ Kay-ay Hen-ent ?”” which stands for
“Que gente?” “Gente de paz!” This ought
to be the conversation exchanged between the
vigilant sentry and the belated wanderer; but
when the vigilant sentry addresses his proud
challenge to a tall citizen of the States, he
rarely gets any other answer than “ Americanos,
d—— you!” or, worse still, a fierce growl of
“Greaser!” And with this the poor fellow has
to be content. Next time the simple native
comes under his eye, how he suffers for the
insolence of the *“ Macho!” How he is bullied
about his business and his residence, his god-
fathers and godmothers, and Church Catechism
generally. They are pretty quick with their
“ gas-pipes,” too, these rude soldiers, when the
suspicious party is not of European blood.*
Next to the Presidio is a large church, com-

* Throughout Central America a foreigner in all societies is called
a “Macho,” or he-mule. It can scarcely be a wonder if he return
this compliment by an unsparing use of that suggestive epithet,
¢ (Greaser.”
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pletely ruined by General Ilenningsen, before
his evacuation of the town. Certainly no one
can excuse, or in any way palliate the wanton
mischief worked by the filibusters when they
found themselves unable to hold their ground;
and the destruction of Granada was the grossest
of all these cases. Any one who knows the
Central American Creoles can understand and
sympathize with the mad humiliation felt by
those hot-blooded Anglo-Saxons on feeling them-
selves overpowered by the multitude of the
enemy ; but many of the most unjustifiable out-
rages were ordered and carried out by those
superior officers whose self-command should have
restrained the excesses of their men. Never-
theless, we calm spectators should make allow-
ance for hot blood; and towards its close the
war was carried on in the simple fashion of
Central America—no quarter. It is due also to
the filibusters to note that this barbarism was
brought into the struggle by the cruel soldiery
of Honduras and Guatemala.

I must do General Henningsen the justice to
observe that he destroyed some of the very
ugliest buildings in the world. Whether we
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regard the tottering ruins of ten churches still
unrepaired, or whether we examine the rebuilt
seven, the mind must still refuse to conceive a
model more hideous, more disproportionate, and,
at the same time, more insignificant. In vain
1s the heavy facade built up between two square
towers. In vain is a big round window pierced
through the centre, like a gigantic O! of dis-
gust. In vain is whitewash and stucco besomed
in, and windows, round and square and ob-
long, disposed in the intervals. Notwithstand-
ing these adornments, the effect is incredibly
poor and ugly. Would he had blown them all
up, beginning with that colossal altar of de-
formity, the cathedral at Leon! Seventeen large
churches to a population of ten thousand !
Even in England the proportion would be im-
mense ; but the custom of the Roman Church,
which disposes of its followers in various lots
throughout the morning, makes the superfluity
absurd. But to the Central Americans the
“egelesia” is a substitute for all other amuse-
ment. When the worshippers are a little tired
of their favourite preacher—it 7s difficult to be
original in the pulpit, isn’t it>—they go and criti-
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cize the performances at other shrines, and try
the efficacy of a new saint. In the eternal nature
of things, if man have no legitimate amusement,
he will make one out of any public ceremony
that may be at hand ; witness the branding oxen
and the dipping sheep in Australia, both of
which disagreeable operations are great fites to
the population.

The country round Granada is volcanic in the
extreme, The great mountains of Mombacho,
on one side, and Masaya, on the other, are only
distant about three leagues, and the latter is still
in activity. The town is half encircled by a
deep fissure of volcanic origin, used in some
parts as a road. T'wo of the suburbs are cut off
by this immense ditch, which in many places
reaches a width of a hundred feet, and a depth
of sixty, with banks as steep as a wall, and over-
grown with many-coloured weeds. Along this
covered way Walker marched his hundred and
seventy-five filibusters, who carried Granada by
storm and raised the siege of Guadaloupe church.
Looking down into the matted depths of this ra-
vine—depths untried and seemingly impenetrable
—and then turning to the thin, bare walls of the
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besieged church, the glory of either party seems
to be equal. To enter that unknown crevasse
at midnight ; to cut a road through the snake-
twined undergrowth ; to risk the danger of hid-
den fissures, of falling rocks, of deep morasses,
and mud quicksands, all in a pitchy darkness,
required moral as well as physical courage.
Discovery was almost certain, when every man
must have died, helplessly buried in the mass of
earth and stone pushed down from above. But
they were not discovered ; they scaled the pre-
cipice by Otrabanda; they dashed down the
main street; they stormed three barricades;
forced the intrenchments of an enemy twenty
times their number; drove him, broken and
panic-stricken, from the town, and set free
General Henningsen and the band of two hun-
dred heroes who still defended a heap of ruins.
There is no need to compare the bravery of
these men.

The population of Granada is almost entirely
Mestizo, or Mulatto, or Sambo. The first name
expresses the mixture of white and Indian blood,
the second, white and negro, the third, Indian
and negro. LEuropean fashions have been
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adopted here, as elsewhere, to the uprooting of
national costume ; but the women still keep the
loose camice, or chemisette, which leaves the
neck and shoulders bare. Nevertheless, upon
great occasions they lace themselves in stuffy
dresses, high up to the throat and long in the
sleeves, which must cause them a martyrdom.
In feature all are very plain, and their voices
‘are harsh and disagreeable. Negro blood is so
widely rooted, that its characteristics are con-
stantly breaking out among children of all
ranks; and in a family of fair complexions and
straight hair, will be found a little mulatto,
showing the blot of five or six generations back.
The mental qualities of the Granadinos are the
curse of the country. Their turbulence, pride,
and jealousy, have caused the ruin of their town
and the slow retrogression of their native land.
Granada is the seat of the aristocratic, anti-
foreign party, while its rival, Leon, is the head-
quarters of the democratic, or progressive party.
These two towns have sacked one another again
and again without in any way settling the ques-
tions at issue. The fact is that Granada wishes to
destroy Leon, and Leon to destroy Granada; and
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thus no progress is made towards consolidation,
and no progress ever can be made. It is a mis-
take to suppose that the Spanish Indians are, as
a body, turbulent. On the contrary, no country
could desire a more peaceful, industrious class of
labourers than is the agricultural population of
Nicaragua; and a stranger is puzzled to know
how the many revolutions, which prove such a
curse to the country, are brought about, when
these people abstain from anything like even
agitation.

“The fact is, that every revolution effected
from Chili to Mexico is brought about by such a
mere fraction of the population, that it seems a
wonder to an Englishman that the great ma-
jority do not arise and speak out. . . . But
they do not speak out, nor do they act; and the
consequence 1s, that they are plundered, robbed,
and murdered in the most shameful manner by
the small minority of rascals. But they half de-
serve it; for if the nine, or the ninety and nine,
would make the protest, they would have a very
small percentage who would back their protest
by an appeal to arms, even in defence of their

homes and families.



MR. BYAMS REPORT. 95

“In Central America every State has a small
number of soldiers, ill paid, worse fed and
clothed, and of the lowest order of scoundrels;
the officers being hardly a shade better, but with
a little more method in their general conduct.
Leon, being the capital of the department of
Nicaragua, and head-quarters for the troops,*
mey contain fifty thousand inhabitants and
about three hundred dissolute soldiers; and it
is by this mere handful of ruffians that revolu-
tions are effected. A subaltern officer gains
over a portion of the men with promises of
plunder, increased pay, and promotion for the
non-commissioned officers to the commissions
soon to be vacant. They await the time when
the barrack-guard and sentries will be all com-
posed of men so gained over. The barracks are
then taken possession of in the night, the Com-
mandant’s house stormed and plundered, and
next morning a few volleys of musketry make
people acquainted with the fact that their late

* The work from which this extract comes was published in 1849.
At the present day Leon cannot boast twenty thousand inhabitants,
but it has more than three hundred soldiers. TlLe remainder of the
description is singularly true.
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Commandant and his adherents have been
placed on the fatal ¢ Banqueta,” and have made
vacancies for the successful rebels, who may most
likely be destined to suffer the lex talionis in a
few months.

“ Armed parties are then sent round to every
house, to gather forced countributions, in the
name of the new government, from all parties,
but very especially from those who are known
to be favourable to their predecessors. Those
that will not, or cannot pay, are dreadfully ill-
treated ; they are often taken out and shot before
their families, and their houses, stores, or shops
ransacked of everything not too hot or heavy to
carry off. These revolutions are likewise excel-
lent opportunities for the most depraved (gene-
rally allied to the soldiery) for a general plunder,
and too often enables them to satisfy their re-
venge for former affronts or quarrels. . . .
The reason for these émeutes is as mysterious as
the refrain of the old song—

¢ Friends and foes,
To battle they goes,
But what they all fight for, nobody knows.’

Like many other agitations, they are invariably
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got up for the personal profit of a few at the
expense of the great majority.” *

Read the despair of the natives themselves
shown in a Government report made to the
Chamber of Deputies in 1853 : “Nada existe
sino la experiencia de nuestra disgracia, pero
una experiencia ciega que solo alimenta persona-
lidades y localismos miserabiles, en donde vemos
in pugna un hombre contra otro, una contra otra
familia, un pueblo contra otro departemento, y
con tal eteragenidad de interes jamds podra
formarse de estas elementes un estado.”—We
have no experience, but the experience of our
unfortunate petty local jealousies and personal
enmities. From these come struggles between
man and man, between members of the same
family, between one town and another. With
such contention of private interests a state can
never be formed.

When we arrived, disturbances were expected
daily. Tomas Martinez, the President, a man
who had risen from a low rank to the highest
office of the state, was suspected of an intention

* From “ Wild Life in the Interior of Central America.” By George
Byam, pp. 16, 17, 18.
VOL. I. H
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to cling to power beyond its legal term. In case
he should not carry his re-election, he was be-
lieved to meditate a ‘ pronunciamento.” The
leading men of Granada thought to oppose
this by a counter “pronunciamento.” Iustantly
springs the civil war. No complaints were to
be heard against Martinez; he had kept peace
during his time of office ; ninety-nine of every
hundred in the country wished his re-election,
illegal though it might be. Yet at this moment,
when every family in Granada was positively,
comparatively, or superlatively ruined, the in-
significant minority was preparing a new war.
Verily the gods fool these people to their de-
struction.

Volcanic action has not yet ceased in the
neighbourhood of Granada, though at the time
of our visit folks had begun to forget the alarms
of their youth, and to doze over the earthquake
stories of their grandams. Good Faith! they
had a rude awakening. On the south-west of
the town are several round hillocks, which the
observant Indians assert to be growing higher
and more conical every year; of late this in-

crease has, to their eyes, perceptibly quickened.
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The fact is probable enough, being common in
voleanic regions. Granada has suffered less
from such convulsions than any other town in
Central America, and now its turn seems at
hand.

In the ecity itself there is nothing further to
describe; it is but a heap of ruins. A muni-
cipality indeed there is, but we never could
rightly distinguish it from the stables of a neigh-
bouring house. A sort of dingy, dirty, candle-
lit café there is, whither all the world goes in an
evening to play cards for a few “dimes,” and
billiards “for a drink.” At this café there is
no coffee, and the only liquid procurable is
bottled beer sent up from Greytown as damaged.
Cockfighting there is on a Sunday, at which an

’

“ounce” is staked now and then, and a few
dozen birds are killed. Granada is a dream of
desolation—a nightmare—a horror unspeakable.
Politeness is indeed to be found among the
upper classes, but hospitality is a virtue unknown
or forgotten. We warn the intending traveller,
as we were warned, that if any one offer him a
glass of water, he had best feel if he have a

“dime " about him before accepting it ; payment
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will certainly be expected if not asked. Letters
of introduction are a formality quite unnecessary;
they are no possible good, and the travellers’
friends are uselessly bored in getting them. Of
course I do mnot speak of the foreign planters
in Nicaragua ; their behaviour is always a credit
to their country, whatever it may be.

The day after our arrival we went down early
to bathe in the lake. A crowd of girls and
children, washerwomen, horsemen, and bathers
were there, as on the evening before, and we
walked some distance over the beach before
finding a decently lonely place. As to the
natives, they all entered the water together in
perfect innocence, and we were no doubt looked
upon as haughty “machos,” because we moved
a little way out of the crowd. On our return,
while standing in the doorway of the store,
talking with the landlord, to us came limping
Mr. A
to the Transit, who had slept in the hotel
the previous night. When within hearing—

, a six-foot-two American belonging

‘ Thunder I he cried to Mestayer. “ You keep
all the luxuries of this polished country constant
on tap, you do! Cast a tender glance at that "—
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drawing off his boot and shaking a scorpion out
ofit. “Kind o’ rough that, ain’t it now ? That
scorpion has been stinging me for the last two
hours, as venomous as an old maid at a wedding
breakfast. Nor he ain’t got his coffin measure
yet, though I've stamped him as flat as a skating
floor I

Really and positively, Mr. A

had been
walking about the town all the morning with
one of these horrid reptiles in his boot, stinging
him from time to time. Fancy how he must
have bullied the wretched natives with whom he
had business! In the East a man would have
pulled his boot off rather quicker than thought ;
but the American scorpion is not nearly so pain-
ful or dangerous. In colour it is a deep dull
green relieved with purple, not so handsome as
the black and white mottling of the Asiatic
species, or the dusky transparency of the
African. In size also it 1s much inferior to its
fellows of our hemisphere.

We were detained ten days in Granada by a
very serious complaint of Ellis’s, and Heaven
forbid we should ever go through such a mar-
tyrdom again! There was nothing to do from
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hour to hour and from day to day. The aris-
tocracy keeps the shops, and there it dozes;
middle classes there are none; the lower orders
keep the Plaza, and there they doze. I really
believe 1t is the hammock which has pulled
down the active old Spanish spirit to 1ts present
stagnation. The national ensign of Nicaragua
should be a hammock waving over a graveyard.
For the people are dead, and their ghosts loll all
day in the murderous net. You enter a house—
there is the owner swinging in his hammock,
undressed, unwashed, not reading, not working,
not thinking. There he lies, with his children
beside him, backwards and forwards gently
swaying in a ha