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CHAPTER EIGHT 
IN A CARLIST CAMP 

 
Much and sore did I desire to see a Carlist camp. I had heard that such things existed. The 
Imparcial and the Liberal and the Diario had informed me, in badly-leaded and worse-
printed columns, that there were these rebel encampments. A state of war, so I was 
assured, existed in all the northern provinces. The government of Madrid were ‘taking 
steps’! Troops were under order to proceed to all the disaffected territories. 

In England, on the strength of telegrams, alarmist in their nature (and with all the 
proper names misspelt), that small part of the world which takes heed of such things, 
believed that Spain, the most distressful country of the continent, was once more on the 
verge of civil war. 

But I, on the spot, had my doubts, and - my reasons for doubting. First of all, I knew 
that all, or practically all, Spanish news comes to England from Paris. Much of it, being 
retranslated, is fitted to astonish the intelligent Spaniard. It is a product of the Stock 
Exchange, and represents in the chill of type only the roaring of the bulls and the growling 
of the bears upon the Paris Bourse. 

But for once there was something more in this report. Spaniards in Barcelona and 
Madrid believed. The Prime Minister proclaimed martial law in province after province. 
Groups beneath the Hotel de Inglaterra in Bilbao scuffled for late editions of the daily paper, 
and the voice of the news-boy hoarsely proclaimed terror and slaughters down the whole 
length of the Rambla of Barcelona. 

True, in Madrid things were quieter. For, sole of all the cities of Spain, Madrid has 
cosmopolitan claims. The days are gone by when a thousand pesetas, adroitly manipulated, 
would engineer a revolution in the capital, when even the judicious expenditure of a paltry 
hundred might be counted on to produce a quite respectable riot in the Puerta del Sol.  

But in El Seo nothing whatever had been heard of all this. Don Manuel Sebastian had 
been silent. Quietly as ever the Bishop read his Breviary and walked in his garden of the 
Delight. Even such specialists in Carlism (or in any other plot which promised excitement 
and a free fight) as Don Mark and Don John had said no word - that is, not till now. Then 
suddenly there came to me this message. Well, of course I would go and gladly - in a day or 
two, that is - if the adherents of the Absolute King would wait so long. But for the moment I 
was pledged up to the eyes to see the little Zaida into her new life. That done, I was heartily 
at Don Mark’s disposal.  

It was strange to find oneself again in the City of Dream after so long a wandering. 
Then once more there came to me the curious rediscovery which one makes, that cities 
have streets, pavements, and cobble-stones which hurt the foot by their uniformity and 
absolute lack of sympathy! The world also seems to contain a great superfluity of boys and 
girls - particularly boys. There are also (wonder to tell) shops where things are sold. And 
instantly, one becomes conscious of an infinite number of wants - not one of which had 
presented itself out on the open campo! 

The affair Marinessia-Biño had certainly made progress. Biño was seated in the little 
custom-house outside the city, as it were, somewhat ostentatiously passing the time of day 
with the officers. As soon as he saw us he rushed impetuously out and embraced me. But 
while he did it he looked over my shoulder at Marinessia. Rodil only smiled quietly, and 
having sent on Penique with the caravan, the four of us, Rodil, Marinessia, Biño, and 
myself, walked towards the town-house of Marinessia’s uncle. Rodil continued to smile 
quietly, while (perhaps to divert attention) Biño talked in one continuous stream. He had 
been very busy, it appeared, ever since we had left El Seo. But when asked for particulars, 
it came out that he had been helping Marinessia’s uncle with his commerce in the town and 
his agriculture outside it. 

‘He has been paying you a wage?’ inquired Rodil, innocently. Biño glanced at his 
father-in-law in prospect, took the twinkle, and answered with a face like a wall, ‘Yes, a 
large wage!’ 

Whereupon Marinessia looked a little reproachfully at her lover. 
‘My uncle,’ she began to explain, ‘has been a good deal away, and, as there is much to 

be done at this season, Biño has been kind enough to assist me! He understands such 
things!’ 

‘Ah?’ said Rodil, quietly, ‘yes, when I was in the police, before I was married, I also 
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had time to be of a good deal of assistance to various uncles. Sometimes, indeed, I included 
fathers - though that, I understand, has now gone out of fashion!’ 

To this Marinessia said nothing, but Biño, passing between Rodil and his daughter, 
shamelessly took the girl’s hand before us all. 

‘You are still, both of you, sharp-set on marriage?’ inquired Rodil, bending his eyes on 
the pair. 

‘Aye, certes, I believe you!’ said Biño, ‘and as soon as may be.’ 
‘Oho!’ said Rodil, ‘things have progressed indeed! I thought it was agreed that you 

were only to company with us a little, in order to see if my girl were sage.’ 
Biño darted a quick look of suspicion at me. Had I given him away? In his reply he 

was not quite so fluent as usual.  
‘Marinessia thinks’ he began, stammeringly, ‘that - ah - that we might be married 

almost at once!’ 
‘Ah,’ said Rodil with philosophy, filling his pipe, ‘Marinessia thinks - does she? And so 

this is your method of consulting her father? I congratulate you both.’ 
‘Her uncle is satisfied,’ said Biño, calmly, ‘he is to give Marinessia a dowry. And - we 

are to be married by the end of the week - that is, if we are so fortunate as to obtain your 
consent!’ 

‘Ah,’ said Rodil, ironically, ‘that is indeed well thought on. Better late than never!’ 
‘You see,’ said Biño meekly, ‘Marinessia said that you would do just what she wished! 

And she wishes this!’ 
‘Oh, most certainly!’ retorted Rodil, ‘did ever any one do aught else than what 

Marinessia wished? And in a month or two you also will find yourself falling into step, my 
gay Frenchman! Marinessia has not a mouth like that for nothing!’ 

‘It is a lovely - a charming mouth,’ murmured Biño, with evident reminiscence, as well 
as with some indignation. 

‘Ah,’ said Rodil, irrelevantly, ‘I have no doubt whatever, that you have been helping 
her to some purpose!’ 

‘So I was! It is indeed true!’ said Biño, suddenly and unaccountably red to the gills. 
‘Ask her uncle if it is not!’ 

Whereat Rodil chuckled. 
~~~ 

 
Then it was that Marinessia came forward and informed her fiancé that she had 

undertaken the care of little Zaida. It would be a great help to the ménage in its early 
stages. But I think the young man sighed. He had foreseen a monopoly of his sweetheart. 
The duet had suddenly become a trio. But the magic was working and very obediently he 
replied that all should be as Marinessia wished. Her father nudged me as much as to say, 
‘What did I tell you?’ 

I had of course supposed that there would be no chance of carrying a bridegroom with 
me to a Carlist camp in the very first week of his nuptials. But as soon as the thing was 
mooted, Marinessia declared her will.  

‘Certainly, he shall go. It is a very excellent arrangement,’ she said, ‘for me. I shall be 
glad of the time to set our house in order, near to Cabanes in the Ariège - Biño’s place, 
which the Señor knows. Men are in the way at such times. Biño shall go with you, and 
welcome. He will also conduct and protect you. You shall see all that is to be seen, and then 
descend at your leisure into the kindly valleys, which I love. By which time you will find our 
house very much otherwise than you left it! I know a man’s way of leaving things - as if he 
had been shot!’ 

And as she spoke La Dompteuse looked very strong and indomitable and determined - 
handsome too, and a little contemptuous, so that I could see there was no real chance for 
Biño. Liberty, Equality, and Fraternity were no more to him now than words printed over 
his town-hall doors. However, I did not pity him. Spiritless fellow! He was of those who are 
well content to hug their chains. 
 

~ ~ ~ 
 

So Biño, the stout, and Marinessia Alva, the strong of face and brave of heart, were wed. 
Long had the ceremonial been spun out, even for Spain. But it was over now. Biño had 
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chosen well. Every one said so. Marinessia was by no means of the ‘cow’ type of womanhood 
common in Spain. She had all a Frenchwoman’s practicality, together with the active 
benevolence and goodness which looks out from beneath many a Scots ‘mutch,’ and takes 
in the cash behind many a Parisian comptoir. There is still a lack of this particular quality 
in the peninsula, where the husband often treats his womenkind almost as if he still wore a 
turban. 

Now since the days of Ford and Don Jorge only two great unknown names have 
contributed to our knowledge of the heart of Spain - Luffman, my brother vagabond, and 
Hugh James Rose. Only these, that I am aware of, have studied the Spaniards in poverty 
(and every true Spaniard is poor - comparatively, that is). But these two speak truth, 
straight from the seeing eye and the understanding heart. Also they found out the great 
secret, that to know Spain you must take it ‘across country,’ and live as the Spaniard lives. 
The several hundred other books on the peninsula which I have laboriously collected, afford 
the reader an astonishing impression of the dullness of the race. One comes, of course, 
upon one or two delightful books on sport - above all, that of Mr. Abel Chapman. Also there 
are entertaining and delightful (but often superficial) chronicles of travel, like those of 
Gautier, Jaccaci, De Amicis, and Hans Christian Andersen. But, except Rose and Luffman, 
as aforesaid, no English author has got beneath the armour-plate of the Iberian. And of 
these two, Rose is perhaps more of a cataloguer than a writer, while Luffman is ofttimes 
tantalisingly bald. 

For the rest, the dull tourist round is chiefly composed of bull-fights and 
disembowelled steeds, hired Grenadan gipsies, the Alhambra and the Alcazar - together 
with accounts of innumerable cathedrals, of which you can study the architecture far more 
at your ease in Street and Lomas. Who would imagine from the average Iberian traveller 
that Madrid is not a Spanish town at all, Barcelona hardly more so (and daily becoming 
more and more drowned in cosmopolitan money-getting), or that real bull-fighting is 
confined to half-a-dozen of the greater cities? Or who would not be surprised to learn from a 
practical observer like Mr. Chapman that wild camels are to be found on the marismas of 
the Guadalquiver, or that there are salt-workers scaled like fishes in the Mediterranean 
marshes, or that there is a great aristocratic under-world in Spain consisting of sheep-
masters and their servants, of tunny-fishers, of brown-burnt vintagers, of soaked malaria-
filled rice-growers, of stalwart Castilian harvesters, of rook-scarers black as the crows at 
which they sling the Scriptural ‘smooth stone of the brook,’ smooth and naked too 
themselves and slim as a black lead pencil? 

But all this by the way! The story waits. 
Don John and Don Mark were to take me to a genuine camp of the Carlists. And in 

doing so, we were to venture our lives among the rifles of the soldiers of the Queen Regent. 
Thus, at least, the affair was represented to me. But those who might be supposed to be ‘in 
the know’ remained strangely calm. Rodil was coming if he could satisfactorily dispose of 
his mule, Babieca, in such a manner that that noble animal would not eat its head off. 
Marinessia was willing, even eager, for her newly married and still unhoneymooned 
husband to accompany us. The Guardias Civiles, who in Spain really are civil, smiled upon 
us good-humouredly. There seemed to be a secret somewhere about. But as yet I was kept 
in the dark! The five of us met on the outskirts of the City of Dream. Rodil, at the last 
moment, managed to rid himself of Babieca, of Penique, and even of his wife. I had never 
before seen that grave man in such excellent spirits. Though no great church-lover he 
doffed his cap to a very commercial-looking Monk of the Brown, who was carrying under his 
arm a framed advertisement of American vines - with which, it appears, the wine-growers 
are replanting the district, in a very natural fear of the dread phylloxera from across the 
mountains. I think the convent must have been making a speciality of the agency. For in 
proportion as he is being made uncomfortable in France, the commercial monk is appearing 
in gross and detail to the south of the Pyrenees. 

‘Hrrrumph!’ snorted Rodil, like a rogue elephant, as soon as he was out of sight. I 
think he felt that the next thing might be an ecclesiastical inroad upon his own wandering 
trade. 
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PICTURESEQUE IN THE SWEET SOUTHERN LIGHT WE SAW SILHOUETTES OF MEN AND WOMEN  
 
Down in the river-bottoms men were working at the coarse hay. There was a pleasant 

dreamy haze lying close along the water. Beside the branch of a fine canal, disused like 
most useful things in Spain, and along all the meadow-flats and on the outskirts of the little 
steepled villages, men were tossing the hay from fore-and-aft carts up to the summits of 
shapeless haystacks, such as any Galloway farm-lass would turn up her nose at. They did 
it lazily, as if all time were before them. The horses munched whenever they could pick up a 
lazy mouthful. Thus the world wagged on the levels of the river where the air was heavy. 

But it is impossible at any time to remain long in a valley in Spain - that is, and keep 
moving. Up the hill you must go - or, on the contrary - down, down, down! We, of course, 
went up. And, lo! on the slopes above us, picturesque in the sweet southern light of 
afternoon, we saw the silhouettes of men and women raking the swathed hay which, a little 
later, the men would be tossing into fragrant heaps. 

Up and up - by roads easy and paths perilous! We passed along the verges of kindly 
brooks, which, being full, suggested Devonshire - except, that is, for their selvages of white 
poplars and the olives grey on the slopes above. The waters dimpled and the leaves tossed 
in the sough of the wind. Save for the dry heat in the air, this part of the experience might 
have been England. 
 

 
BRIDGES SUITED TO THE LANDSCAPE AS A BECOMING DRESS FITS A PRETTY WOMAN  

 
Many bridges, too, there were - wonderful in a country where, as in Spain, there are 

neither roads to travel upon nor waters to cross - nor even, it may be added, travellers to 
cross them. Yet in our first hour we had passed, we five apprentice Carlists, at least as 
many admirable bridges - clean-shaped, practical, suited to the place and to the landscape 
as a becoming dress fits a pretty woman. This is a rare thing in bridges, and one which is 
almost never to be found in new countries, where a bridge is invariably an outrage upon the 
surrounding scenery. 

Queer bridges we found - triangular bridges, unnecessary bridges, of wood and stone 
and straw and stubble - but never ugly bridges. I would like to write a book - copiously 
illustrated – upon Spanish bridges alone. That is, if I thought anybody could be found to 
buy it. But instead, being paid to write adventures, I must endeavour to earn my money. 

Dogs barked at us from out of dusky archways as we passed through tumble-down 
villages. Don John, who was the chief farceur of our little company, put these ignominiously 
to flight by bending down his head and baying at them in most uncanny fashion, his face 
reversed between his legs - a thing which no dog can stand, at least in the south. I suspect 
that Spanish dogs must have preserved some kind of folk-lore (or dog-lore) about monsters 
with heads which grow upside down between their legs - for, one and all, they beat an 
ignominious retreat at the sight of Don John. 
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QUEER BRIDGES WE FOUND – TRIANGULAR BRIDGES, UNNECESSARY BRIDGES  

 
And then, the villages on that mountain route! If El Seo be the City of Dream, of a 

verity these are the Villages of Dream. Their wooden balconies are timber-strutted and 
overhang the rush of the water. For up there the water actually does rush. It is as much as 
your life is worth (if you turn the scale at anything over thirteen stone) to venture out upon 
one of them. The very family washing seems to endanger their frail picturesqueness as it 
flaps in the wind. The swallow’s nest is the popular style of architecture in this part of the 
country - or rather was two or three hundred years ago. For such gables, such semi-round 
beetle-browed houses and built-out patios, I never saw in any burg built by living man. And 
never do I expect to see them again, till I adventure forth from the City of El Seo in search of 
that elusive Carlist camp. 
 

 
DOGS BARKED AT US FROM DUSKY ARCHWAYS  

 
For all that, we could see everywhere that we were in a land in which religion was still 

something worth fighting for - or, at least, that the respect for it kept up a certain tradition 
in the hearts of the people. 

At the gable of every house of any pretension was a crucifix, or perhaps less 
frequently the statue of some saint. The crucifixes were of two kinds, old and new. The old 
were gigantic and framed of wood. They were set up on a great basework of crossed beams, 
all deeply embrowned with age. The modern were erect on stone pillars, and generally of 
hammered iron. It rather took one’s breath away, however, when, interwoven in the 
ironwork of one of the newest-looking of these, I found the date 1689 - the date of our own 
glorious Revolution, when Dutch William came from Holland to set up all that is most solid 
and stolid, most respectable and permanent, in the British Constitution. 
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WOODEN BLACONIES, TIMBER-STRUTTED, THE RUSH OF THE WATER  

 
But presently we drew away, cutting across the spurs of the hills, till we saw again 

the fine free untravelled road beneath us, with its array of telegraph poles posting away 
northwards towards France and another world, while the River of Dream, become a torrent 
now, went thundering and foaming among the stunted pines at our feet! 

I began (as I thought) to smell Carlism in the air. In such places lived the men who, 
counting not their own lives dear to them, had taken up arms, and in the closing years of 
the nineteenth century were fighting for an Idea. So at that time I believed of Carlism 
among the mountains. It is my duty to tell of Carlism as I found it. 

The brief, one-sided, Spanish-American war was just over. Spain was a country 
without colonies, without a navy, almost without an army. Moreover, Spanish pride was 
deeply hurt. The Government staggered, and well it might. The Spanish have all noble 
qualities, but in matters of sentiment they are not a practical people. They did not know 
that the loss of their colonies and the confining of their energies within the rough-hewn 
square of the Peninsula, was the best thing that ever happened to their land - the mother-
in-law of all colonies and the mother of none. These were yet too early days for that idea to 
take root. The people could not understand it. All that they knew was that the Government 
had been put down, with hardly a struggle, by the hated ‘Yenkees.’ And so it seemed the 
duty of every Spaniard, for the time being, to put down the Government. But, at the head of 
affairs, it chanced that there was a very wise far-seeing man, who, above all things, 
understood his countrymen. 

 

 
AT EVERY HOUSE OF ANY PRETENSION THERE WAS A CRUCIFIX  

 
Now there is in Spain one thing which touches to the quick the average man of the 

towns, the man of the larger villages, the householder of the populous pueblos of the centre, 
the great swarming masses of the south, the man of the north-west with his mines and 
quarries and innumerable ports, the white-breeched cultivator of the orange-spangled 
huertas of Valencia and the cornlands of Orihuela. That which they hate, with an 
unbounded hatred, is the spectre of a fourth Carlist civil war. They have had enough of it. 
Colonies lost - well, it is a pity! Navies sunk! Well, again - let us build more. Our prestige 
abated for a generation! That to a Spaniard is hardest of all - but, at least, let us have no 
more Carlism! At the very name we will levy in mass! We should certainly like to overthrow 
this halting half-hearted Government - one which first deceived us and then brought such 
shame upon the nation. But if the Government is all that stands between us and another 
Carlist war - why then, Viva! For the Government of Madrid, Viva! For Señor Sagasta, Viva! 
For anybody and everybody who will give us peace foreign, and especially peace domestic, 
Viva! And Viva! And again three times Viva! 
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‘Very well then,’ meditated that exceedingly wise head at Madrid, ‘let the country be 
saved - and, incidentally, with it the Government! If a Carlist rising will save us, by all 
means let a Carlist rising be provided. See ye to it!’ The word was flashed down by secret 
ways. Indeed, most ways are of the secretest in Spain, where no man speaks his thought to 
his dearest friend lest a bird of the air carry the matter. 

And now I was going to see this most opportune insurrection - see it at its source. 
There is a new school of Carlists - and an old! Don Manuel and the Bishop were of the old - 
who had fought in a score of the fights, and seen men standing up with their backs to a 
wall and the cigarette alight in their mouths - in the day when, in the war of brethren, 
quarter was neither given nor taken. 

But of the new school were most decidedly Don John and Don Mark. The nearer they 
got to the ‘seat of war’ - the large word describes the large thing - the more riotously joyous 
they became. Indeed, they were like schoolboys on the first day of the holidays with their 
journey-money safe in their breeches’ pocket. They sang, they shouted. They embraced 
each other - all, that is, except Rodil, who watched their ambles and gambols, all the while 
smoking his pipe with humorous gravity. 

By this time we were getting high up. The river lay far below - towns, sands, 
vineyards, desert places, together with bridges to cross the links of the River of Dream at 
unexpected narrows. The keen air was like an intoxicant to Don John and Don Mark - even 
to Biño. I mentioned Don Carlos of Spain - Don Jaime of Bourbon! They laughed in my face. 
That is not what we have come out to see, they said. Their fathers would not have spoken 
so, I retorted. At this they laughed still louder, till I thought that of a truth they must have 
become ‘fey’ (or fated), as we say in Scotland, of those whose excessive gaiety seems to 
presage an impending doom. 
 

 
A CRUCIFIX CASTIN A VAST SHADOW UPON A WHITEWASHED WALL  

 
‘Carlists - oh, of course, we are Carlists,’ cried Don John, ‘but what has that to do 

with the very respectable ‘whiskerado’ who abides at the big hotel in Lucerne - which is, I 
believe, a town in Switzerland? Is it not so, Señor? The Duke of Madrid? Hum - well, let him 
take his breakfast in peace, good man. It is not for him or his like that any young Spaniard 
will fight today. No, I do not mean my father (he tapped his frontal bone) - the old are 
different. They have touched the real, of which we have scarce seen the shadow!’ 

But these gay young scamps gat their lesson ere they slept. It is not good to laugh at 
that which the fathers reverence. For just then, at the entering in of the little village where 
we were to rest, we came upon a crucifix casting a vast shadow upon a whitewashed wall, 
intense in the light of the setting sun. It was exceedingly impressive. 

We stood gazing - all, I think, even the three merrymakers, not a little awed. I pointed 
up at it and said, ‘There! You see! Sometimes the shadow may touch the heart - even more 
than the reality!’ 

But Don Mark, ever ready with words, had his answer pat. 
‘Ah,’ he said, ‘that may be true enough. But - He is the crucified. He died for others. 

Whereas, so far as I have heard, the Bourbons of Spain have always let others fight for 
them - and die for them. And then in the nick of time - they ran away!’ 

And that, I venture to say, is what young Spain thinks about Carlism and its 
prospects today. 
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We stood awhile, simply looking. The great wooden crucifix, dominating the little 
square, turned in the setting sun to crimson before our eyes. The shadow on the wall grew 
black, and then began to dissolve, eaten up from below as the sun sank rapidly. The night 
came with a stride, and through the already grey and silent alleys we paced soberly to our 
inn. I cannot tell what was in the thoughts of the others. Mine within me were tinged with 
Eternity, yet they were not sad. I had seen the greatest sight left on earth - the Ideal of Man 
suffering for Man -  I had seen men believing in that Ideal. Now I looked up where the stars 
were already sparkling - keen, set in regular perspective, blue, red, green, Sirius leading 
them on, like a chieftain among his hosts. Well, had THAT UP THERE ever spoken, except 
by the Man who died for men? I did not know. And truth to tell, I did not greatly care. The 
warm humanity of the Man of Nazareth abode. So much was sure. Even the shadow on the 
whitewashed wall somehow filled my heart. A carpenter had made that cross, and He - was 
a carpenter’s son. 
 

~ ~ ~ 
 
After that, Rodil, who, as I have said, was a man of thought, had no difficulty in 

keeping the boys quiet. They smoked, it is true, but there was no singing, no tinkling 
guitars, no jota. And the last words of our host as he sent us up to bed above the stable, 
with a lantern among the four of us, sounded like a benediction, ‘Vaya Usted con Dios!’ – 
‘Go ye with God!’ he said. 

Long after the rest were asleep, through the glassless windows of our loft I looked out, 
and there, erect upon the great cross of wood, the lonely figure cut a blank among the stars. 
Then I remembered the two lines of Pippa’s song, 

‘God’s in His Heaven. All’s right with the World.’ 
 

~ ~ ~ 
 
I thought that this detour had brought me no nearer the long-sought camp of the Carlists, 
but I was wrong. The house in the little village where we had slept was garnished with an 
arcaded gallery giving upon the street, like a bridge for which at last the natives had found 
a use. Under this were doors and the entrances to houses. 

I was told that the Carlists, when they sent down for provisions, stabled their horses 
under these very arcades! This was something like. Here I was, at last, upon the track of 
rebellion. 
 

 
IT FELT JUST LIKE GOING TO BED IN A FLYING BUTTRESS 

 
Our sleeping-room was a long gallery in the outer flange of these very archaux. In 

effect it felt just like going to bed in a flying buttress. The corridor was so narrow that the 
couches had to be placed lengthways, and so close together were they that in the dead time 
of the night Rodil grasped one of my ankles, which had gone exploring on its own account 
over the end of his bed. He was just about to stick a knife into it, taking it for a robber - or, 
at least, for something which had no right to come interfering with his nose. 

It was yet grey morning when we settled our modest bill and went. Bills are always 
modest in Spain - still more so if a Spaniard does the settling. But what we found was a 
great change from yesterday’s sun-drowned haymakers, our long tramp by the hazy river-
side, and the loops of hot roadway blinking in the sun. Today the grey of earliest twilight 
had the snell grip in it which told of snow. There was snow in the air too. One’s teeth 
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chattered as we dressed - not that in going to bed we had removed so much of our clothing 
that they had a very long time in which to chatter! 

 

 
THESE ROUGH TOWERS SEEMED IN PERFECT UNISON WITH THEIR DESOLATE SURROUNDINGS  
 
The next moment we were out on the hillside with a lump of bread and some 

chocolate inside of us, and a well-founded belief in our hearts that it would be many hours 
before we saw more food, I had my half-plate camera under arm. Now this camera is quite a 
trifling weight when a friend only picks it up and sets it down. He remarks upon its 
wonderful lightness. But after a few hours over the Sierras, changing hands every half-mile 
and looking to see if the other fellows are inclined to help, it seems to be made of solid lead. 
Then, again, I could trust it with Biño, but by no means with farceurs like Don John and 
Don Mark. It was too precious for that. 

We cowered in a little shelter from a storm-flurry, and whilst it was clearing up I 
hurried out and took a couple of pictures of two lonely unnamed towers which dominated a 
quite modern-looking farm, but seemed much more in keeping with the grim hillside 
against which they were set. The snow began to lie thinly on all the slopes, and these rough 
towers, built of chance-found stones like a Scottish stone-dyke, seemed perfectly in unison 
with their desolate surroundings. 

Up and up the road wound - rocks and wayside plants all thinly sprinkled with snow. 
The leggy, unhappy, spindling pines we passed were touched with it to their topmost twig. It 
mixed like salt with the dust of the highway. Evidently Carlism had to be sought for very 
high up. However, that was but natural. Virtue abides on the heights. 
 

 
THE TWO SEBASTIANS SAT ONE ON EACH SIDE OF HIM 

 
A carriage was returning in our direction and Don Mark hailed it. The answer of the 

conductor was unintelligible, but plainly insulting. Then it was that the two Sebastian boys 
showed the blood that was in them. 

‘He may be a governmental arriero, if he likes,’ they said, ‘he may be the devil himself, 
but, by Saint Vincent, he has no right to insult a Sebastian. Even now we will convince him 
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of the error of his way. Pray lend us your revolver!’ 
But I declined to be mixed up with the coercing of a respectable coachman upon a 

turnpike road. Smuggling was well enough, but I had no idea of emulating the late Mr. 
Richard Turpin or Mons. Claude Duval. So the Sebastians, nothing daunted, borrowed from 
their countryman Rodil, who was either not so squeamish or better informed. 

‘They will only frighten him!’ he said. ‘Most likely he is a miserable hostler of the fonda 
which calls itself a ‘Hotel’ down at El Seo, and in that case it will be enough if the 
Sebastians tell him their names!’ 

So with no more said, Don Mark and Don John went off to interview the driver of the 
carriage. They returned in a trice with the news that the owner would be charmed to have 
our company. He did come from El Seo. At which I blushed. For I had visited a Bishop 
there. But so, for the matter of that, had the Sebastians, with whom the driver seemed now 
to be on excellent terms. They had let him see their own pistols, together with Rodil’s 
revolver, also a couple of knives from Albacete, each about as long as the owner’s leg from 
the knee down. They said that they thought he might possibly feel interested in the names 
of the makers. 

He was - to the extent of being astonishingly polite to all of us, offering wine and black 
bread all round. Rodil and I went inside the coach but the two Sebastians sat one on each 
side of the coachman on the box and helped him to drive. 

‘Confidence?’ said Don Mark, afterwards, ‘oh yes, of course we had confidence in him! 
But there is no confidence like making sure of a thing yourself!’ 

Which dictum might be added to the Proverbs of Solomon, without spoiling the set, 
having regard to the amount of truth which, all simply and unobtrusively, it expresses.  

Our driver had, it appeared, just taken down an important governmental official from 
the nearest point to the rebel camp. This commissionaire had been empowered to treat with 
the Carlists. So at least the driver declared. But he could give us no exact information, 
because his fare had slept the whole time after he had picked him up by the roadside. Also 
he had complained of headache, both which symptoms we understood later. 

‘It is at this bridge I must stop, gentlemen,’ he said. ‘I cannot possibly cross it, or 
follow the road to Elisonda further with my waggon - which, indeed, is just new from the 
coachbuilder’s yard. I shall, therefore, be obliged to take reluctant leave of you here!’ 

‘Well, we bet you two duros that you won’t!’ cried the Sebastians. ‘We can get you and 
your old equipage over a bridge ten times worse than that. And as for the road on the other 
side - why, it was made, laid, and levelled specially for Don Carlos, Duke of Madrid, whom 
God preserve! (Here they piously lifted their caps.) Now we are loyal soldiers of that 
unfortunate monarch, and we will show you that what is good enough for a Don Carlos is 
good enough for a shark-souled, greedy-toothed crétin of a hired shilling-a-league driver, 
from a heaven-forsaken venta which has the impudence to call itself a ‘Hotel’!’ 

Such was the sense, if not the exact words, of the allocution addressed by the 
Sebastians to the driver of the hotel turnout.  

And sure enough the conveyance went over the bridge careering, a man at each wheel 
and the owner anxiously moderating his steed, which, naturally enough, objected to the 
reverberation.  

‘It is wonderful what can be done in this world with a little goodwill - properly 
applied!’ said Don John. ‘Now, between us, without the least trouble, we have frightened 
that fellow more than ever he will be frightened, till the little black imps with the tridents 
shake his miserable carcass over the pit of Hades!’  

Fine, decided, all-there politicians were my young friends, the Sebastians! No wonder 
they were powers in the land. Generally also, I am bound to add, powers for good. 

‘He is not doing this for nothing,’ explained Don Mark in an undertone, ‘the rascal 
owes my father money, which he will never pay. And if the old rattletrap does fall into the 
ravine it won’t matter a dollar to anybody.’ 

Luckily, however, it did not. In fact the road actually became better on the further 
side of the Segre. For this is the rule in Spain. Where there are millions of people and a 
great traffic, the ways are those which the Moors left behind them, and you wade waist-
deep in the ruts. But when there are perhaps a dozen of possible passengers in a year, the 
roads are - well, as good as those of France or of Utopia, which is pretty much saying the 
same thing. The road upon which we now found ourselves, a little boulder-strewn because 
of the contributions to road-mending brought down by the spring avalanches (which, of 
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course, no one had ever thought of removing), led slowly upwards through the snow-dusted 
trees. 

‘We are coming near the camp now,’ said Don Mark, and he went off into one of his 
boisterous laughs. 

‘I cannot go there,’ cried the coachman in despair. ‘They will have my blood.’ 
‘And small loss!’ remarked Don John, unsympathetically. 
‘Let me go! Let me go!’ The Jehu’s plaint became acute, and he referred more than 

once to a wholly imaginary wife and children. 
So, after making him sign a receipt that he had come so far out of his way of his own 

freewill, we let him go. The Sebastians considered all this a fine joke, and laughed 
abundantly. But, having been brought up to railway officials and the science of tipping, I 
managed to convey a piece of money to the unfortunate driver, without the knowledge of 
either Don John or Don Mark. I think if they had known they would have sent me back with 
him in the conveyance as wholly unworthy of confidence. 

The carriage once out of sight we stood in the roadway stamping our feet and getting 
warm as best we could. For the chill of the high mountains cut into our bones, coming as 
we had done directly from the steaming ditch of the Ebro Valley, and over the dusty plains 
of Aragon upon which the sun lies all day heavy as a load. 
 

 
THE FAMOUS ELISONDA, HEAD AND FRONT OF THE ‘CARLIST’ RISING 

 
Don Mark was right. We were indeed nearing our goal. Turning a corner there, 

beneath us, lay the little collection of houses which I shall call Elisonda - though, of course, 
according to agreement, that is not its name. 

To all appearance it was little more than a Scottish ‘farm-town.’ What we looked upon 
was hardly more than the long-roofed collection of ‘office-houses’ which surrounds the 
dwelling of a thrifty ‘big farmer’ in the old country. Yet this was the famous Elisonda, the 
head and front of the Carlist ‘rising.’ 

It did not look very terrible, and for a moment I was disappointed. What I wanted to 
see was a regular encampment out on the plain, or upon the mountain side! I think a score 
or so of tents of black camel’s hair, like those of Bedu, might have satisfied me. But this 
range of comfortable farm buildings - all eligible property! Could that be the dreaded 
Elisonda about which the forces of the Government had been concentrating for weeks? 
Could this be the place whose name was shouted nightly along the Rambla at Barcelona, in 
the Plaza de la Independencia of Zaragoza, and down the Puerta del Sol at Madrid? 
 

 
THE WHOLE ADVANCE GUARD OF THE CARLISTS CAME SPURRING THEIR BEST ALONG THE ROAD  
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Where were the grinning black muzzles of the guns - ‘quick-firers’ smuggled over the 

frontier from France - so they said in the papers - old mortars wide enough of mouth to fire 
an iron bedstead, mattress and all? The Carlists, even, where were they? 

At least I was not to be disappointed of these last. Here they came, a whole advance 
guard of them, spurring their best along the road, yelling and shouting, as if they had been 
forewarned of our approach. Some of them rode horses, but the majority mules. Shades of 
General de Lacy Evans and Cabrera, had it come to this? Yes, even worse! Far in the rear, 
as merry as any, rode a man upon a donkey! 

These were the bloodthirsty Carlists of Elisonda. These were the enemies of the City 
Fathers. These were the fierce hill-fighters, who gave no quarter to man, woman, or child. 

And in a minute we had fraternised with this dreadful enemy - these semi-brigands of 
the Madrid papers, unrecognised by any Power, fighters each for his own hand. In 
appearance they were exactly like a lot of jovial farmers’ sons out for a merry-making. They 
did not slay us on the spot. Contrariwise they embraced us even too warmly. They 
demanded not our money or our lives - but only if we were thirsty. We were. We were also 
cold. 
 

 
‘GENERAL PRIM’ LAY PERMANENTLY ON A WALL 

 
We went back with them to Elisonda, and had soon made ourselves at home with the 

whole boisterous crew. 
They had a camp-fire. But I think that camp-fire must have been a stage property, for 

I never saw any one sitting by it. The wide kitchen or house-place and the straw-filled barn 
suited their habits better. Guards were posted, but they were mostly four-footed and 
barked. One of these, called ‘General Prim,’ a meek animal, lay permanently on a wall and 
was ready to betray his trust at any time for a bone. After this I used to carry one in my 
pocket for the express purpose of bribing the general. I wrapped it in a copy of the 
Correspondencia which told of the bloody doings of the rebels of Elisonda. General Prim did 
not mind, specially if the bone had been left, as it were, ‘in the rough.’ 

That night there was heard in Elisonda the sound of the pipe and of the tabor. Don 
John surpassed himself. Don Mark recounted (and embellished) our adventures in the 
smuggling line. All present were experts, and I received many compliments. Rodil listened 
and smoked, smiling quietly the while. The amount of white spirit which was drunk had 
better be referred to in round numbers. Its quality was not strained - its quantity quite 
unrestrained. There were headaches abroad in the morning, but General Prim and I were 
early at our posts. He and I went the rounds of the rebel camp together ‘at the good hour.’  

On the way we fell in with Don Mark, who asked me if I had any bicarbonate of soda 
about me. He said he wanted it for a chemical experiment. Going back I gave him what I 
possessed, and he proceeded to see what would be the effect of dissolving the powder in 
water and drinking it upon the spot. General Prim and I left him to his experiment, and set 
forth again on our round of discoveries. A meek animal was General Prim. He snuffed at 
each snoring sleeper, and when he recognised any one to whom he had been introduced, he 
very courteously acknowledged the acquaintance before passing on. 
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WE CAME UPON A YOUNG MAN MOODILY SURVEYING THE SCENE  

 
Finally at the far side of Elisonda, where are certain steep precipices called 

colloquially ‘Too-Bad-For-a-Dog,’ the General and I came upon a young man moodily 
surveying the scene. He was dressed differently from the young farmers and countrymen 
who had spurred out to meet us the night before. He had not the dare-devil look of the 
smuggling Sebastians, nor yet was he of the city - a quiet, rather melancholy, dark-eyed 
fellow he seemed, with, however, unmistakable marks of breeding and education about 
him. 

I spoke to him, a mere polite inquiry as to whether we were doing any harm. To my 
astonishment he answered in French, readily and fluently. 

‘Is there ever any real fighting at Elisonda?’ I asked him. 
‘Oh yes,’ he answered, smiling, ‘quite regularly!’ 
I noticed that he pronounced the last words with a certain emphasis. He also pointed 

with his hands to the loop-holed barns and cow-sheds beneath us. 
‘When is the governmental attack supposed to commence?’ I asked. 
‘Usually about three,’ he said, ‘that is, when it is warm and the snow has melted off 

the roof and rocks. Then it is more comfortable for everyone concerned. But if you are 
pressed for time I can send out word and have it begun earlier!’ 

I stared at the young man in astonishment, as well I might. 
‘You - can - send - out - and - have - it - begun - earlier?’ I said, slowly.  
‘Certainly,’ he answered serenely, ‘that is what I am here for!’ 
For a moment it occurred to me that I was in the presence of a spy, but a glance at 

the young man’s face reassured me. Whatever he was, this youth with the sombre eyes was 
no spy. But he discerned my thought. 

‘Oh no,’ he said smiling quietly, ‘I am not betraying the confidence of our good friends 
down there, who are still snoring on the straw. But, all the same, I am here to conduct 
matters generally. You understand, the situation is this - if you will be good enough to 
listen!’ 

Almost automatically we had walked to a little knoll whence we could look down upon 
the snow-covered roofs of Elisonda. Low hills were all around us in a circle (perhaps from a 
mile to a mile and a half distant). My friend lifted his arm and pointed with a mock 
theatrical gesture. 

‘All these are held by the enemy - or we are the enemy ourselves,’ he said, ‘just as you 
happen to look at it! At any rate, there is a fierce engagement each afternoon in time for the 
results to be telegraphed to the Madrid and Paris papers. Nothing like it has been seen in 
the Peninsula since ‘El Gran Lor’ (Wellington) said ‘Buenas noches’ to his old friend Soult at 
Vitoria. Wait till three o’clock, and you shall see!’ 

While he was speaking I had been examining the ground and the out-buildings. Not a 
rut, nor a broken stick on a tree, nor so much as a pockmark on a wall. 

‘Yes,’ he continued, smiling, ‘you have come out to see war and you will see it on a 
truly magnificent scale, from Mauser pistols and revolvers up to siege guns!’ 

‘And this goes on every day?’ I queried, looking, suppose, no little incredulous. 
He nodded, his somewhat saturnine face lighting up with the pleasure of persiflage. 
‘But,’ said I, marvelling, ‘where are the bullet-holes, the marks made by the explosion 

of the shells, the pits of the round shot - all that I have read about so often in the papers?’ 
And I pulled out as much of the Correspondencia as my friend General Prim had left 
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when I took him his last chop. I never saw such a dog for tearing up paper and chewing it. 
He would eat anything in which meat had been wrapped. But, I think, if he had a 
preference, it was for the Correspondencia. It might be called his favourite journal. 

I did not ask any more questions. It seemed somehow undignified. Instead I only 
looked at the young man, and after a little he lifted up his voice and spoke. His explanation 
was remarkably clear and precise, yet with a tang of bitterness in every word, strange in 
one so young. 

‘This, mark you, is an insurrection!’ he said. ‘These people in the house-place snoring 
on the straw are Carlists - at ninepence a day and the fun! It is a godsend to them in the 
off-season. In vintage it would cost the Government at least three times as much!’ 

‘It would cost the Government?’ I cried in astonishment. ‘What has the Government to 
do with it?’ 

He stopped and picked up a cartridge which lay at his feet. Its clear, clean, white-
composition metal shone like silver in the light of the morning sun. 

‘The careless dogs!’ he said, ‘to take the pay of the Government and not even to be at 
the trouble to fire off the powder. For, observe, it is of Government mark!’ 

I looked. So it was, and apparently unexpended. The little yellow cap was unindented. 
I searched in vain for the mark of the needle.  

But there was a peculiarity. The cartridge felt curiously light in the hand. The young 
man smiled and nodded. 

‘It has not been fired,’ he said. ‘Now find me the bullet, if you please! Explore with 
your knife. There is no danger!’ 

There was none! The cartridge was blank as Mordred’s shield. 
The young man nodded encouragingly at me. 
‘Exactly,’ he said, ‘it is like the answer of a riddle, which one sees all at once and then 

cries out how stupid one has been! Or like the donkey cut out in white in the wood-
engraving, which you cannot help seeing - after once your eyes have traced it. Now, do you 
understand?’ 

It was undoubtedly stupid of me, but I did not yet understand - at least, not fully, 
though I began to have an inkling.  

‘Well,’ he said, ‘I suppose, being a stranger, you must have the riddle explained. At 
three of the clock in the afternoon all these sleepers will be awake. By that time they will 
have had their breakfast of good Government provisions. Some of the tins have made the 
voyage to Cuba and back, but are no whit the worse for that. Then the brave Carlists will 
demand their day’s pay, which will be given them in Government silver. I am not a soldier 
myself. I am a political in the secret service - only there is no particular secrecy about this. 
You can’t keep a secret among three hundred men all picked up here, there, and 
everywhere - each one with a sweetheart at home to buy something pretty for at the next 
fair. Well, the troops and the Carlists fall on - horse, foot, and guns - at noon, or at three, or 
at six, just as I send them word! And all the correspondents of the papers are back there 
among the hills, and all the writers - only you must not write about this till it is well over. 
But there will be a merry time and enough noise to wake the sainted dead! 

‘Only there won’t be any dead, nor yet any wounded, unless a man is careless when 
his gun kicks. For there is never a bullet, nor a shell, nor a revolver pea the size of a sugar-
coated pill out of a new-fangled pharmacy. All is noise, and fury, and smoke - exceedingly 
terrible! And you will also have the privilege of beholding me sitting on this very knoll 
directing things with a stick. I have with me, of course, a man to work the heliograph, a 
proper soldier, not a stable-smelling Carlist. 

‘And so - why, necessarily, there is plenty to write about, and certainly plenty to hear, 
and not a little to see! So everybody is content! And the people say, ‘It is necessary to have a 
Government which will take strong measures to put down these rascally Carlists! And what 
if the expense be great - what must be, must be!’ (They are quite right there! The expense is 
great. Tinned meats and ninepence a day!) And all the while down in Madrid, in a certain 
bureau, a very old man with a white beard sits among many portfolios, while his secretaries 
come and go, and they read him the telegrams as they arrive from the Seat of War. And he 
says, ‘Well done! Oh, well done!’ And one day, perhaps, he will take me apart and give me 
the Order of the Golden Fleece, or make me a grandee of the kingdom, or an ambassador or 
something. That is,’ concluded the young man, with a sudden drop into his habitual 
melancholy, ‘if he does not die or forget all about me, which is by far the most likely thing!’ 
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~ ~ ~ 
 
Of course we stayed for the fight. It was all that the young man in the secret service 

had promised - and more. I wished I had found out that young man’s name - not that I 
would have dared to print it. But he was of marked ability, and I hope that the old man of 
the portfolios, before he died (reconciled to Mother Church, and going to his own place to 
the sound of wailing chaunts) remembered that young man, whose name I do not know, 
and made him a grandee, or an ambassador, or whatever else his heart craved after. 
 

~ ~ ~ 
 
Crackle - crackle from the hills! It was (do not tremble) the fierce onslaught of the 

troops of the line. How brave their officers were, cheering them on! All colours of the 
rainbow were represented, specially pale blue coats and scarlet trousers, also hard kepis 
with stout bobs in front. Not a man there would have dreamed of condescending to the 
degrading concealment of khaki. For, say what you will, it is concealment. The artillery, too, 
set out its guns in plain view on all the hills. No earthworks there! Who’s afraid? Not a man 
of them. Rattle! Bang! Thunder! R-r-r-r-r! Rack-tack-tack-tack! All the sounds of modern 
warfare, as it were, in a nutshell. 

And the courage of these poor lads who had lain among the straw - these few 
hundreds of rude Carlists of the North, each fighting for his legitimate monarch! Ought we 
not to be put to shame - aye, every man of us? 

Which of us is there, who would think nothing of lying out on the plain ground - with 
only a sack or a bundle of hay beneath our persons to keep the cold from striking through, 
sheltered by a stone no bigger than a sugar-loaf, enfiladed from every side by modern 
artillery and long-range guns, all for an Ideal - plus ninepence a day, and as much tinned 
meat and raw white spirit as could be stowed away comfortably at Government charges? 

Ah, brave fellows! Not a man of them flinched - except, perhaps, to light a cigarette or 
to scratch. They had slept, you see, most of them, in the stable. So it is small wonder if they 
itched for battle. But there they were, the cavalry scouting valiantly after nothing at all, 
waving their swords, and charging (as often as their horses and mules could be brought 
into something like line) into the thickest of the fray! Never was gallantry so reckless seen in 
this world. 

And all the time across the hills the telegraph wires were humming. And in Madrid, 
and in Barcelona, and in Paris the special editions were coming out, treading on each 
other’s heels, reeking from the press. Stocks were going up and down. Exchange was 
‘pumping’ like a barometer before a storm. Leathern-lunged louts were crying the terrible 
news along the Strand before midnight. And in the quiet streets about the British Museum, 
where the people sit up late, they were sending out good brown British coppers to pay for 
halfpenny papers! The news from Elisonda was buzzing all over the earth. 

And on the knoll above the long roofs, from which the snow had either been melted or 
had blown away, sat the young man with the rueful countenance, who wanted to be an 
ambassador or a grandee. He too was smoking a cigarette, and when I went up to him he 
offered me a nip of cognac. 

When I declined with thanks he only said, ‘It is French, and of good mark! See the 
stars!’ 

Then he yawned. 
‘If you have had enough of this,’ he added, rising, ‘I have!’ 
Whereupon he turned to the heliograph man, who stood behind - grave, attentive, 

also a little melancholy, having seen the vanity of things human.  
‘Tell them to stop, will you!’ said the young man, briefly. 
Then we went away. But as we were going down the slope, the sad-faced political 

youth in the secret service turned once more to the manipulator, 
‘Have you finished your message?’ he demanded. 
‘Yes.’ 
‘Then add, ‘THE COUNTRY IS SAVED.’’ 
And the Country was saved! 
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AGRICULTURE AS PRACTISED ON THE MOUNTAIN SLOPES 

 

 


