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IN PORTUGAL.

IN
the "

Story of m> Life
"

I have told of my early days in

Copenhagen, of the home which I found in Admiral

Wulff's house by the Marine Academy. There came to the

house at that time two young Portuguese boys, Jose and

George O'Neill, sons of the head of the mercantile house of

O'Neill in Lisbon. Their father desired that his children should

know the language and the people of the country whose Con-

sul he was
; perhaps, also, the political disturbances in the at

that time unhappy Portugal, determined him to this. They
were commended to Admiral Wulff by our Spanish-Portuguese
Minister dal Borgo ; they were received in his house, and were

placed by him at Professor Neilson's school
; they soon learned

our language, and became attached to our country. I saw

them almost daily during the four years they lived here
; they

then travelled to Sweden, in order to learn its language and

customs. From that time many years elapsed in which we-

had no correspondence, and heard nothing of each other. A
year or two since there came to me a compatriot who asked

me for an introduction to some one in Lisbon, a place which

he supposed I had visited. I knew of no one better to write

to than the friend of my youth, Mr. George O'Neill, who had

become Danish Consul after the death of his father. I wrote

to him, received his reply, and still another letter from him,

containing a warm invitation to me to visit him, see his beau-

tiful father-land, make my home with him and his brother, and

have all the good that warm hearts were able to provide for

me.

I have again seen these friends of my youth, lived with them

and theirs, and seen a part of their beautiful country unknown

to me before, and of which most of my countrymen know so

little. I place together here the notes and recollections which

I have hastily written down of this trip in the year 1866.



CHAPTER I.

Bordeaux. Ristori as Medea. In the Land of the Basques. Burgos.

Trip on the Cars to Madrid, and the stay there. Romantic Journey
with the Courier from Truxillo to Badajos. The Blossom of Beauty.

THROUGH
Germany, Holland, and Belgium, I drew near

Paris, from whence after a month's delay I went to Bor-

deaux the main starting-point on my journey to Portugal.

On the 25th of each month there sails from Bordeaux to Rio

Janeiro one of the largest and best equipped imperial ships,

which touches at Lisbon. I had already announced my ar-

rival there by this ship, which I took for granted would arrive

at Lisbon by the 28th of April. The weather was stormy and

unfavorable
; the Spanish sea, I knew, was no pleasure trip

but then, again, a journey through Spain, where as yet no rail-

road was opened between Madrid and the Portuguese frontier,

would be tedious and uncomfortable. I was undecided. I

happened to read on a street corner,
"
Ristori is in Bordeaux.

She appears as Medea, and as Marie Stuart." No tragic art-

ist abroad, not even Rachel, had so pleased and filled me
as Ristori. I had previously seen her in London as Lady
Macbeth. The scene where she walks in her sleep has become

indelible with me, as the most finished expression of tragic

art. I resolved to remain a couple of days to see Ristori,

and then take the journey overland, give up the sea where

storms continually raged, and see again a part of Spain which

I had visited two years before with so much profit. Now, the

first thing of interest was to see Ristori as Medea. It

was indeed grand ! It was Tragedy itself in her personified.

There was such a plastic beauty, such a thorough conception
of and faithful devotion to the character of Medea, that one

realized how a woman like her could kill her children, and

yet, in the very act, be mother with overflowing heart. Ristori's

voice is so melodious, so like music, and so in unison with the
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inner soul expression, that even he who does not understand

the Italian language, yet comprehends the thought she utters.

I can never forget the closing scene, the look so full of love

and struggle with which she regards her children
;
and then the

anguish, the tenderness of a mother's heart, with which she

looks upon the little ones that she has killed, one's eyes fill

with tears to see it
;
and when their father asks her who has

killed them, Medea lifts her head, and, fastening her look upon

him, answers,
" Thou !

" In this single word Ristori threw such

concentrated power that it sent a chill through us to hear it.

Tragedy dies with Ristori
;
who will be able to succeed her.

The following day I sat in the cars from Tours to Bayonne.
The Pyrenees lifted themselves before us. I was again to step

upon the romantic father-land of Cervantes and Murillo. Now
there was no interruption with the train, as when I last travelled

here between Paris and Madrid. The train rushed ahead
;

the steam rose as a cloud in the air and then disappeared. I

had a glimpse of the Bay of Biscay, and then it was again
hidden by the heights over which one after a short wandering
comes to Biarritz, whose porous rock caverns, with its rolling,

thundering seas, came to me in lively recollection.

Without being asked for passports this time, we ran into

Spain. At last, here also this plague and inconvenience to

travellers has ceased. I have often thought, while suffering

under the exactions of this wearisome, extortionate, long-

maintained and stagnant system, of the story that is told about

the frontier soldier, who asked a traveller,
" Have you a pass-

port ?
" and was answered,

" No !

" "
That," replied he,

"
is very

fortunate for you, else you would have much inconvenience
;

now you have none," and he let him pass. So they let us,

thanks be to the rapidity of the train and increased enlighten-

ment.

When for the first time, thirty-three years ago, I was in Rome
I saw in St. Peter's Church, seated upon high velvet chairs, two

royal fugitives, Don Miguel of Portugal, and Queen Christina

of Spain ;
now I was approaching the father-land of the first,

but Queen Christina herself drew up in the same train with

me, to pay a visit to her daughter, the reigning Queen Isabella

the Second. The royal cars were sent to meet her, and the
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Basque peasants, in their red national caps, made music while

she took dinner in Irun, the first town over the frontier. I

desired to stay a fortnight in the adjoining romantic St. Sebas-

tian. While on my journey from home, through the different

countries, and in most of the larger cities, I had seen in the

shop windows photograph pictures, copies of Kaulbach's

beautiful illustration of my story,
" The Angel," who bears the

dead child and its flowers up toward heaven. I saw it last

in Bayonne, but also here in St. Sebastian it was to be seen
;

the Angel had followed me over the Pyrenees : may it be to

me of good omen, I prayed. When I last travelled through the

land of the Basques, all the mountains and valleys lay covered

with snow
;
now it was spring-time, the sun shone warm, and

the earth was becoming green with its spring verdure. The
train flew through the pierced mountains, tunnel followed after

tunnel, long, dark, interminable,
" not entirely to be depended

on," said one of the travellers. Wild and lonely, so different

from the well-cultivated, thickly-populated France, the land-

scape spread itself, with simple, half dilapidated farms, and

small villages, with black plastered houses. But singers and

songs, in poetical power and fullness, live and resound here
;
a

collection of these "
people's songs," translated into French,

followed me, peopled the country, and fulfilled the part of

poetry in these climes. Again I saw Burgos' mighty cathedral
;

again I went under its magnificent arches, and breathed the

same heavy, bad-smelling air mixed with incense, as when I

last was here. I thought of the Cid, who no longer, as in my
younger da3

r
s, when seen through the color-play of fiction,

seemed to me so ideal, so chivalric
;
neither as before did I

feel so glad in this land so sung about. Already, on entering,

I met so many dark, ill-favored faces, whether by chance or

not, that it was not pleasant. At St. Sebastian, as well as here

in Burgos, the people of the hotels were unaccommodating; in

the barber shop sat a circle of men with heavy beards, dirty

and ragged ;
all was disagreeable, up to the scented fingers of

the barber
;
but it might have been worse. I thought of a still

more abominable situation that a countryman of mine had

been in, when he on his Italian journey went in to a barber

shop in Terracina. While he sat there in the chair, and the
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razor passed over his face, he saw a crowd of people standing

outside the street door, who made wounding signs to him. He
asked the barber " what it all meant," and he answered very

frankly,
"

I have lately been insane
; they think that I have

not yet my reason, and are afraid that I shall cut your throat."

This was a worse situation than mine, and it is always a com-

fort that one does not experience the worst. The following

night I wanted to leave with the train for Madrid. It was so

cold yet in Burgos on the 23d of April, that the people wore

large thick cloaks. I sat in my winter cloak, with a stout

woolen plaid about me, and yet I froze and my teeth chattered.

The night was long and severe
; the strong smoke of miserable

cigars filled the cars
;
without it poured and hailed. Passing

Valladolid and Escurial, we arrived early in the morning at

Madrid, where for the third time since I crossed the Spanish

frontier, my trunk was opened and overhauled. A guide

brought me to Fonda del Francia, which is wholly Spanish,

and is on the Call del Carmen. During my preceding visit

Madrid did not please ;
this time it spoke to me yet less. It

seemed intolerable. I felt out of place and dissatisfied.

Murillo's and Velasquez's peerless paintings were not able to

shine into me. As at the first time, I did not find here any

representative of Denmark
;
our Danish Consul had gone to

Paris. I should have stood entirely abandoned had not the

Portuguese Ambassador, to whom I was recommended, showed

interest for me in the handsomest and best manner possible.

The railroad between Madrid and the Spanish frontier was

finished, save a short distance. The King of Portugal had

lately passed over it, but it was not yet opened to private use,

and would not be, so they said, before spring, at the time of

the Paris Exposition. To go in the most expeditious manner

from Madrid to Lisbon, I should travel with the courier who
starts every evening with letters and small packages. He
uses a small carriage that has scarcely room for the coach-

man, the courier, and two passengers. To secure a seat, five

days' notice was required, and consequently I must wait in

this intolerable Madrid. With the exception of the picture

gallery, the capital of Spain presents nothing original to a

foreigner, not even the aspct of a true Spanish city with
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romantic reminiscences of the Moors. It was cold here
;
the

sun would not come to power. We well knew that the gov-
ernment had obtained ascendency over the revolutionary
movements. General Prim's troops were out of the land, but

what especial state of mind prevailed among the people, I

did not know. " We are upon a volcano," it was said, and

sure enough, it broke out some weeks after I arrived at Lis-

bon. The telegraph reported through the newspapers of the

troubles in Madrid, of bloody battles in the streets and in the

lanes, how many had been killed, and later, how many had

been shot down. During my stay in Madrid there had been

a great national feast, in memory of those Spaniards who
were shot as rebels under Napoleon the First

; now, crape and

flags floated over their tombs, and music and speeches were

heard
;

it was a people's feast. I was under suspicion as a

foreigner ;
violent expressions were used against the French,

and all strangers were pronounced French by the ignorant

masses. "
It is best that I follow you, when you go out to-

morrow," said the guide ;

" there are crowds in the streets,

much military, great commotion." On my asking if there

was anything to fear, he said,
" No." I tben decided to go

out alone, and started without him
;
but on the way to the

Portuguese Ambassador's where I was to dine, I heard

shouts and imprecations from ill-dressed people, which, though
I did not understand the words, signified that they were not

well-disposed toward foreigners. Later in the evening the

Ambassador drove me to my hotel
;
the night passed quietly,

without disturbance. An especial joy came to me during my
short stay, in the pleasure of meeting with the highly esteemed

Baron Stedigk, whom I knew in my student days in Upsala,
and later as Intendant at the Royal Theatre in Stockholm.

He had arrived but a short time before in Madrid as Swedish

Minister. I found myself at home with him, could speak my
Danish language and talk of my home in the North, and

\\ith him I found the nicest time of my stay here. At last I

was to leave on Thursday evening, May 3d, and I knew it

would be an annoying journey ;
it would be about two days,

they said, so long should I sit doubled up in a diligence ;
but

it stretched out yet longer, and became three whole nights and
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two days. Twenty-three hours after the departure from Mad-

rid, in almost uninterrupted course, we came to the end.

The Portuguese Ambassador, Marquis de Sobrals, sent his

servant to the diligence office to be of service to me. My
only travelling companion was a young physician from Lisbon.

He spoke a *ittle French, and we could entertain each other
;

he was highly amiable and attentive throughout the journey.
At last, after lingering a long time, the coachman cracked his

whip, and we went ahead through the dimly-lighted streets,

out through one of the gates of the city, over old mason-work

bridges. We drove madly, just as if the mule-drivers also

wished as soon as possible to get away from Madrid. The

lights twinkled, the country opened flat and desolate
; not a

house appeared, it was still and lonely everywhere. A soli-

tary castle ruin disclosed itself in the clear moonlight. Sim-

ple dwellings, miles apart, were raised for the sentinels, who
with their wives and children here had a little patch of

ground, for which, on foot, or on horseback, well-armed, they

might watch the high roads and guard the traveller against

assault. Six or eight mules drew our carriage at flying speed ;

it jumped and jolted against the loose stones, over the rough
road. The moon shone large and round in the clear, trans-

parent atmosphere ;
there was something romantic not to be

forgotten in this lonely night-ride over the Cid's and Don

Quixote's land. Early in the morning, after having passed
the river Tejo, whose rush-covered shores and winding
course presented a picturesque appearance under flame-colored

skies, we arrived at the village Talavera de la Reina. There

swarmed already about the place peasants in long ragged

cloaks, with broad-brimmed hats upon their heads which

made them look like banditti. A troop of wretched beggars,

both men and women, surrounded us before the miserable inn,

in which a disgusting old woman prepared chocolate for us^
The beggar troop actually laid their hands upon us, pulled us

by the arms and the skirts of our coats, to get a couple of

copper pence. We were surrounded by these polypi in rags ;

one beggar beat another while hanging about the carriage,

until at last we moved on. The road led through fine forest

legions ;
in the afternoon we gained the mountains, bordered
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with richly blooming hedges ;
the green seemed overlaid with

snow, but it was white blossoms not unlike our wild roses,

though every leaf was larger, and a purer white, with a coal-

black point. The road ascended in a zigzag. We had a

team of oxen, and could thus on foot, in even march, follow

with and enjoy the wide-spread view. The descent brough'
us to the first large town on our route, Truxillo, Pizarro's

birthplace. In Madrid, they made me attentive to personal

comfort, which proved itself necessary ;
to provide myself

with a good basket of food, and also wine
;

for there was

almost no stopping-place for the traveller with the courier,

and in the inns one cannot be sure of getting anything but

chocolate. My landlord in Fonda del Francia had provided
me with a whole turkey, bread, cheese, and wine, my travel-

ling companion was also provided with provisions, yet the

whole day we had no regular meal, until now there was

granted us a whole hour's stay in Truxillo. The arrival of the

post is quite an event in such a small inland town. While

we sat at table my fellow-traveller had a visit from two friends,

who from the casino of the town opposite the inn had seen

us arrive and recognized him. Two of the serving girls of

the house waited upon us, and chatted with much volubility

and good-humor. The younger asked me what country I was

from, and heard for the first time the name Denmark. With

Spanish liveliness, laughter, and merriment, she assured me
that she would like to travel there, the name sounded so

pretty, and now, with a half-serious air, she asked me,
" If I

would take her with me
;
she was quite ready to go." The

conductor came, took part in our meal, and we sat again in

the carriage, to experience another night journey upon the

meanest and most unmerciful road, where the carriage jolted,

swinging over breaks and stones, on the point continually of

^upsetting ;
that this did not occur, and that no arms nor legs

were broken, was little short of a miracle. At four o'clock in

the morning we arrived at Merida. It was yet very dark
;

all

houses were closed, and not a person was to be seen in the

long narrow street to the place where the diligence should

stop. We roused the people, and a man procured for us a

sort of vehicle, a covered wagon, which could bring our lug-
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gage to the depot ; for here at last began the short stretch of

railroad in Spain which is finished as a continuation of the

Portugal road. While our things were taken to the depot my
companion took me in the daybreak through some streets

and lanes to see some ruins of arches, vaults, and rows of col-

umns preserved from the time of the Romans. I was so tired,

so little disposed to see antiquities, that with a reluctant limp,
and half-sleepy eyes, in the cold morning air, I looked at the

old stones, feeling it far more agreeable to hear the noise of

the locomotive, and see its steam rise in clouds of vapor.
The country adjacent reminded me of that seen from the cars

between Rome and Civita Vecchia. It was but a short dis-

tance to the Spanish frontier town Badajos, which is large and

important, picturesquely situated on the Guadiana River. So

far, I had engaged my place with the courier. Sure of that, my
strength scarcely held out longer ;

but I was stronger than I

believed, and found it on the whole more comfortable and

agreeable to proceed with my travelling companion, who would

continue his journey to Lisbon that same day, arriving there

by the next morning. Two hours' rest in Badajos would give

strength for this. This was at last a city to see, the only

place of interest upon the whole journey from Madrid. A
long, dirty road brought us in from the station ; moreover, no

one else occupied the large, roomy omnibus but my compan-
ion and myself, except two ladies who suddenly appeared to

us. They have surely, I thought, come out here to meet

relatives or acquaintances whom they expect. An old, some-

what poorly dressed woman with a sharp, prying look, sat

constantly whispering to the other
;

this was a well-dressed,

accomplished beauty, young, and charming, fresh as a rose.

There was something fine in this maiden's face
;
the large

blue eyes, veiled by the long dark eyelashes had something
so dreamy, quiet, and almost embarrassed, as she sat there.

It was as if the most beautiful thing that Badajos had to

show disappeared when she left us. My friend and I re-

freshed ourselves, and waited an hour's time in a really

good hotel
; food and drink were irreproachable, and the

rooms high and airy ; green painted balconies with pots and

flowers faced the yard. We took a short walk through the
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town, and soon our omnibus stopped at the door, we stepped

in, and before us floated the young, quiet, dreamy Spanish

girl.
" How handsome she is

" we both exclaimed. And yet
" not an ideal," added my friend

;

"
I have just been informed

who she is, the poor child of sin." When the train arrived

the old woman drove constantly in the omnibus to and from

the station to exhibit to strangers her beautiful merchandise

the blossom of beauty that was not an ideal. We started ;

but a few minutes and we lost Spanish ground and were over

the Portuguese frontier. Passports were not demanded, but

merely our names. I gave mine
;

it was pronounced in a crazy

fashion, and written down assuredly worse. I felt glad and

half at home when I reached the country where friends and

hospitality awaited me
;

the whole route was now by rail.

What a transition to come from Spain into Portugal. It was

as if flying from the Middle Ages into modern times. All

around I saw white, friendly houses, fenced groves, cultivated

grounds, and at the large stations refreshments were to be

had. One received as it were a breeze from England laden

with modern comfort, a breath from the rest of the living

world. Picturesquely beautiful, with its white houses in the

midst of the green, appeared on the height before us the first

Portuguese town, Elvas. Evening soon set in, dark and

rainy ;
toward midnight we passed by Abrantes, and arrived

soon at the little town Entroncumento, whose railroad from

the Spanish frontier connects with the main road between

Lisbon and Coimbra. We found here a great modern rail-

road hotel, at least so it appeared to me, who during the jour-

ney from Madrid became unused to all such comfort. The

King of Portugal had while on his last journey from Spain

passed the night here. Here was a large, beautiful hall,

good restaurant and refreshments, even tea and port wine

were to be had : were we not in the centre of civilization ? Af-

ter an excellent midnight repast, my companion and I pre-

pared for ourselves a sleeping place as well as we could
;
the

whole car stood at our disposal, and we were not disturbed by

any new passengers. The rain poured down without, but

that we soon forgot in our rest and sleep. At day-break we

approached Lisbon. The Tejo River spread itself into a large
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bay, and we dashed ahead along the shores
;
the air became

clearer and the sun broke through. About four o'clock we
were in Lisbon, where my careful travelling companion pro-

cured me a carriage, and told the coachman to take me to the

Hotel Durand, on the Place Ruas, by dos Flores, just opposite
the house Tolades O'Neill's office building, but it would

yet be too early to knock there. The streets were still entirely

deserted
;
in the hotel they all slept, and when after a long

pounding I got hold of a man, this person assured me that all

the rooms were occupied ;
in the dining hall I could however

have a chair to sit upon. It was not very pleasant ; neither

was it that O'Neill's house and office here in the city were

not occupied by him
;
he had his home half a mile out from

Lisbon at the country-place
" Pinieros

;

" moreover it was

Sunday, and no one came to the city on that day, they told

me. I was thus compelled, tired as I was, to get a carriage

quickly and drive out. We hurried through streets, places,

squares, and narrow lanes with poor houses, out toward the

gate, through the dilapidated walls toward the highway to

Cintra. The great aqueduct over Alcantara Valley, and the

many luxuriant gardens lent beauty to the surrounding coun-

try. The peasantry, men and women, on their donkeys,

creaking, heavy-loaded wagons, and screaming beggars near

the road, made the whole lively. At last we turned, between

narrow walls, up toward a steep, craggy, uncomfortable road

to a single villa, on one of the largest heights : it was Pinie-

ros. Pinetree, it can be translated.



CHAPTER II.

PINIEROS.

My New Home. Arcos dos Aquas Livres. The Lonely Park. The
Villa of Marquis Fronteira. Household Life. A Romantic Story.

Nightly Quiet. The Song of the Nuns. The Church-yard of St John.

THE
coachman rang the bell. Two lively, almost full-

grown young men, the sons of O'Neill, received me with

glad faces, and took my luggage in. Madame O'Neill met me

gladly, and soon George, my friend, flew to meet me, and

clasped me around the neck. He and some of my countrymen
on board a Danish vessel on the Tejo, had hoisted a Danish

flag in salutation when the French steamer entered, believing
that I was with her

;
when this was not the case, he thought

I was in Badajos ;
then he had telegraphed ; there would he

have met me
j
he had also sent letters to Madrid which I had

not received. How little was he changed, and yet somewhat

older. The eyes smiled with the same youthful brightness

old times arose in our thoughts, our first meeting, our life

together, in the years of our youth. It takes many words

to tell what the heart contains ;
one sees it in a glance, as

one sees the flower with its many leaves.

The breakfast was served earlier than usual, and after it I

slept four whole hours uninterruptedly, and arose strengthened
and glad after all the annoyances of the journey. After a

couple of days' stay here, I felt as if I had known the

house, the family, and all the surroundings for years ;
it was

too broad to be sketched in a picture, but sufficient to give in

words
;
here they are as I then wrote them down.

Pinieros is the name of the height and the country-place we
here inhabit ;

it is an old, somewhat dilapidated two-story coun-

try-house, with rose-colored walls, green painted doors and win-

dow-casements, as in most of the older houses in Lisbon. In
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the building are a great many halls and rooms
;
several stand

entirely empty, or have only a bedstead, an old picture, or

some simple piece of furniture. Around the mansion, the

view stretches itself widely over hills and valleys ;
the road

to Cintra runs close by through country towns, which in long

sti etch ing form a continued street that seems the suburb

to Lisbon. Yet late in May are the heights green, as at home

in Denmark. Small fields of maize peep forth between the

many
"
Quintas," a name which signifies country-place. All

around within sight grows the olive-tree
;
the great luxuriance

and freshness, the many groups of trees, seem to make the

whole scene a landscape in Kent. Toward the west the

horizon heights are set with small wind-mills, one close by
another, forming an unbroken fortification line

;
a little to-

ward the south, Cintras Mountain lifts itself picturesquely,

upon whose highest summit one can discern the old castle

with its towers. Sometimes clouds sink themselves around

the whole mountain land, and it disappears from view. The
windows in my room overlooked a part of the Alcantara Val-

ley, over beyond which, bold and grand, the great aqueduct
raises its dizzy arches

;

" Arcos dos aquas livres
"

the free

waters' arch. The green heights, with gardens, and the wall

of the city, almost completely hide Lisbon
; yet a part of the

west suburbs, and the heights lying eastward with their clois-

ters and barracks are to be seen. In the horizon behind the

city and the river, the Palmella lifts itself, with the mountains

St. Luis and Monte Arrabida. From the steep descending
wall of the garden, one has a commanding view of the

mighty aqueduct, which upon thirty-five arches spans the

depths ;
tall trees and four-story houses lie as if at its very

feet. Uppermost is an arched passage, high and broad enough
for the workman who must constantly clean and repair the

canal
;

it has small open towers through which the fresh air

acts upon the running waters
;

it is a sort of covered gallery,

with a small open passage for people on foot. It was from

this point, full twenty years ago, that a bandit who ravaged in

the country, was wont to precipitate his victims into the abyss
below. It is said that when this monster fell into the hands of

justice and was asked if he had ever felt the prick of conscience,
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he answered, No
; only once, when from the aqueduct he had

pushed down a young woman, and then had taken her little

child and thrown it high into the air, so that it should fall

after her, the little one had believed that he played with it, and

in joy spread out its arms and laughed at him. " This laugh,"

said he,
"
this smile had been disagreeable to him

;
he never

could forget it."

In every light when the clouds dropped their rain-vei)

down toward the earth
;
when the sun burned from the

cloudless heavens ;
toward evening, when a rainbow colored

reflection gave its tint to the atmosphere, or in the brighest

moonshine was the aqueduct a mighty imposing presence

which commanded the whole landscape. The distant wind-

mills elevated themselves a short way from the city, and

rounded its line.

The garden of Pinieros was inclosed by a wall, which be-

fore the house, however, was easy to climb over. A ferocious

dog chained by the open gate, watched the entrance. A lone

bull-dog leaping about, had also watch-service to render
;
and

before the house-door, upon his high climbing-pole, sat a funny
little ape, who grinned and showed his teeth. He took great

pleasure in climbing upon the wall, and peeping into the upper

windows, or in jumping upon the back of the bull-dog and

sitting there as rider.

In the out-buildings were stable and bath-room, beside a

chapel dedicated to St. Antonius
;
two cypresses stood as

stiff church-wardens without. The water-basin was dilapi-

dated, and almost dried up ;
in the small pools swam gold-

fish; the Danish flag streamed out toward the road. Old,

low cedars formed an impenetrable screen against the burning

sunbeams, and along the wall an alley, which served as shoot-

ing-gallery and promenade.
When I arrived the garden was yet in its best flora ; here

were a multitude of roses, and flame-colored geraniums ;
climb-

ing plants, not unlike our forest smallage, hung with the pas-

sion-flower as heavy drapery over walls and bushes. The
white blossoms of the elder, up against the pomegranate's red

blossom, unitedly presented the Danish colors. The grounds
round about had high cactus, vine-leaves, and dark cypresses
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but at the same time so many flowers and plants that they
carried the thought to Denmark. Within view stood the

red poppy, and the blue chicory-flower ;
the sea-gillyflower

peeped so homelike from the green grass, and the olive-tree

reminded us of our willow.

In truth, I felt myself at home out here, and longed not at

all for the large city that lay so near.

Very near Pinieros, in the valley, out toward the high-road,

lay a villa within a considerable park, which belonged to the

sons of a rich banker
;
here was celebrated, not many years

since, feast upon feast
;
then the park stood in delightful lux-

uriance and beauty, and had also its theatre, decorated with

richness and taste. The owner presented operettas for his

aristocratic guests ; Queen Maria da Gloria herself was pres-

'ent. The theatre was burned later, and afterward was a long
time in rebuilding ;

now the work seemed stopped ;
the park

itself, with its hot-houses, and Chinese pagodas, which look

like colossal umbrellas, are like deserted corridors, and leave

a sorrowful impression of neglect. I could not help thinking

of Walter Scott's description of the castle garden at Kenil-

worth, where the Earl of Leicester visits Amy Robsart. A won-

derfully long and wide basin filled full with blooming callas

attracted my attention, as also two real Danish red-stars ; here

they stood, however, with withered blossoms, and contributed

to augment the decay in which the whole park seemed sunk ;

a lonely "swan swam around in the little pool of water which

yet remained under the frail hanging bridge. The castle, I

heard, was occupied by its owner
;
but I saw no one there, nei-

ther in the garden, with the exception of the old porter, who
could surely have told stories about the lively days of the past,

when one magnificent carriage after another rolled through
the grand entrance-gate, when rockets rose in the air, and a

thousand lamps shone. I walked around under the tall trees
;

a couple of dogs with fox-like heads showed their teeth at me
from a large overthrown tree in the high, freely-growing grass ;

the side paths were overgrown, the hot-houses stood empty,
the air without was heavy and filled with the odors of rotten

plants. It put me in bad humor to be here.

A lively, and, moreover, strange impression, on the contrary,
16
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is made upon one by another villa situated not far from here

with its garden ;
it is in Italian style, in old days respectable,

and belongs to the Marquis of Fronteira.

A high terrace from the garden sets the main building in

communication with a little chapel, and leads to an orange

grove. The whole terrace is decorated with marble busts of

Portuguese kings ;
one can here refresh one's historical knowl-

edge in this direction, or reflect how insignificant they were.

The walls of the gallery are decorated with strangely grand and

striking figures in mosaic, all representing female effigies, such

as Geometry, Astronomy, Poetry, etc. Below the terrace is a

large pond with boats, where one can row away under weep-

ing-willows and pepper-trees, past small grottoes strangely or-

namented with all sorts of shells. In the dining-hall are to

be seen life-size portraits of the family ancestors. One rep-

resented Don Pedro de Mascarenhas, who had taken the high

position of Vice King in India. His exploits in war are rep-

resented on the white and blue porcelain squares which cover

the walls.

The Marquis of Fronteira, to whom George O'Neill intro-

duced me, received us with great heartiness, told me that his

house stood open to me, and that he hoped, as I lived in the

nearest neighborhood, I would often visit him and the park.

I soon felt myself at home in the surroundings of Pinie-

ros, and within our villa especially. Madame O'Neill related

interesting childhood reminiscences from Don Miguel's time.

George, the eldest son, played the piano beautifully, loved

reading, and interested himself in nature
;
he soon attached

himself to me ;
the younger son, Arthur, handsome, sprightly

and gallant, quick to vault into his saddle and ride away, inter-

ested me with his fresh life
;

the father (my friend George

O'Neill) passed the whole day, with the exception of Sunday,
in his office, but toward evening we saw him, and always glad
and in good spirits ; we then talked in Danish together about

old times at home, and the guitar came down from the wall,

or the son (George) took his place at the piano, when my friend

sang with fine full voice from " Martha " and "
Rigoletto."

There was besides in the house a talented young lady, the

teacher of the children, born and reared in Portugal, though
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of German descent. A romantic hue tinged the history of

her parents. The mother was, as far as I remember, from

Hanover, and had when a very little child, with her parents

and grandparents, left Europe ;
the ship which should carry

them to America lost its course
;
one after the other died of

starvation ; the child lay and slept upon the dead bodies.

The parents and grandparents were corpses. The sailors

mutinied against the captain ; they said he did not know how
to command the ship ; they threw him alive into the sea, de-

spite his prayers. The old lady could nevef forget this mo-

ment of her childhood's experience. The ship stranded

upon the coast of Portugal ;
she was saved

;
it was her en-

trance into Portugal, where she has continued to reside and

remains still as an old lady. The husband was also born in

Germany, served as volunteer in the battle of Waterloo, and

had since travelled on foot into Italy and became the prisoner

of robbers
;
but when they found in his satchel only a couple of

shirts and socks, they gave him his liberty, and a little travel-

ling money besides. He came to Portugal, became, I believe,

Professor of living languages, married, and died some years

since. I spoke with the old lady, her charming, beautiful daugh-

ter, and intelligent sons ;
the parents' history appeared roman-

tic to my mind, and was heightened by all the surroundings.
"
It is as peaceful and as secure here as in Denmark," they

said to me,
" as if you had landed in Copenhagen ;

the rob-

bers who many years since ravaged the country, are all hung.
We have a ferocious watch-dog, and loaded fire-arms in the

sleeping-rooms : you can have the same if you will."

The first night I awoke as the canopy of my bedstead fell

down over me ;
it was a sort of assault, not what I expected.

The rats ran in the garret overhead in the old house
;

it sounded

like footsteps. I was up several times this first night, and

looked out into the garden ;
there stood a rose-bush, nothing

more, but at the first glance, in the twilight, it looked like a

lurking figure ;
the wind made it nod,, like the

" Commandant "

in ' Don Juan ;" then I perceived that it was only a blossom-

Ing tree. I looked out over the ground ;
down in the valley ;

from the carriage road went men with gleaming torches : what

did it mean? Very likely they lighted themselves home,
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along the uneven path. From a neighbor's house sounded a

frightful growl. It was a lion, which was kept by the family,

a lion from Africa
;
but it was chained, they told me, bound as

any other ferocious house animal. The wind blew violently the

first night ;
it roared all night as in the autumn at home. I

heard it as when it told me of " Valdemar Daa," and " A Story
from the Sand-hills." I thanked God that I was not on the

sea.

"A couple of miles out it may be calm," they told me
;

it

is the Portuguese coast wind which blows, and makes Portu-

gal's climate blessed and healthy.

The old house creaked, the trees without bent themselves

to the wind
;
how much it was like home, and yet I was miles

away from my father-land.

The first Sunday I was here, and a couple of times afterwards,

I went with Madame O'Neill and the sons, in the early morn-

ing, to Mass in the neighboring nuns' cloister
;
here was beau-

tiful music ;
the little cloister-church seemed consecrated to

devotion ;
we were obliged to kneel on the cold stone floor

;

the odor of the incense, and melody floated around us. The
church music I here heard was of great effect, although it

was executed by old female voices : in great tone waves rolled

the song ; simple voices began feebly, swelled higher and

higher again to sink : but in this sinking, this dying away in

harmony, other voices lifted themselves, which more and more

increased in fullness, again to die away ; it was strophe and

anti-strophe. I thought upon the human race, waning away
toward the Eternal.

Between the cloister and Lisbon itself, yet nearer this one,

is placed upon a height, with a broad view over Tejo River, one

of the city's largest burial-grounds, St. Johannes' cemetery.
The centre is occupied by a chapel, in whose many niches

stand figures of saints cut in marble, but poorer work I have

never seen
; wry figures of saints, horrible idiot images it

is a sin against the pure marble. Out from the chapel, mon-

ument by monument, like pyramids, or formed like small heavy

towers, they extended themselves in alleys ;
one walks here

as in the childhood of sculpture art. The large church-yard I

did not see ; it bears the name " Prazeres
" which means
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pleasure: the Frenchman's "plaisir." One could believe that

a humorist had baptized the place. Equally original is the

name on the palace of the Queen :
"
Necessidades," Neces-

sity.

There is a long road around the city wall
;

all distances are

great, and carriage fees exorbitant
;
this ought not to be per-

mitted. For a ride of two hours, I had to pay each time 2,700

reis, or about five Danish thalers.



CHAPTER III.

Lisbon. Camoens. Castilho. King Fernando. Retrospect in Portu

gal's History. The Corpus Domini Feast.

AFTER
all the descriptions I had read of Lisbon, I knew

that I had formed a certain impression of this city, but

how different it appeared before me in reality, how light, how
handsome ! I was obliged to exclaim, Where are the dirty

streets that I have read about, the thrown out carcases, the wild

dogs, and the pitiful figures from the African settlements, who

with white beards upon black skins, filled with disgusting dis-

eases, here should roam around ? I saw nothing of all this,

and when I spoke about it, they told me that it belonged to a

time thirty years ago ; many remembered it full well. Now,
there are broad, clean streets, friendly houses, where walls are

decorated with shining squares of porcelain with drawings blue

on white
;
the doors and the balconies are painted green or

red, which colors appear everywhere, even upon the casks of

the water-carriers. The public promenade, a long narrow gar-

den in the centre of the city, is in the evening lighted with

gas ;
here music is heard, and from the blossoming trees is

shed a fragrance almost too strong ;
it is as if one stood in a

spice shop or a confectionery, just when vanilla ices were

prepared and presented.
In the principal streets there is life and commotion : light

cabriolets roll by ; heavy peasant wagons, of antediluvian

appearance, move slowly, drawn by oxen : here one sees a

milk peasant ;
he is on foot, and has two or three cows with

him
; they are milked in the street

; usually there follows a

great calf with leather muzzle
;
he only receives his allotted

portion of milk. Great theatre placards parade the streets.

The opera-house was closed during my stay here. Price's

Circus, where small singing pieces and operettas were given,

as well as the theatre Maria Secundo, were the most visited ;
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the latter is not large, but is a very handsome building with

rows of columns and statues, opening upon a large square,

planted with trees, and with a highly ornan.ented mosaic pave-
ment A little further on is Gold Street Rua do ouro

;

here live all the goldsmiths ;
bazaar after bazaar displays

chains, decorative orders, and similar glorious things. From
this street one comes to the largest square of the city,

" La
Praca do Comercio;

"
it extends even to the open marble-paved

shore of the Tejo River, where the ships lie. On both sides,

the city rises in terraces to considerable heights. The large

Hotel "
Braganza" is so placed that one from its cellar win-

dows looks out over the roof of a five-story house in the

street below. The many lanes and streets lying higher up
are connected by swinging bridges suspended over the lower

parts of the city ;
Lisbon thereby acquires a certain resem-

blance to Genoa and Edinburgh.
In the elevated and most frequented part of the city, Cam-

oen's monument is to be erected. The spot is already laid out

with trees and flowers
;
the pedestal is raised, but not yet the

statue, for it was rejected ;
a new one is in progress.

I inquired, Will Camoen's slave be there also ? I imagined
him sitting at the base, stretching out the hand, as in Cam-
oen's life-time he sat in the streets and begged for his poor
forsaken master, who nearly died of starvation.

Such representation, one answered me,
" would be an ever-

lasting reproach against the nation," who had not thought of

its great poet while he lived.

What the monument will be I do not know
; his own work

will always be his best monument. Through it is Portugal's

name, more than through bloody battles and the discovery of

new lands, fixed in the memory among people of all lands.

His life gives material to poetry, and is also used. The

Portuguese Garret has gained celebrity through his " Cam-

oens," and of Tieck we have the beautiful novel, "The
Death of the Poet."

Louis de Camoens was born in 1517 ;
was descended from a

Spanish family ;
in his earliest youth he lost his father by

shipwreck. The mother was poor, but however sent the

growing lad to the University of Coimbra. A love story and
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some satirical poems caused him to leave the country, and in

Africa he took part in the battle against the Moors
;
here he

began his great work,
" The Lusiad," carrying, as he himself

says,
" in one hand the pen, in the other the sword." He

came again to Lisbon, but his poetical genius was not recog-
nized

;
wherefore he again turned away, sailed to Goa, and

took honorable part in the war. A satirical poem of his awoke

the displeasure of the Regent, and he was exiled to Macao,
on the coast of China; here he became employed as com-

missioner. In the five years he remained here, he com-

pleted, or rather wrote out in its full form,
" The Lusiad." Not

only Vasco de Garna's seafaring, but all that is great, beauti-

ful, and pathetic in Portuguese history, is taken up in this

grand poem, which was born under the clear sunny sky of

India. One is shown yet in Macao a grotto in which Cam-
oens pursued his writing.

At last he received permission to return home, but on

the voyage to Goa the ship was wrecked
; yet he succeeded

in swimming with his manuscript to a sand-bank, which

saved him. In Goa he was still unfortunate
;

his enemies put
him in the debtors' prison. Freed from that, he again returned

to Portugal ;

" The Lusiad " was printed, and aroused atten-

tion. Don Sebastian, Portugal's chivalric and romantic king,

allowed the poet a yearly stipend, which, though small, it was

about 334 Danish thalers, ceased entirely after the death of

the king, when Portugal was conquered by the Spanish King

Philip the Second. Camoens died miserably in a hospital in

Lisbon. His black slave begged in the streets for his life's

support. There was not found after him so much as would

buy a shroud
;

this was borrowed for him the pride of Por-

tugal ! None followed him to the grave, none know where it

is. To the last moment, in sorrow and in want, in the utmost

misery, he loved his father-land. In one of his latest letters

he writes about it,
" Soon is my life at an end, and then all

will know how dear I hold my father-land."

The Portuguese literature begins, like all other literature,

with the poetry of the people, which is succeeded by the art

poetry, which here became court poetry brilliant, pastoral

poems. Gil Vicente touched again the people's chords in his
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comedies, but met great opposition. While what was then

called the classic was received, the national poetry was near

dying out, but Camoens heightened its significance and

grandeur by his
" Lusiad." It gave lustre and glory, but

the darkness soon followed,
"
kling klang," and imitation,

until the poets again through the popular element heightened
its significance : thus "

Gomez," who wrote the tragedy
" Inez de Castro ;

"
Bocage, whose songs penetrated to the

people, his native city Setubal, where he lived in poverty,

now raises a monument in his honor. In our times the poets

again, as through instinct, grasp the national chords
;

here

may especially be mentioned Carvalho and Garret. The latter

has picturesquely sung of Portugal's nature, and also written

the great poem
" Camoens."

One of the most noted now living is Antonio Feliciano de

Castilho, born in Lisbon at the beginning of this century.

He is married to a countrywoman of ours, Miss Vidul from

Helsingor.

Castilho belongs to a family in whom love for literature was

earnest. In his sixth year he had small-pox, and in this sick-

ness lost his sight entirely ;
but his desire to study continually

increased. This burning wish, in unison with his rich talents,

enabled him to master already in his fifteenth year, grammar,

history, philosophy, and Greek. Through his brother's aid

he learned to know the classic composers. Before the age of

fourteen he had written a Latin verse which excited attention
;

his first poem in the mother tongue was an "
Elegy," at

the death of Queen Maria the First. He devoted himself,

however, to the study of botany, history, and physics. With

his brother he wandered about in the delightful surroundings
of Coimbra ;

the brother was eyes for him with him and

through him he apprehended the whole beauty of nature so

that he could sing of it in a poem,
" The Spring." He also

wrote in Coimbra the pastoral poem
" Echo e Narcisso,"

which in a few years passed through several editions. He
translated "

Ovid," and developed great poetical activity.

A young lady, Maria Isabel de Buena Coimbra, was edu-

cated by the Benedictine nuns in a cloister some miles from

Oporto. When her education here was completed, she re-
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mained some time longer in the cloister, and read there several

Classics and modern authors
;

she read the poem
" Echo e

Narcisso," and wrote, without signing herself, these words to

the author: "If there were an Echo, would it not respond
to Narcisso ?

"

Now commenced a correspondence between Castilho and

the young unknown. After a time he asked if he might know
her name ? She wrote it

;
the correspondence continued, and

in the year 1834, they became engaged and married. Three

years after she died. The poem he wrote to her memory is

placed by his countrymen by the side of the best in literature.

He afterward married Charlotte Vidul, whose father was Con-

sul in Helsingor. With her help has Castilho translated in

Portuguese, Baggesen's
" There was a Time when I was very

Little," Oehlenschlager's
" Wonderful Evening Air," Boye's

" The Church-bell in Farum," and several Danish authors'

lyric and narrative poems ;
of all these has Boye's poem been

most popular with the Portuguese.

My friend George O'Neill took me one day to Castilho, who
lived in a high street out toward the Tejo, and where also,

even in the strongest sun heat, a refreshing wind from the sea

blows twice a day. I was received as among old acquaint-

ances and friends ; Madame Castilho, O'Neill, and I spoke
Danish together. We spoke of the distant Denmark, which

now through the railroad is no longer so far away ;
the cities,

yes, the countries themselves, approach each other, and through
the telegraphic thread, America itself has now become our

nearest neighbor only a few seconds from us over the

world's sea.

The excellent Castilho spoke so lively, with such youthful

freshness
;
he was at that time working upon a translation of

"
Virgil ;

"
the son, who is also a poet, and very talented,

helps the blind father
;
the daughter is the youngest and has

fine eyes, filled with the southern sun. I improvised to her

a little poem about the stars I had before seen at night, but

now saw in the bright day.

A few days after, Castilho and his family gladdened me

by a visit at my home, O'Neill's country-place. Among
my treasured relics, I have from Castilho a couple of letters
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dictated in French, to which he himself signed his name.

My letters to him were written in Danish ;
he gave his in

French, and says in one of these,
" We speak with each other

as '

Pyramus and Thisbe
;

'

my wife is the hedge." Through
Madame Castilho's aid Danish letters, or Danish poetical

works, were imparted in Portuguese to the blind poet.

I had been in Pinieros but a few days, when I was informed

through O'Neill, that on the Monday following I would be

received by his Majesty King Fernando, in his castle in the

city. This had formerly been a cloister, and was situated very

beautifully, as these generally are, commanding a fine view

over the Tejo River, toward where it enters the ocean.

Old-fashioned dressed yeomen of the guard, not unlike, as

regards the costume, the Papal soldiers in the Vatican, pa-

raded at the head stair. A court officer conducted me to the

upper part of the castle, where Count de Foss, to whom I was

commended, received me in a large apartment hung with

paintings, which also presented well mounted arms and coats

of mail, even a whole chivalric figure on horseback.

King Fernando, a tall, very handsome man, approached,
mild and complacent, to meet me, spoke about my writings,

my visit here in Portugal, and mentioned with warm expres-

sions the family O'Neill. He himself accompanied me through
his beautiful large garden, where rare creeping plants covered

in rich abundance with leaves and blossoms the high walls
;

wonderfully handsome palm-trees gave shelter with their large

leafy screens. It was exceedingly delightful. The whole old

dilapidated and overgrown park had, through the King's care

and taste, been changed into a fresh, charming garden, with

grass plats, flowers, and large hot-houses, in which the rarest

tropical plants grew.
At my departure the King reached me his hand, and added,

" We will not say farewell
;
we meet again." There was some-

thing so hearty, frank, and yet royal in his address, that ren-

dered this visit dear to my memory. As is well known, King
Fernando is father to the now reigning King Luis. On my
course homeward, toward the quay, through the streets out to

Pinieros, I had time to reflect upon the history of this country,

and to follow in thought the events of the past thirty-three
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years in the land, which had known so many battles, but now
seemed to grow in rest and blessing.

John the Sixth, King of Portugal and Brazil, was, under

constitutional condition King only of Portugal. Brazil had

declared itself independent under his eldest son Don Pedro
;

the younger son, Don Miguel, had attempted in his youth to

put the father from the throne. He did not succeed, and he

was obliged to leave the land
;
but after the father's death he

came to be regarded by the " absolute party
"

as the rightful

heir
;
for was not Don Pedro emperor in Brazil ? He, how-

ever, had not resigned his first-born rights, but since his de-

parture from Portugal had transferred these to his daughter
Maria da Gloria, who was reared in Vienna, at her grand-

father's, the Emperor of Austria. When she on her home-

ward journey approached the Portugal coast, Don Miguel
forbade her to 'land; she sought protection of England, and

thence of Brazil. When Don Pedro lost power there, he came

to Europe to protect the daughter's rights, and the conflict

between the brothers and the parties began.
Don Miguel was young and passionate, loved animal fights

and the excitement of the hunt
;
he was an exquisite rider : it

was a dark, unhappy time under his dominion, I am told.

The prisons were filled with political prisoners ;
in the prison

chains by the Tejo there were men of all classes in the com-

munity. In the flood time the water penetrated into the pris-

ons and rose high up around their bodies. Through the wet

clothing and the dampness, many were torn away by sickness

before they came to the place of execution. A young man
confined there suffered unspeakably from a stomach disorder ;

his bowels swelled, he asked for a physician, and one came
;

rough and angry he compelled the prisoner to uncover the sick

part looked at it, and struck him a blow with a cane upon the

stomach as he said :

" Eat cucumbers, and then you will surely

die." Executions took place daily on the public square. It

was a time filled with agony and terror. Many people were

yet able to speak of it from, recollection
;

it came to an end in

the beginning of the year 1833, when Don Pedro became vic-

torious. It was miraculous that he succeeded in landing with

his little fleet. God was with him
; speedily was he with his
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troops on the other side of the Tejo River just above Lisbon,

which was yet in the hands of Don Miguel's army ;
he him-

self was not far from there in Santarem. Yet, the last day he

was there several political prisoners were hung in Lisbon on

the public square ; they heard the cannon boom of the deliv-

erer on the other side of the river, but for them it was not the

hour of deliverance. Several prisoners who were to suffer

death the next day were brought into the chapel, where they,

in company with the priests, were to spend their last night in

life : dared they hope to be saved ?

The " Liberals
" were for the legitimate Don Pedro and his

daughter, the " Absolutes "
for Don Miguel ;

the result of the

victory was, that this one was forced to give way. What a

jubilee ! The air shook with songs and joyful acclamations.

A lady, who was at that time a little child, told me what an

impression she received, in her astonishment and inexperience,

in seeing this passionate confusion. The dinner-table stood

set ; the little one had placed herself there all alone
;
no one

came
;
she saw her mother stand on the balcony with the liberty

flag in her hand and sing the liberty hymn ; people in the

streets rejoiced and sang ;
others came into the house, spoke

loudly, and embraced each other
; they laughed, they cried.

All the prisons had been opened. Strange figures moved
about in the happy throng.

In the year 1834 Maria da Gloria entered upon her reign ;

she married Duke Ferdinand of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, who re-

ceived the title of King, and with whom she became mother of

two daughters and five sons. The eldest, Don Pedro the Fifth,

received at the mother's death in 1853 the reign under his

father's regency. The young King with two younger brothers

died in one week of an epidemic in the castle
;
he is spoken

of with great gratitude and affection
;
his monument is being

raised. The fourth younger brother Luis, who married Victor

EmanueFs daughter Pia, is now regent. This is the short

historical sketch, which is to be read elsewhere
;
but I have

given it here as the train of thought which I had when return-

ing from my visit to King Ferdinand.

The son, King Luis, I had not yet seen. I saw him for the

first time at the feast of Corpus Domini, which was still cele-
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brated with great magnificence in the capital. This time, how-

ever, it failed to display itself perfectly : there was a pouring

rain
;
the Queen took no part in the festivities

; only the young

King showed himself. The procession streamed out from the

church, but stopped immediately at a violent shower
;
when

this had ceased, it again advanced, with the clergy at the

head
;

after this followed on horse a representation of St.

George, a large wooden figure in armor with lance in hand,

which at the horse's steps moved itself dangling back and

forth. Now came the chevalier's swain, a really living man,
and the chevalier's page, one of the handsomest boys that

there was to be found
;
one saw plainly that the little one

was afraid to sit alone on the big horse. After these they
carried the Host under a pompous cloth of state. The King
himself was one of the foremost bearers. He was a young,
handsome man, very blonde, with an especially mild counten-

ance : he was clad in velvet and silk. The whole procession
was not yet out of the church, when the rain began to pour
down

;
it had scarcely arrived before the house where I was

seated on the balcony, close by the church, when it turned

back again ;
while the clergy, and St. George's effigy with

swain and page, passed through the streets which this bad
weather had emptied of people, where otherwise the country
folk in holiday attire would have flocked.



CHAPTER IV.

A Month in Setubal. The Country-place Dos Bonegos. The Cloistci

Brancanas- In the Country. St. Anthony's Feast. The Poet For-

tella. Bull-fight. The "
Jesus

" Church. Silhouette of Setubal.

Monte Arrabida. A Sand-flight Buried City. Evening Moods.

IT
was early morning, the sky was clear and blue, even

around the Cintras Mountain were the clouds gone, when

we drove from George O'Neill's villa into Lisbon, a half-hour's

distance, and went immediately on board of the steamer which

stood in daily communication with the railroad upon the south

side of Tejo River, which here is broad as a great inland sea ;

the steamer takes nearly an hour to cross it.

The vessel was filled with passengers and baggage ;
the

trip began, there was a wonderful stillness and earnestness

on board
;
the gentlemen sat and read newspapers, the ladies

sheltered themselves under their parasols ;
one did not get

at all the impression of southern vivacity, but they all showed

themselves complaisant and polite toward the stranger. Fur-

ther up in the country the river broadens, the water-mirror

melts into the horizon
;
toward the mouth at the ocean it is

limited by the coasts that jut out
;
the whole shore is as if

hewn, and most conspicuous are the royal castle and the old

Belem.

The sun shone in the clear air, and on the still surface of

the water, and before us reposed upon her bold heights the

city of Lisbon as a faint photographed outline of buildings ;

as we came further out all took more distinct form, like mighty
billows of houses and palaces. The south shore of the river,

toward which we steered, lifts itself with the cloister buildings,

the ramparts, and the pine forests. Over an interminably long
wooden bridge we arrived at the depot for Setubal.

Before the railroad was established, the main high-road led

by the high-lying fortress Palmella, which, like an "Acrop-
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olis," lifts itself above the outstretched plan; the road was

then utterly unsafe, no one travelled withoat escort. There

is little to be seen of the old mighty cork-forests
; they

are partly burnt down. The forest fires had here been so

strong, that persons on the other side of the river, in Lisbon

itself, felt the heat. The railroad takes a curve toward the east,

away over a stretch of sand, with growing maize and vines ;

the inclosure consists of large aloes
;
a plantation of low cactus,

with its yellow flowers, spreads like a net grasping the loose,

sandy earth. Under Palmella's mountain ridges the country

grows more picturesque, and soon we have before us Setubal,

the Englishman's St. Ybes, where one orange grove beside an-

other fills the valley between Palmella, St. Luis, and Monte

Arrabida, out toward the ocean.

Carlos O'Neill's carriage waited at the depot, and soon we
drove away through a part of the city which did not lack its

green-painted balconies, out through the arches of the aqueduct,

through the deep sand, and soon over the hard, naked, rocky

ground ;
the road seems to have become of itself a natural

cut, in several places so narrow that two carriages could not

go abreast, and then again broad enough for four. At the first

glance, I thought I saw at all the turns raised telegraph poles ;

but seen nearer, they proved a far more glorious sight,

flowering aloes, the one close by the other, each blossom stalk

certainly over ten yards high, with about thirty branches.

They were like bronze candelabras which carried on each arm

a cup of yellow flowers. Before me on the height I beheld

the fortress Palmella
; nearer, between mighty trees filled with

shadows, the now deserted monastery Brancanas
;
and close to

this my new home, Carlos O'Neill's country-place,
" Dos Bone-

gos," the doll-house, a name this building received when
new from those living near

;
the many statues, busts, and

vases with which the house and the terraces are ornamented,
called forth the name.

To the building's physiognomy belongs, also, the high,

whizzing, swift-turning wind-mill, which raises the water from

the deep wells up to the large basins, from which, through

pipes, it spouts forth and refreshes the garden. A large

splendid palm-tree spreads its screen before my balcony, over
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shadowing the masoned basin and fountains. The garden

parted itself in several terraces ;
broad stone steps descended

from the highest down to a large flower-parterre. What

gorgeous colors ! What a variety of flowers ! Even from the

cracks in the wall shot forth pinks and cactuses, which we at

home in the North would cultivate in hot-houses. The pepper-
tree bent itself like a weeping-willow over the large water

reservoirs where gold-fish swam and the white water-lilies

grew. We again step down stone stairs, and stand in the

fruit garden ;
lemon and orange-trees are laden with fruit,

modestly offering their fragrant white blossoms. Here are

freshness, luxuriance, shade, and rippling waters. From the

uppermost reservoirs, where large turtles swim about, is carried

in the Moorish manner, through pipes toward the garden's

wall, the fresh, clear water down to the several terraces, where

it waters each separate fruit-tree. A little deeper lies the vine-

yard with its full, rich foliage, and heavy, juicy grapes.

In the last days on " Pinieros
"
the summer had just begun ;

here on Bonegos one was in the midst of it. It was extremely
warm

;
for the greater part of the day doors and windows were

closed tight, not a sunbeam could penetrate ;
it became half

dark in rooms that were otherwise light and airy, decorated

with paintings, statues, and groups in sculpture. Here were a

library, bath-rooms, and billiard hall, and above all, here were

lovely people.

By day, one could barely endure it, under the closest shadow

of the trees
;
and were one to venture out from the shade into

the sunshine, he advanced but slowly under a wide-spread um-

brella. It was refreshing morning and evening, to step out

into the still, pleasant air. What a paradise of delights all

around ! I experienced a peace, a rest, which I could wish to

all men. In the orange grove night fell soonest
;
the dark

closed in between the trees, every leaf became like black

velvet, and through the trees glimmered the beautiful fire-flies.

Lights twinkled from Setubal's white houses
;
the high sand

reeds could be seen out toward the dark-blue ocean, and

suddenly the stars were lighted. All this magnificence can-

not be painted, nor given in words. A narrow ravine over-

grown with vine branches, where the clear waters of a little

17
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rivulet trickle under blossoming pomegranate bushes, marks

the limit between this estate and the old cloister Brancanas,
so named after the lady who founded it,

" Branca Annas."

Here, as everywhere in Spain and Portugal, were all the monks
driven away during the Revolution. A poor married couple now
live in the cloister and take charge of the large, dilapidated

building: only a wooden pin holds the door. In the chuuh
God's service is no longer performed ;

this is held in one of the

small rooms in O'Neill's villa, and when there is not place

enough within, they kneel devoutly out in the garden before

the open door of the chapel.

Our neighbor
" Martinez " had the keys to the cloister's

church, cells, and hall. I saw these with him
;

were the

walls taken down between the two nearest cells, these would

become a large room commanding the most delightful view,

partly over the orange groves in the valley, and partly of Setu-

bal, the bay, and the open sea. High above all, there stood

unchanged the cells of the novices
; they were like prisons

with small loop-holes. There, high up, out toward the inner

cloister, is a long inclosed passage, sad and dreary, a long

grave to walk in
;
one thinks here only on death and burial :

but the gate opens out upon the balcony, whose walls and

seats are ornamented with porcelain squares ;
there the light

streams in together with the perfume of orange blossoms, and

one enjoys the most delightful view
; yet it is, however, more ex-

tended from the cloister's flat roof over the novices' cells. The

place became to me yet more interesting when I afterward on

foot, in the carriage, or on my donkey, had tumbled myself far

and near, in the valley and on the mountain, until each project-

ing point was a known place to me, whose whole magnificence
I remember. The cloister garden, with its cypresses and cork-

trees, is not separated by either wall or hedge from the adjoin-

ing gardens ;
in these fine country-seats dwell only the gar-

dener's family ;
the owner prefers gei-erally to be in the city.

The mountain side around Brancanas has a thicket, which,

throughout the whole warm summer-time, keeps wonderfully

green. On the summits are many wind-mills. The garden in

the valley contained its lemon and orange-trees, which alter-

nated with vine arbors, where the branches were supported



IN THE COUNTRY. 259

upon masoned arches. The pomegranate stood in its splen-

dor, with fire-red blossoms and shining green leaves
;
the mag-

nolia displayed its great white lotus blossoms.

O'Neill's son, Carlos, and I visited a little deserted cloister

on the mountain side under Palmella
;
we rode from there up

to the main fortress. The high-road here, which was formerly
the only one between Setubal and Lisbon, could not now be

travelled with common light carriages ;
we went on as over

barricades
; large stones were loosened and thrown around.

But what views opened the higher one mounted ! Deep be-

low, the orange gardens, with Setubal, the ocean, the entire

bay, and the Adolph River with its windings. It became win-

try cold up here
;
the wind was as piercing as on an October

day in the North
;

I was glad to put my thick winter cloak on.

At last we were under the ruined walls of the fortress, and the

view northward opened itself: before us the cork forests down
toward Tejo ; upon the opposite shore Lisbon, illumined by the

setting sun
;
the mountains around Cintra lifted themselves

against the blue sky. It was not easy to tear one's self away
from this view, but the evening fell, we were obliged to turn

homeward
;

the horse that my young friend Carlos rode made
bold leaps of the depths and chasms, while I kept the broad

road, which in Denmark would be called "
neck-breaking."

We sang our songs ;
the air resounded with Portuguese, Span-

ish, Danish, and Swedish melodies
;
as soon as we ceased, a

wonderful silence prevailed ;
the darkness spread forth from

the thick bushes. Here was a scene for a whole robber story,

and sure enough more than one has here developed itself, for

not ten years ago this region belonged to one of the most noto-

rious. They told me of a young countryman who was known

for the boldness he displayed in the bull-fights, throwing
himself between the bull's horns and letting himself be lifted

;

the daring he showed in the wild boar hunt : he had one time

struggled with the boar single-handed ;
both fell to the ground,

and he succeeded in killing the animal with his knife. A
half score years since, when the robbers yet ravaged here, he

rode hunting with his servant
;
the man saw in the distance

two human heads dart forth from the bushes
;
he told his

master of it.
"

It signifies nothing," replied he, but under his
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mantle he prepared his fire-arms, and when they were near

enough, he cried,
" Answer me, who are you, or I fire." No

response followed, and the bullet passed through a robber's

breast. The other one discharged his shot and then took

flight, but at the same moment a second shot from the young
man entered his back. Those were unquiet times

;
now it is

peaceful and secure, although high up in the northern prov-

inces one still hears about robbers and their exploits.

I made a longer journey in the warm sunshine on one of the

following days up to the near-lying Mont Luis. Carlos was

on foot, with gun in hand seeking for game. I sat on my don-

key. From the vineyards, which were surrounded by high,

thick canes, we came out on the trackless ground ; my donkey

absolutely refused to take a step, Carlos was obliged to drag

it forward by the reins; unwilling it stepped up toward the

mountain path, which was scarcely perceptible because of the

rains which had washed over it
;
soon a heather bush stood in

the way, and again a great, blooming thistle of the loveliest

blue color
;
the higher we ascended, the richer became the veg-

etation
;
here grew in multitudes a sort of pale-red rose with-

out thorns, a variety of heather, and a profusion of flowers

unknown to me, and strong exhaling herbs
; my track disap-

peared entirely, the stones rolled under the donkey's feet, which

stepped with uncertainty, always guided and urged forward by

Carlos, who also lost his footing several times and constantly

presented his gun-barrel toward my face.
"
Is it loaded ?

"
I

asked. "
Yes," he replied, and then it was raised, but it soon

sank again ; yet all around was spread such glory that I forgot

death's key-hole. The clouds lay heavily off Monte Arra-

bida, and threw darkness into the deep valley beneath. The

higher we came, the higher the outstretched ocean lifted itself

in the horizon
;

all nature preserved a sternness, a stillness

that was not interrupted by even a bird. It was as before

the creation of the animals. Several times was I forced to

turn away from the mighty view, because my donkey went so

close to the steep edge of the rock, and it made me dizzy to

look into the abyss. ..

After an hour's ride we began to descend along well marked

paths ;
we perceived a lonely house, we were obliged to stop
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to give the donkey some water
;
we left it in charge of a peas-

ant, who tethered it by a large, blooming laurel-tree. Carlos

wanted to shoot
;

I followed him on foot through the vineyard,
into the rich leafy forest, where a clear stream wound itself

and formed small falls over the rocks. The unusually long

ride, and the somewhat uncomfortable wandering over the un-

even ground had made me tired. Carlos hastened irresistibly

forward, and proposed to me to remain behind
;
here was a

beautiful moss-grown spot among the myrtles and mint
;
he

would come back again and find me where I sat, and he soon

disappeared behind the bushes. Never can I forget the mo-

ments I here passed, far from all, entirely alone in the still-

ness, this wood-lonesome-ness. I thought little of robbers,

or of wild boars, the latter were here to fear, I felt myself
so filled with nature's delight, in the bright, mild, warm air. It

was as a church-going in the great, foreign, God's nature.

I rested some moments, but then had the desire to venture

deeper within the forest glades, thinking that if I did not find

Carlos, I could nevertheless find my way back again to the

spot where the donkey stood. Soon the forest grew thicker
;

here was a wealth of blossoming myrtle hedges, old trees lifted

their crowns, the path which I took grew narrower, presently

disappeared entirely. I thought of turning back, when before

me, upon a large moss-grown rock, where the running rivulet

formed a clear basin, I saw my young hunter at rest
;

it was

a perfect living picture full of harmony, the wonderful blend-

ing of north and south which the plant world here presented,

showed itself also in his whole being ;
the brave, manly, sun-

burnt face, the coal-black hair and eyelashes, the eyes of light,

pure blue, and the mournful smile about the mouth, perhaps laid

there in the last months' sorrow. An only sister, but fourteen

years of age, the household's treasure and loved one, had God

Called to Himself; it had put out the sunshine in the parents'

glad home, and extinguished the smile upon the brother's lips.

I roused him from this solitude, and we soon got back together.

We commenced our journey homeward
;
birds showed them-

selves on the wing, the desire to hunt revived in my young

guide, and he was again out of sight. I let the reins hang

loose, the donkey knew the way better than I, and when I
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once more saw the cloister Brancanas, then I knew how to

direct my steps to reach home. The sun was hot, my donkey
would scarcely put a foot forward, when all at once it stopped,

pricked its ears, gave forth a terrible yell, threw its legs into

the air, and took to running. It was a female ass with its

handsome burden, a country matron, that appeared. My
donkey made high springs ;

in vain I tried to control it.

At last I was forced to dismount and lead it. Thoroughly
roasted by the sun, at last, after a couple of hours' wandering,

I reached Bonegos, where a warm bath refreshed my weary
limbs.

After sunset I sat upon the terrace under the tall palm-tree

by the fountain. The beauty of nature around me, the delight

of the evening, the mood it inspired, is preserved in remem-

brance, but cannot be rendered in words, yet I tried to put it

upon paper, in verse for myself and for friends.

It was the feast of St. Antonio. Out upon the evening
flared large flambeaux, some upon the heights as far as eye
could reach, and part before the country people's houses in

the orange gardens ;
here young men and maidens danced

around the fire till early morning ;
the whole of Setubal lay in

brilliancy and glory, torch upon torch shone upon the squares,

through the streets, and in the lanes. Rockets rose from the

city, from the shipping, and even from the canes on the sand,

where a lonely sailor or shepherd happened accidentally.

Our neighbor
" Martinez "

drove me and my friend's little

niece into the city, that we might witness the flaming glory.

It was altogether a break-neck course, along the terribly

slippery and winding way, where we drove rapidly through the

darkness. We came swiftly into the dazzling light of the

great flaming piles before the buildings ;
we drove ahead until

we arrived in the midst of the city ;
then we advanced but

slowly ; nearly all the people were out in the streets, great

throngs filled the narrow lanes, where in one place or another

was raised a figure of St. Antonio, illuminated with lamps, or

an altar lighted with candles was raised to the saint's honor. A
whole procession made up of the sea-faring people marched, fol-

lowed by women and children, with songs and music of flutes,

pipes, and drums. In several lanes which we were obliged to
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take, it was rothing for them to drive through a bonfire
;

little

boys, half naked, amused themselves with running through the

fire
; burning coals and sparks flew in all directions. Fire-

works and rockets flew above us and under us
; they spurted

and whizzed away over the pavement, over the carriage, and

under the horse's feet
;
that he did not run away is to me quite

as incomprehensible as that we escaped through all this fire

and all this darkness which alternated with each other. I was

fully prepared to break a leg or an arm.

The city under this festive illumination became very lively

and gay ;
in the day-time, on the contrary, when the sun shone,

it had a quiet, forsaken aspect. In the streets, or away over

the squares, there walked only some solitary person under a

wide umbrella, or upon his horse or his donkey a man rode

alone. The largest and handsomest of the squares is unde-

niably the one that bears the name of the Portuguese poet,
"
Bocage," who was born in Setubal, and, as is usually the case,

died in destitution ;
but now, a monument is to be erected to

him, for which contributions are received. Setubal is proud
of its poet.

One of Portugal's young and promising poets, Portella, who
lives here, and has published a volume of poems, encouraged

by the highly esteemed poet Castilho, wrote in the city papers,

upon my arrival, a poetical piece in prose, a salutation to the

Northern Poet in Bocage's city.

Setubal appears most beautiful from the river
;
one sees the

city in its whole expanse, with the somewhat dilapidated houses.

There, in the direction of the old fortress, is situated the office

and yard of the brothers Carlos and Edward O'Neill, with its

hanging garden, a true old consulate building. One enters

through a sort of corridor
;
a broad, palace-like stairway leads

up to the office ; the corridor and the stairway are emblazoned

with the coats of arms of almost all countries, painted upon
slabs of wood, as consulate signs. It was a whole picture-

gallery, a congress of powers, England, Russia, Prussia,

France, Denmark. Norway, the Papal States, yes, I do not

believe that any European country was omitted, the United

States of America also was represented with its shield and
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Setubal has a military guard in the opposite building ;
the

old fort is the caserne
;
as far as I saw they were young men,

sunburnt under the scorching rays. In an enormous garden
attached to the city, where a band of music played on Sunday

afternoons, the people's life was exhibited, but not noisy and

heated as is usual with the South
;
the good burgher women

sat serious and quiet upon the seats, the men moved about

more lively up and down. The only noisy amusement I found

was at St. Antonio's feast mentioned before, and at a great

bull-fight which was held on St. Peter's Day, in an amphitheatre
raised between the city and the railroad station.

All of the barbarous and bloody that a bull-fight can present

in Spain is changed somewhat for the better. Under Don
Pedro its worst features have disappeared. The bull's horns

are bound around, that the poor horses should not be killed.

The amphitheatre is a large square building, with boxes

through the three stories, all under roof; the arena, on the con-

trary, eight-cornered, under open skies. It was mostly the

common people, peasants, and fishermen, whom I here saw

congregated ;
the boxes were filled full, and presented the most

motley appearance. The orchestra played the Spanish Bolero
;

now appeared on horseback a gayly attired young man with

hair well arranged, saluting upon all sides
;
the bull was let

in
;
it was not long before an arrow was lodged in the neck and

side. Two young countrymen, who stood for these bull-fights,

appeared, and showed themselves as well exercised " Banderil-

leros ;

"
they were handsome men, dressed in velvet and gold,

with well-dressed hair, as if going to a ball. Beside these

were yet three older "
Banderilleros," and some peasants in

white trousers and many colored flowered jackets. As in

Spain, so also here : after the fight the bar was raised for a

drove of tame bulls with bells around their necks
; they brought

the fighting bulls, which were bellowing and dripping with

blood from the many arrows which had been stuck into them,

away from the place of conflict. Something new, which I

had not seen in Spain, was that the peasants who had brought
the bulls in from the country, showed also their daring : they

placed themselves immediately before the door of the stall, or

laid themselves down upon the ground before it, and awaited
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the attack of tne bulls
;
but knew just when to run, or for one

to swing himself audaciously, to escape the goring, between the

horns of the animal, and riding a little ways with him, to the

general merriment. The other peasant now grasped firmly the

bull's horns and neck, collected all his strength, and delivered

his comrade. One of these brave peasants was trampled upon
by the furious bull, and they were obliged to carry him away to

have his leg amputated. In this kind of bull-fight, private in-

dividuals take part ;
and it was said that Don Miguel was

banished just because he had exhibited great audacity herein,

and through it obtained the people's jubilant applause.

It was only thus at festive occasions that I saw in the city

any numbers of people, which were then in the churches
; of

these I will in a few words mention the "Jesus" Church, one of

the most beautiful of the smaller churches that I have yet seen.

It has something very airy and light in its construction : each

single pillar is formed of three others, slender and graceful,

which entwine together in spiral form
;

the exquisite carved

altar is emblazoned with gilding ;
the entire lower portion of

the walls are covered with porcelain squares, which have

pious illustrations of a book of legends. Among the Church's

collection of paintings are two works of Portugal's greatest
and most famous artist,

" Gran Vasco
;

"
they reminded me, in

color and drawing, of Holbein.

In the bay lay the ships with the flags of various nations,

and simple pleasure boats belonging to the citizens of Setubal.

On Edward O'Neill's boat waved the Danish flag ;
it was a

nice little craft. Mr. Arenz, a Portuguese gentleman, had a

similar one. This man became interesting to me through his

talent for languages ;
he spoke Danish very well, though he had

never been in Denmark, in fact never had passed the limits

of his father land. The relations in which he stood with the

sea-captains from Denmark, Norway, and Sweden had enabled

him to appropriate the languages of these countries, and to

speak with the three nations in their mother tongue.

By the quay lay large fishing boats one could enjoy a little

sail, if he would visit Setubal's Pompeii, the buried, but

partially excavated fisher village
"
Troja ;" or the distant Monte

Arrabida with its dilapidated Trappist cloister and monstrous
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caverns. Upon a beautiful sunshiny day, but alas quite late,

for the ebb had already commenced, I, with Carlos O'Neill and

his family, stepped into one of these boats, rowed by several

strong sailors. We sat under the outstretched awning : the

boat steered out to the open Atlantic, and tossed not a little ;

the salt water splashed over us. It was a beautiful view

which we had as we swung past Setubal. First came the

long row of white houses, with green painted balconies, red

doors and gates. The churches appeared a little above the

houses. The ships displayed their flags in the harbor; there

were Russian, French, and Spanish. The city was behind

us
; picture followed upon picture : here an old cloister, there

a great ruined castle. I remarked the gigantic aloes by the

road, and upon the hill-sides windmill after windmill. We
saw the cloister Brancanas, our villa Bonegos, St. Luis, and

Palmella.

After rowing for an hour we approached a bend of the coast,

where upon a rock, highly picturesque, out toward the ocean,

stands a castle with a small military garrison, which defends

the entrance to Setubal. The breakers dashed against the

rocks and the low walls ;
we were obliged to keep off

;
the boat

turned, and beyond us and around us lay the great, open
world's sea. How calm in its expanse, and yet what breakers

against the coast, and away over the many sand-banks ! We
steered between these toward the serious front of Monte Ar-

rabida. Long waves, glistening white, lifted us, then plun^d
us half-way back again, before we could reach the dark rock-

bound coast. The air was clear and transparent ;
we could see

plainly on the mountain side the decayed Trappist cloister,

once holy and revered, always solitary, always uncomfortable

to reach. Visitors rather choose to go by sea, for on the

land it is only the sure-footed pedestrian or the careful mule

that can find a track and foothold. The cloister, in its

abandonment and solitude, is well worth an uncomfortable

journey, and yet it is visited only by an occasional stranger.

More remarkable than the cloister itself is the vast stalactite

cavern beneath the clear waters
; its grandeur is beyond de-

scription.

Upon these rocks a ship stranded, which had on board a
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painting of the Mother of God
;
when the ship struck, the

Virgin raised herself from the canvas, floated above, and gave
a saving light from the rock, and there was the cloister built

and the picture to be seen. Under the cloister itself, up from

the deep rolling sea, rises the monstrous cave, a whole moun-

tain rock church, with fantastic dome, down-tending organ

pipes, columns, and altars
; away to this, in his boat, glided

the fisherman, in the days of the cloister, as he returned home
fiom his fishing ;

he laid there as an offering a part of his

haul, read quietly his prayer, and let his boat glide softly out

from the halls of this silent church, where a lamp was always

burning. We were within one and a half English miles of the

grotto ;
all the outlines of the mountain could be seen dis-

tinctly, but the sea rolled more heavily over the sand-banks
;

the tide was rising ; I was obliged to return, give up my desire

to glide into the strange cavern, and climb to the lonely clois-

ter, where the sea-birds clustered, and where the game is not

startled by the hunter.

We turned back, but not homeward, steering toward the

isthmus to see the remains of the sand buried city, Troja.

The Phoenicians had founded it
;
since that the Romans had

lived here and gathered the salt in the same manner that it is

yet gathered, as the great remains bear witness. In the olden

times the sea's entrance must have opened to the eastward
;

the present entrance has become broken by a great inunda-

tion, which blocked it with sand. All the inhabitants were

obliged to flee
;

it is believed that they at first sought the

mountains and founded the present Palmella, but later had

moved down to the shore, and there founded Setubal, as it

now exists.

Over an hour passed before we reached the sand reeds ; these

grow with bushes, thistles, and blossoms worthy a place in

our hot-houses. Where we stepped on land, there were great

piled up heaps of stone, the remains of ballast from ships,

which had taken from the bay their cargoes of salt. Thus large

and small stones lay here from all the countries of the globe,

from Denmark and Sweden, from Russia as well as from China.

There could have been written a long history about them. The
wind rose, but gave no coolness in the burning sunshine that
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poured down here between the canes. A large digging had

been commenced, but stopped for lack of means. The gain
had not been great, yet one saw foundations of houses,

several yards, high walls, remains of an entire garden ;
in this

was a partially preserved bath-room, the floor of mosaic, the

walls with marble plates. Quite out in the water lay fragments
and pieces of antique jars, and large wall stones also were to

be found.

We spent an hour in this deserted place ;
not a dwelling was

to be seen
;
the sand-banks stretched out into the open sea.

On the home course we had a high sea
;
over an hour elapsed

before we had crossed the bay to Setubal ;
at the landing-place

were several boats loaded with rock salt, as if it were masses

of ice brought there for summer keeping.

The carriage awaited us, the newspapers also : these espe-

cially we grasped, to see how it went with the world. Beau-

tiful, unhappy Spain, how fared it there ? Germany had its

own scene of war
;
the railroads there were torn up, the con-

flict began ;
but while blood flowed, and the death sigh was

heard, peace reigned serenely over the remote, separated Por-

tugal. I recognized and enjoyed this beautiful tranquillity.

The evening was lovely, so still, so dream-inviting ;
the stars

twinkled, flambeaux shone in the large fruit gardens, and the

young danced. I visited with a couple of young friends a

dancing place, and when, later in the evening, I returned home
alone under the pomegranate bushes, the whole picture sunk

into my soul, forever to remain.

On one of my first days here, I planted in front of our villa,

near the great palm, a little northern "
naaletrse." 1^ will

grow ;
the north-wind breathes therein its salutation to the

south.

I must soon leave. Already had I spent a month in Setubal
;

this, with the five weeks on "
Pinieros," was more than one

half of the time that I had decided to remain in Portugal ;
if I

should visit Coimbra and Cintra before my departure, then I

must either start now or decide to remain through the winter.

For an instant the home journey presented itself disagreea-

bly ; I must either return with the diligence through the sum-

mer heat and the unquiet country, or take passage in the
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steamer from Lisbon to Bordeaux. How would the journey

shape itself? What dimensions would the war in Germany
assume ? Would France enter into the struggle ? Should I

be forced to try the whole sea-way from France to England,

up to Norway, then to Denmark ? For a moment I had half

a mind to stay in Portugal, and see the times through ;
then

the old saying occurred to me :

" The welcome guest becomes

tiresome, when he sits too long in the strange house." I had

never proved this for myself, and the truth thereof would surely

not affirm itself here, but the saying remained in my thought.

I deliberated a long time over the annoyances of the sea

voyage, and upon all that could befall us upon land, in the

midst of war my double nature fearful of danger, and yet

anxious to prove it asserted itself strongly, and then, as

always, the will killed the fear. I took the resolution to leave

Portugal in the middle of August, and thus in the few weeks

remaining thoroughly to explore this beautiful country.

It was with no light heart that I said farewell to the friends

in " Dos Bonegos," these charming people, this fine home,

this beautiful nature. The last evening, I went into Brancanas'

cloister garden ;
here was stillness, loneliness, and a refreshing

fragrance from trees and shrubs ;
the stars twinkled, my mind

was heavy, my heart full of melancholy, my mood became

song.

In the early morning, Carlos O'Neill and his son ac-

companied me upon the railroad and steamer to Lisbon : in the

evening I was in
" Pinieros." From the garden wall I saw in

the horizon toward the south in shadowy outlines, Palmella,

St. Luis, and the whole extent of Monte Arrabida, now a

home scene for me, known and beloved. Far out shone the

lanterns, from a great illumination
;
the rumbling of carriages,

the noise and shouts resounded out here through the stillness.

I looked toward the city, and across the great aqueduct over

the Alcantara Valley ;
soon should I bid it all farewell. All

floats away, changes, and fades.

On " Pinieros
"

nature had wholly changed itself in the

month I had been absent. "The grass was sere, the flowers of

the garden withered and gone ;
the passion branches bore
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large seed apples, like green and orange eggs, among the dark

foliage. Beyond, upon the ground, lay the grain gathered and

stored in the place prepared ;
it was not threshed, but tramped

by oxen. The whole country presented but the naked ground j

only the cypresses, the figs, and the olives gave variety.



CHAPTER V.

Visit to Aveiro and Coimbra. Cintra's Beauty. Farewell to
"
Pinieros."

I
WAS to see the university building in Coimbra, and, be-

sides, the city of Aveiro lying a little further northward.

George O'Neill had some business affairs there, his brother

Josd also desired to go with us : we used the railroad to Oporto.
With good spirits and charming weather we set out, along

the Tejo River, which at Lisbon broadens into a sea extending
to Salvaterra and Benavente, but then becomes more and

more narrow with large sand-banks, which make the navigation

difficult
;

it turns all at once toward Estrella, the mountains

which form the frontier of Spain ;
the snow yet lay upon them.

We passed through several cork-forests : the nearest trees

stood stripped of their bark
;

the fresh green rice-fields re-

minded us of our fields of grain in the early spring. Forest

glades, lonely ruins, groups of people, gave the landscape

variety. Yonder, under the shade of a picturesque olive, sat

a swine-herd with his flock, an excellent illustration of the

Scripture parable. He sat and ate his bread and cheese,

drank water with it instead of wine, so easily content is the

Portuguese peasant.

Through forest and thick woods, by the railroad from Lisbon,

we reached the beautifully situated Coimbra, where one high

house lifts itself above another, surrounded by gardens and

woods, close by the broad Mondego River. We did not stop

now
;
on our return we intended to acquaint ourselves with

Portugal's capital.

A little north from Coimbra the woods ceased and the

country became flat. In Aveiro one finds himself in a Por-

tuguese Holland, swampy and flat with dug canals, but Hol-

land's luxuriance and freshness is wanting.
In old times the country was fertile and good, but little by

little, as the sand choked the mouth of the river Vouga, the
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whole stretch of land for miles around soon became changed
into swamp and morass, thus rendering it the most unhealthy

part of the country. In the year 1801 a canal was com-

menced, which was completed in 1808. This drained off the

water
;
the country again became healthy and habitable. The

canal was continued up to the city, which is divided by the

river Vouga in two parts.

The flat land, the many tug-boats, Aveiro itself, and the

sandy shore of the river, recalled our western coasts in the

North
;
the gray atmosphere, and thick mists which enveloped

the whole landscape, contributed to make us believe ourselves

up in the North, instead of in the warm, sunny Portugal.

While we entered the mists descended, raw and humid.

It was just ebb-time
;
we saw a marshy river bottom, but no

running water
;
the long, low water-conduit showed us its wet

walls. The many women we met and passed were closely

wrapped up, and looked half frozen in their large cloaks
; yet,

strange to say, I saw here the first beautiful faces I had seen in

Portugal the woman beauty thrown out by the dark costume

as from a background. Even the young girls wore the same

heavy coat as the old women
;

it hung down to their naked,

dirty feet. The hat was of black felt with a very broad brim
;

upon this head-piece they placed the large basket wherein

they deposited the traveller's trunk and valise, which they thus

carried to the hotel. In spite of the heavy burden, they were

merry, and chattered with both mouth and eyes.

The city Aveiro with its surroundings once belonged to the

Duke Don Joseph Mascarenhas, who under Joseph Emanuel

was regarded as the head of a party of leading Jesuits, of

malcontents, and was at the same time with the Marquis Tavora

convicted of a murderous attempt upon the king. Subse-

quently, this judgment was deemed too hasty ;
six of those

declared guilty having been pronounced innocent. It was in

that beautiful romantic age, as we call it, in contrast with our

present times, that the Duke of Aveiro was brought with the

rope around his neck to the place of execution, placed upon
the rack, and while yet alive tied to the stake. This dark

historical event was the only one brought to remembrance in

A veiro.
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The city has been called the Portuguese Venice
;
but noth

ing here, save the gondola-shaped tug-boat, reminds one of the

city of the Adriatic.

With my fellow-travellers I trotted about in the narrow, gay
little street. The appearance of any strangers was quite an oc-

currence, arousing the attention of the youngest, and they stared

from doors and balconies after us three foreigners. The town

itself presented nothing extraordinary ;
the guide mentioned,

however, as a curiosity, the place of Archbishop Bolig, and

brought us there to a sort of public garden, from which at

our visit next day, while the sun forced its ray through the

fog, we could perceive the ships out by the river's mouth.

It was not pleasant to be in Aveiro ! Fortunately O'Neill's

business was soon brought to a close, and after a fortnight we
left the tiresome place for the charmingly located Coimbra,

Portugal's university town. A cold, damp fog yet rested over

the country, but as we left the lowlands and passed by hills

and forest, the sun began to show itself; at the station of

Coimbra it shone with southern fervor, and the same warmth

revealed itself in the people themselves. Here was an

activity, a stir, a confusion, equal to that in a Neapolitan town.

The hack drivers precipitated themselves upon us and our

things, to fight over a trunk : each would have it upon his

carriage ;
he neither heard nor regarded the owner's protesta-

tions
; they pulled and tore our baggage ;

one ran with one

piece, another with another
;

it was like a robbery ; nothing
was wanting but the glittering knife. It was a drawn battle

before we succeeded in entering a carriage together ;
several

passengers sat here already ;
there was small space left

;
we

sat all knotted up and squeezed together as in a Spanish dili-

gence, and in the midst of yells and cries we drove forth along
the Mondego River, whose broad bed displayed more dry sand

than running water. Yet what freshness and forest charm all

around ! The city rose as the loveliest flower in the whole

bouquet. Coimbra rests upon the mountain side, one street

higher than the other. Several houses projected with three,

even four stories, one above the other. The streets are narrow,

crooked, and rise continually. High stone steps lead through

homely buildings from one lane up and out into another

18
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Shops and bookstores are here in abundance. One meets

students everywhere : now one alone, bareheaded, reading from

a book ; now several arm in arm. Their dress is picturesque,

reminding us of Faust and Theophrastus. The dress consists

of a long black "
Taker," and a short mantle of the same

color. They went bareheaded for the most part, through the

streets, and along the bank of the river. The cap they other-

wise wear is large and heavy a sort of drooping Polish cap.

I was told that in the winter season the students gave once

a month a dramatic entertainment, to which they invited pro-

fessors and citizens, with their wives and daughters. In the

streets sounds frequently the guitar, and the song in serenade
;

with the guitar or the gun over the shoulder bounds the gay

youth away, upon his hired horse, out of the old city, into the

fresh woods, or on the mountains, to life's joy and adventure,

to treasure in the young heart remembrances for coming old

days. Peaceful and free seems life in this paradise of nature.

I was told, however, that in Don Miguel's time some of

Coimbra's students rebelled a little, and he immediately ordered

a couple to be hung on the gallows ;
it was not at that time

anything remarkable.

The cloister Santa Cruz, in the lower part of the city, is well

worth visiting ;
it is not occupied, it is desolate and lonely, but

the cloister walks around the little garden are very romantic,

and have light carved arches worthy of admiration. In the

church, on each side of the high altar, two magnificent monu-

ments are raised, with the likeness of the dead sculptured in

marble. Here repose the kings Sancho the First, and Al-

phonse Henriques ;
there is also kept here a portrait painted

of Gran Vasco, with a sketch and coloring very different from

the paintings I had seen of him in Setubal.

From the cloister and the church the streets ascend toward

the university, an extensive building which occupies the high-

est site in the city. Up here, through one of the city gates in

the dilapidated walls of the fortress, one enters the botanical

garden, which is rich in rare flowers and trees. Large palms
and blooming magnolias were displayed among the abundant

leaves and " naaletrass
;

"
here, however, not a person was to

be seen, and almost equally lonely was the pleasant walk froro
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the garden, along the old walls of the city ;
rich grass and

fresh climbing plants grew all about, and to the right in the

garden were orange-trees, large cypresses, and cork-tree^.

I met some students, all in their Mediaeval garb : one went

by himself, reading; three others passed in lively conversation,

with the guitar strung over the shoulder
;
their wild pranks in

these surroundings put me in cheerful mood
;

it was as if I

lived back in an earlier century ;
a whole poem upon this oc-

casion strung itself in my thought, but the burden of it came

not upon the paper. The road brought me to the river, where,

midway out, two jagged trees served for boat-houses. Women
with skirts tucked up waded over, to save going by the longer,

more roundabout way toward the old many-arched bridge

which leads from the city toward the nunnery, Santa Clara,

upon the other shore, an enormous building close by,
" La

Quinta dos Lagrimas." In the garden there still remains, half

in ruins, the castle where the beautiful, unhappy Inez de Castro,

with her innocent children, were murdered. It is widely

known that the Portuguese
"
Infant," Don Pedro, married

,

the beautiful Inez, who also was of royal blood. The marriage

was, however, secret
;
Don Pedro dared not acknowledge it for

fear of his relentless father
;
and when his father was informed

of what had happened, he forced him to marry another, and in

the mean time caused Inez and her children to be murdered.

It occurred in this building in the garden. The father died

soon after, and that allowed Don Pedro, who then was king, to

have the corpse of the beloved one taken from the coffin,

clothed in royal magnificence and laid out on the throne,

where the whole court were compelled to kneel and kiss the

dead one's hand.

In "
Quinta dos Lagrimas," as the garden surrounding the

building is called, where she was murdered, gushes the foun-

tain where Inez and Don Pedro so often sat under the tall

cypresses ;
these still cast their shadows there, except one

tree, on which was written :

" En dig ombra a Inez formosa."

The tree fell in a storm, the fountain itself will one day cease

to murmur, but the verses about Inez in Camoen's " Lusiad "

will never die. They stand engraven on a marble tablet by
the yet living fountain, and say, but in sounding words and
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melodious rhythm, that which we have not power to render :

"
Mondego's daughter wept long, remembering the tears which

here were shed
; they flowed into the clear spring of the foun-

tain, and gave the spring a name which yet remains :

'

Love's

felicity.' She found it here. Seest thou how fresh the spring
bubbles where it bedews the flowers ? The spring is tears,

and its name is love's felicity."

Already, upon the afternoon of my arrival, I received a visit

from the professor of literature, a born Slesvigian, of whom
I heard that one of my stories,

" The World's most beautiful

Rose," was translated into Portuguese ;
and that he with a

young scientific man in Coimbra had thought of translating

many, not only of my writings, but of Ingemann's historical

novels, as he felt assured that the Danish literature contained

something which might speak to the people of Portugal.

Through him I was the next morning brought to the festivities

in the university, where a young man received the " Doctor's

cap." The hall was filled with people, for the most part

students. On each side of the hall sat the different Faculties,

in their different colors, white and blue, red and yellow. The

young doctor was kneeling upon an elevation near the royal

throne. The balconies were filled with ladies, from the ante-

rooms quite into the hall. The orchestra was placed on the

floor near the entrance. I was invited to be present at the

feast, and received all possible attention. I saw the magnificent

chapel, the throne-hall, and the library, which is built in

"
rococo-style," decorated with bold arches, gildings, and

frescoed ceilings. The librarian took out several different

editions of the " Lusiad "
illustrated with good engravings.

I saw two written Bibles, in which, upon some pages seemed

nothing but carefully traced and meaningless characters, but

seen through a microscope, every page was a little master-

piece of art and perseverance ;
it revealed, in the vague signs,

written words in Hebrew text, executed with an astonishing

application and patience. This whole forenoon it was a pour-

ing rain, something unusual here at this season. They said

to me jokingly that it was I who had brought a northern sum-

mer down to them. Yes, surely, what weather ! The people

kept within doors, the streets were like running rivers, roads
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and paths were under water. Thus it continued, when I, under

my umbrella, hopping from stone to stone, stepped down from

the university, and looked out over the river which now got
fresh water. The rain whipped sharply with water lashes

;
it

fell as a veil over the gardens and the forest magnificence.
The black cypresses by the " love fountain

"
in the garden of

tears, as Camoens and the people called the "
Quinta

" where

Inez was murdered, stood like veiled marshals before the

sarcophagus of the past.

Coimbra is a place where one must stay, not only a few days
but several weeks, live together with the students, be out in

the free, charming nature, abandon one's self to solitude, and

allow the recollection to call up images through tradition and

song from its past history.
*

O'Neill wanted to return to Lisbon
;

the railway signal

sounded, the locomotive puffed, away it went over Mondego
River

; yet a glance over Coimbra, which with its many colored

houses resembled a large bouquet upon the green hill-side.

The rain began to subside
;
the wet weather, however, procured

me the sight of an original costume peculiar to these people r

it consists of rain cloaks of straw, of yellow or white, a sort of

straw coat with long skirts, worn by the country people. When
we came through the cork forests the rain was over, the sun

shone red as blood between the tall trunks of the trees
;

it be-

came at once evening, the stars peeped forth one by one, the

wind was fresh, almost cool. We reached Lisbon
;
the lights

shone, the stores were resplendent, the people sought the

theatre Maria Secunda on the handsome large square. We
passed by the public garden. Gas jets glittered between the

fragrant trees, the music sounded, and soon we had passed the

city's gate and were out at Pinieros, where dinner had been

kept for us. A night or two's rest, and then off again to a

new country, Cintra of the poet's song.

The railroad traced upon the map between Lisbon and

Cintra is not yet in condition for travel ;
a couple of depots

were built, but the railroad itself postponed, yes, if I have

understood aright, altogether abandoned. One going to

Lisbon must either take the omnibus that plies thither, or

procure for himself a carriage, horse, or donkey.
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The most charming and most celebrated part of Portugal is

undoubtedly Cintra.
" The new paradise," it is called, after

Byron.
" Here the spring has its throne," sings the Portuguese

poet, Garret. There went we.

In the old castle within the city, the reigning King Don
Luis spends a part of the summer. His father, Don Fernando,
lives on "

Penha," the mountain castle in the sky region.

Diplomats and a portion of Portugal's wealthy men have their

villas in the fresh, charming country ;
the hotels are filled up

with travellers, partly foreigners and partly natives. In the

early morning I left
"
Pinieros," and took the road that winds

through the suburbs of Lisbon, out upon the open country,

through the arches of the aqueduct, now on the heights, now
in the valley.

The vegetation was dry and withered, but a lonely cactus

still showed life. In the first country town we met a wander-

ing musician with his young wife. He accompanied on the

violin her improvised song ;
a young boy beat the tambourine.

In flowing verse she sang to the tavern's signora about this

one's red skirt and yellow neckerchief. The song flowed as a

fountain, the words streamed forth in a continuous string ;
it

was surely an old song, in which she now with a sort of skill

wove in other words than before, and applied them to the

signora before her.

At the other side of the town we saw at some distance a

large park with places of amusement. Don Miguel, who loved

the chase, had preferred this place to the enchanting
" Cintra."

Yet nothing showed itself but bare ground ;
not a picturesque

spot, no bush, no tree
;
but one poor peasant house displayed

a blooming magnolia, whose dark green leaves shone in the

sunshine.

A light mist yet concealed luxuriant Cintra, although near

at hand, but we soon had the first glimpse of it a garden
with great trees

;
here stood an imposing structure

;
it had

been, not long since, a royal cloister, but now belonged to a

private individual who had bought it for an insignificant sum.

Through the grated entrance one looked in over flowers and

shrubbery, at running water and large pendant branches.

Santa Maria, a little town by itself, lies above Cintra, be-

tween rocks and foliage ;
on its outskirts, under tall trees,
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Jose O'Neill had his country-place, now my new home. A

large garden terrace, hung with glass bells, fronted the high-

road, which passed close by between the villa and a neighbor's

empty house. The owner died before it was finished
;

the

half completed side without windows faced us, and had by

moonlight especially a ghostly aspect. In the back-building

with its view over the abyss, embracing Cintra and the coun-

try about, lived some people, but we did not see them. Our

house, with its many rooms and halls against the rocks where a

spring bubbled, had its own garden over-stocked with citrons

and figs, but so small was it that a tethered hen had dominion

over it. From the rocks grown with trees one saw, through

interrupted vistas, King Fernando's castle, in style half Moor-

ish, half Italian. The main garden belonging to O'Neill was

at a little distance from the villa, in the deep valley on the other

side of the high-road. Down there one found cool, fresh shad-

ows and solitude. It was as if I entered into a Danish wil-

derness. I could but think upon the heights at Silkeborg ;

I bent under heavy foliage resembling birch and pine. The
water rippled cool and clear in the rich grass where bloomed

the forgot-me-not. I saw the Danish white clover, the bloom-

ing elder, and the convolvulus. " Here am I in thy charming

Denmark," said Josd, and expressed warmly his love for that

country, in which he had passed his early youth. It is said

that each nation finds in Cintra a portion of its father-land : I

found Denmark here
;

I imagined that I discovered many
cherished spots from other beautiful countries

;
the green

swards of Kent, the Brocken's wildly tossed stone-blocks. I

could here believe myself by the shore of Geneva, and in

Leksand's birch forest. All was wonderfully rich and varied.

Here stood the bayberry-tree with its dark red fruit ; here ge
raniums spread themselves into large bushes, and fuchsias

grew like trees. From the chestnuts and the banana hung
vines in a profusion which must remind the South American

of his native forests.

Right above the garden, one looked from the road over

Cintra, whose old castle has the appearance of a cloister

with small patched buildings, and many small garden terraces,

each with its fountain
;
the steeple-like chimneys, not unlike

champagne bottles, predominate in the buildings, which are
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without beauty. How beautiful in comparison appears Don
Fernando's summer castle. Upon this site a great wood ex-

tended formerly, part of which still exists, as also the cele-

brated cork cloister, a little building whose walls are

covered with the bark of the cork-tree ; the cloister itself

dated from the time of Vasco de Gam a.

One day during Vasco's famous expedition the king pur-

sued the chase up here, and just upon the spot where the

cloister now stands he saw Vasco's flag ; returning in great

joy he promised to build a cloister here, and kept his word.

It was erected, and constitutes the finest part of the whole.

When it was afterward abolished and the monks driven

forth, King Fernando bought the place and employed con-

siderable means in rebuilding it, and laying the foundation

for a park. The whole ascent is like a garden wherein nature

and art beautifully sustain each other
;
here is the most beau-

tiful promenade one can imagine. It begins with cactuses,
"
plataners," and magnolias, and ends with birch and pine

among wildly scattered rocks. Geraniums of all kinds and

colors bloom here in abundance
; wonderfully handsome this-

tles cluster by the myrtle bushes, with their fragrant snow-

white blossoms
; lonely paths wind between ivy-clad walls and

rocks, which in their fall have formed natural arches. One
has a wide view from this height, away toward Lisbon, and

the mountains on the other side of Tejo ;
one sees the broad

Atlantic, and from the valley one overlooks the large plain

away to the cloister Maffra. The air was so transparent, that

I thought I could count the windows in the building several

miles distant. The open highway from O'Neill's house cross-

ing Cintra for a mile or more, invited to walking ;
there amid

change and shadow was the most delightful promenade, and

toward evening was particularly frequented. I took it often my-
self in the summer noon : the sea-breeze came up constantly ;

the trees grew as tall as our beech-trees and alders
;
the vines

hung in rich profusion over the rocks and walls
;
the chest-

nuts spread their mighty branches into a leafy ceiling ; weeping-
willows bowed themselves over the dusty road. Near Cintra

there is a villa in Moorish style belonging to a rich Brazilian
;

he had it built just at the time that people were reading
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Dumas' " Monte Christo," and from it the villa has taken its

name. From this point the road became yet narrower under

the arches of the chestnuts. A dashing cascade increased

the coolness ;
now the road broadens into an equally shady

spot before a rococo building where the treaty of peace under

Abrantes was signed.

One has continually the Penha forest to the left, and in

the cloud heights the Moorish castle, bearing its large four-

cornered tower with its small turrets. There it was beautiful

as an Eden. I could but think of my childhood, when I stud-

ied from Baden's Latin Grammar :

"
Tempe, a delightful valley

in Thessalia
" Could "

Tempe
"

possibly have offered any-

thing more beautiful than Cintra ? My friend Jose enjoyed sol-

itude, remaining by preference in his nice quiet home, while I

was happiest when roaming about alone. I was not wholly
a stranger with those who lived there. In Cintra resided a

countrywoman, Viscountess Boboredo, the daughter of Ad-

miral Zahrtman
;
she had just arrived at Lisbon by the last

steamer from Bordeaux under the mournful circumstances of

Bringing the dead body of her husband to the family grave in

Portugal. Through her I was introduced in several high aris-

tocratic houses, among others to the charming Count Almeida,

who resided with his family in the Palazzo Pombal, a half

Moorish structure, where a fountain splashed in the airy din-

ing-hall, and where the garden-terrace under the vine-covered

arches seemed like a magnificent gallery. Again, in Cintra,

I came across Marquis Fronteira, with his daughter and son-

in-law. His mother is Danish born. I met a friend from

Copenhagen, the son of the poet, Bulwer Lytton, who for a

time was with us in Denmark, with the English legation ;
he

loved me for my writings, was himself a favored poet in his

father-land. In Denmark I made this amiable young writer's

acquaintance ;
now he occupied the position of English Am-

bassador in Lisbon, was married, and was spending the sum-

mer with his lovely wife and their little child in the Eden-like

Cintra. In my friend Lytton's house, I found the heartiest

reception, and the most sympathizing friends ; with him and

his lady I saw a part of Cintra's unforgetful charms.

We drove one afternoon over the high-road promenade,
under the mighty shadowy trees, past Monte Christo, past the
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vice-king's garden where Inez de Castro is buried, out to Mon-

serrat which is owned by a very rich Englishman, who oomes

and stays there during two spring months. In the garden

grow a number of tropical trees and plants. I saw a fern

brake comprising all remarkable kinds, from the simplest to

the most frilly developed in size and strength, standing side by
side with the palm-tree. Large white bell-flowers hang from

one tree
; pearl-shaped, rose-colored berries from another.

Juicy fruits, new to me, sun-filled colored flowers, grew here
;

and down over the smooth velvet lawn rippled the clear spring

water, which was so led as to supply the grass with irrigation.

Above this fresh green, the castle rose in Moorish style, a fit

subject for the Arabian Nights or a romantic fairy picture.

The sun sank into the sea, which became rose-colored
;
the

brightness of sea and sky was reflected magically upon the

marble white walls and decorations, filling with light the large,

mirror-clear window panes. The air was so warm, so still, so

penetrated with the perfume of flowers, that one felt carried

away from reality, fairly entranced, returning to one's self

only when entering the shadowy cork woods near by. There

we met and saluted the royal couple.

The weather had been fine throughout my stay in Cintra,

but toward the last the wind blew strong from the northwest.

The sea, a whole mile distant, which yet looked much nearer,

resembled an outspread blue garment. The breakers rolled

like a line of white smoke along the coast
;
soon should we

out there, far from the beautiful terra firma, try the rolling sea.

The day of departure came. It was hard to part from the

dear, warm-hearted Josd, to leave Cintra's delights. In flying

speed and whistling wind we went again to Pinieros. It

stormed all night ;
I thought the house would fall. The next

day was equally stormy, but the sky was clear, the sun shone

warm
;

"
It is glorious weather for the home voyage," said

George O'Neill ;
in a few days would the steamer arrive from

Rio, and immediately set sail for Bordeaux. A few hours, per-

haps half a day, had I spent in Lisbon
;

I would gladly be

there a little longer before my departure, see in the evening
the life and stir which moved in the streets, the cafe's, and the

theatre.



CHAPTER VI.

A few Days in Lisbon. On the Steamer Navarro from Lisbon to Bor-

deaux.

O'NEILL
recommended me to a new hotel which was

just opened, located near his office and the harbor. It

was a friendly, elderly married couple, who here received me.

I inquired the hour for the " table d'hote."
" As soon as you

command," answered they. I was yet the only guest in the

house
;

I had, if I chose, the freedom of all the rooms and

halls. But who could stir ? The curtains were down, the

blinds fastened, that the warm sunshine should not enter in.

It was a torture to go outside
;
one crawled forth in the narrow

shadow of the house ;
whether I tried to lie on the bed all

day, or walk about in the half dark apartments, where I did

not meet a single acquaintance, either was insupportable. I

therefore turned my steps toward O'Neill's office ; here I found

the newspapers, which informed me how it went elsewhere.

I arrived there prostrated by the heat, and returned in the

same condition. Only toward evening I began to feel some

degree of comfort ;
it was refreshing to step out on the

balcony, and feel the fresh breeze, which blew so welcome

into the eyes and mouth, sending new life into one. Then
could one with pleasure come out on the street, mix with the

throng, and visit the places of resort. The next day was as

hot as the preceding. The steamer failed to arrive at the time

appointed, and instead of two days I was obliged to remain five

whole days in the heated city. Every night it blew strongly,

the wind subsiding at last, and toward the early morning of the

sixth day I was awoke by a knocking on my door. A messen-

ger from the house of Tolades O'Neill brought a written notice

of the steamer's arrival from Rio
;

she was to leave port at

noon for Bordeaux. In the few hours left to me here, I had

scarce time to see the friends from Pinieros and Setubal. I
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met the physician, a couple of the ship's officers, and some
of the passengers, in O'Neill's office

; some splendid Spanish
wine came forth for salutation and farewell. Upon my in-

quiry if the sea was quiet, the captain answered that it no

longer blew, but that the sea went high ;
it had stormed for

several days and nights : this had delayed them three days
over their time. We went down to the water

;
here lay the

captain's boat ; we all took our places ; O'Neill followed me
;

the strong pull of the oars by the sailors soon brought us out

into Tejo River, where the steamer Navarro lay, and took

goods and passengers on board. The boatswain's whistle

sounded, the sailors with halberds stood by the stair-way, and

I was soon on French territory on board the large ship. It

was like a swimming hotel. From the deck one entered a

magnificent saloon with broad passage and tables on either

side
; buffets, book-cases, an4 beautiful paintings, mostly land-

scapes, filled the spaces between the broad windows. Outside,

parallel with the saloon, extended a covered gallery, which was

lighted in the evening ;
here one sat, or promenaded. Beyond

the saloon, toward the middle of the vessel, were the captain's

and officers' quarters ; then the kitchen and store-rooms, all

upon the deck
;
then followed the gigantic machinery ; pass-

ing between this and the great paddle-wheels, one gained the
" second class

"
accommodations, then the "

third," then the

steerage, filled with goods and passengers, and presenting the

most nondescript appearance : monkeys in cages, domestic

animals fastened up, parrots, a Noah's Ark from South

America. Over the whole vessel extended an upper deck,

communicating by stairs and bridges. I learned that there

were about five hundred passengers.

After the breakfast with the captain followed the leave-tak-

ings. George O'Neill spoke and smiled
;
I was heavy-hearted ;

should we ever meet again ? Never more should I visit this

beautiful distant land, where I had felt myself well and at

home. From the guard, I saw O'Neill row homeward, heard

his cheerful
" Live well !

"
I followed the boat with my eyes ;

soon it disappeared among the anchored ships ; I sought
down below for my state-room, the furthest back in the ship.

I should be thoroughly rocked by the sea's motion. The sig-
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nal sounded, we weighed anchor, and under full head of

steam we glided out upon the swelling stream, past Lisbon's

fine sites, by the palaces and barracks, the Moorish-like

Belem, and were soon at the river's mouth, and out upon the

open Atlantic. The vessel heaved, the billows rolled larger

and larger, up toward the coast dashed the strong breakers ;

the air grew colder, we steered further and further out. In the

mean time the saloon had been converted into a dining hall
;

there were so many passengers, that they were obliged to set

two tables. I had already seated myself at the very last, as

near the entrance as possible, for I knew beforehand that I

should not remain very long. The floor seemed to lift itself

under my feet ; through the windows I soon saw only the high
clear sky. Then it seemed to me as if we plunged deep down
into the billows, and these rolled over us like huge water-

falls. It was some time before the first dish was brought me.

I saw them bringing the soup, and I was obliged to seek the

fresh air, and sit there suffering, doubly suffering at the

knowledge that it would be a yet stronger sea the further we

got out, and that it was not one night, but fully three nights

and four days, that I had to endure it. Yes, and this might
be called a good voyage ! The more part of the passengers
had already been twenty-one days and nights upon the sea ;

for them it was but a short trip ahead of us, but perhaps the

most disagreeable. We should cross the Spanish sea : the

wind blew
;

it had earlier stormed, always from the northwest ;

I took our direction over the large rolling waves, and knew

that the nearest coast was Greenland. Cintra's heights and

woods were yet visible, but before the sun set the outlines

grew fainter, and at last disappeared. The stars came forth,

the air grew cold
; however, I dared not go down in the

cabin, but sought for the large dining-hall, to spend the night

there. Here was yet lively conversation, and going back and

forth among the passengers ;
as night grew they became fewer

and fewer, and at last I was alone ; it was midnight, the lights

were put out
;

I saw one shine only, from the open door, a

great lantern. I felt the rolling seas, heard the billows break-

ing, the motion of the machinery, the striking of the signal-

bell, and the replies that followed. I thought on the power
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of the sea, the power of the steam
; there was in all this a sort

of regularity in the restrained shock, the heaving of the sea,

the motion of the ship ; soon I was familiar with all this as

well as with the signals, but every deviation or strange sound

awoke my attention. I could not turn my thought from the

disasters that might occur. More and more forcible in my
imagination grew the recollection of my youth's friend, Jette

Wulff, who experienced a terrible death on these same seas,

when the steamer Austria that she was upon was burnt.

All the fearful things I had read about of their sufferings fol-

lowed in my thought, until I had again the whole death scene

in vivid remembrance.

As I lay here in the night-time, suddenly the sea beat

violently against the ship, it stopped as it were, for an instant

It was as if the steam held its breath, as if the machinery
ceased to move, but in the next moment all was again obedi-

ence and motion. I thought of shipwreck : it pictured itself

irresistibly in my mind that we had sunk, the water pressed

upon the roof, and forced itself in, all the lights went out
;
one

felt that it was the death moment, but how long could one

keep consciousness ? I experienced in this moment all the

torture of the death agony ;
the sweat poured forth upon my

brow ; I started up, rushed out from the cabin
;
a single lan-

tern shone here
;

I tore away the sail at the guard, and looked

out what splendor, what grandeur ! The whole rolling sea

glittered like fire
;
the large billows gleamed with phosphor-

escent light ; it was as if we floated upon a sea of fire. I

was so overwhelmed with this sublimity that the terror of

death at once left me. The danger was no more nor less

than before, but I ceased to think upon it
;
the fancy took a

new direction, and my thought became devotion
;
whether I

die this night, or some years later, it is alike important for me
to live

;
death comes anyhow, and here it is in grandeur

and magnificence. I stood long in the star light, and looked

at the grandly rolling sea, and when I again sought the cabin

and stretched myself upon the sofa, my mind was refreshed

and glad in its devotion to God.

After some hours' restoring sleep, I awoke in the early

morning ;
the sea swelled high, the Portuguese coast could
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yet be seen occasionally. I went out upon deck, and began
to move myself about. One of the officers taught me how to

take sure foot-hold, and how I might walk in motion with the

ship. I did not feel sea-sickness ;
I looked at the rolling sea,

began to regard the life on board, and my various fellow-

travellers. One had told me that it was a very mixed com-

pany, and I soon got a sort of proof of it. There came in

the morning, from one of the state-rooms, an elderly lady ;

she wept and complained she had had things stolen from her

while on board. The lady had embarked at Rio, and had

from there shared her state-room with another lady, a stran-

ger, who gave herself out to be the wife of a consul, and was

going to Lisbon
;
there she had yesterday left the ship, and

taken with her the other's gold, bracelets, and drafts. We
could not write to Lisbon before reaching Bordeaux

; by that

time the thief had probably left the city, gone out of the

country, into Spain, and perhaps further.

The waves rose high, and I asked the captain if they grew
still higher when we entered the Spanish sea ? "I believe

so," he replied ;
but as the day advanced, and we proceeded

further north, the motion became less, and I could move
more firmly, and looked about the ship. I have spoken of its

dimensions, of the many cabins in the hold, the kitchen, the

store-room, the machinery, and the swarm of passengers.

Out on the veranda, on each side of the saloon, were settees

and chairs, where ladies and gentlemen sat in conversation, or

with a book, or needle-work, or the like. In the engiue-room,
where the engineer sat and the fire shone under the boilers,

half-naked workmen moved about
;

if one stepped in upon the
" second place," it was risky walking, for there on the deck

stretched groups of passengers, piles of luggage, monkeys in

cages, swinging parrots, and swarms of children, a medley, a

tumult, as at a fair ground. Not yet dared I venture upon
the highest deck, from which the orders and signals were

^iven, and the large bell struck the hours. These passed

swiftly, and our steamer not less rapidly, and yet it was late

in the afternoon before we could see Cape Finisterre, and

soon, when the sun sank, its outlines disappeared in the

darkness of the night. We gathered now, almost too many
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of us, in the laige dining-hall, all well, all cheerful, the chil-

dren altogether too lively; it was a children's commotion, a

children's noisy frolic
;

for several hours a couple of little

ones hammered upon the piano, and the parents were so

gratified with their children's amusement, that they did not

think how annoying and ear-torturing it was for us others.

They let them bang away, making noise and disorder. To-

ward midnight it became quiet.

When I went on deck the next morning, we were in the

Bay of Biscay, thus in the middle of the Spanish sea, and

here it was still as the face of a mirror
;

it could not be more

beautiful : the surface of the water lay as a silk cloth
;

it was

as if we glided over an inland lake where the winds slum-

bered. Thus-showed itself the Spanish sea, which I had so

much feared. I still saw the mountain heights upon the

Portuguese and Spanish coasts. Various objects floated on

the waves
; they had been thrown overboard in storms

;
here

floated fragments of wrecks
;

I saw a large red chest which

came in our direction.

To-day, at last, I went upon the upper deck, crossed the

hanging bridges, and enjoyed thoroughly the view of the

boundless ocean, saw large fishes lift themselves above the

surface' of the water, and the sea-birds skimming low. To-

ward the evening clouds appeared in the west, the waves dis-

played white crests: it commenced to rain, and I withdrew

with others into the cabin. I felt quite used to the sea, ven-

tured down into my state-room, for the first time while on

board. The motion of the ship in the strong swell sent me
over several times toward the berth. All became still above

;

I thought I heard the whistle of the wind, but it was the

wheel of the ship that worked.

In the early morning it was the fourth day on board I

hurried on deck ; here were great preparations and washing.
We approached the French coast, but we could not see it as

yet. After breakfast we passed the light-house, which by the

Gironde River is raised upon a rock in the sea
;

at this point
the coast appeared sandy and flat. The Gironde flowed as a

great broad sea out ir.to the ocean, entirely yellow ;
the water

of the sea was colored by it a full mile out. It was reported
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in Lisbon that the cholera was in Bordeaux, but it was doubt-

ful. The pilot who came on board assured us that the health

conditions were good ;
it was the first pleasant greeting.

Once in the river, we dropped anchor
;
two small steamers

were awaiting us, the one took the luggage, the other the

passengers. We were so many that the steamer was over-

loaded, scarcely half were able to find seats. The Gironde

River here keeps the same width, up to the junction of the

two rivers, Garonne and Dordogne. Upon either side we saw

delightful green shores with vineyards, cities, villas, groups of

poplars, a richly varied garland. An old military man was

all attention to point out and explain to me all that we

passed.

Evening approached, however. It was seven o'clock before

we reached Bordeaux
;
the vessel anchored at the quay, high

up in the city. I stepped on land, but did not see a familiar

face in the crowd, until the guide from the hotel where I had

previously stopped came to meet me
;
the carriage waited,

and as a dear old acquaintance was I greeted by all the peo-

ple of the house. I soon saw old friends ; the voyage was

ended, Portugal and Spain were far behind me. I was in

France, and in a few days in Denmark !
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