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MANCO,
THE PERUVIAN CHIEFK

S

CHAPTER L

MY FAMILY AND HOME—YWE CONCEAL A FUGITIVE

It was evening. The sun had just set beneath the
waters of the Pacific, which could be distinguished in
the far distance; and the whole western sky, un-
dimmed by a cloud, was burning with a radiant glow
of splendour such as to the eyes of the untutored
Peruvians might well appear an emanation from the
Deity they worshipped.

[ was looking out, with others of my family, from
the windows of the country house we inhabited, on
the glorious spectacle. We were residing in Peru,
that romantic region with which the name of the
conqueror Pizarro must be for ever associated—the
kingdom of the once powerful and enlightened Incas,
on the western shore of South America. At the time
of which I speak, however, its greatness, its prosperity
and happiness, had passed away; it was a mere pro-
vince of Old Spain, and governed by a viceroy sent
from that country, while the race of its ancient sove-
reigns, though still existing, was humbled and dis-
regarded, and almost unknown.
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My parents were English, and England was my
native land. My father, Mr. Henry Rexton, had boen
a soldier in his youth; but when he married my mother,
who was the daughter of an eminent British merchant,
he quitted the army ; and my grandfather induced him,
by advantageous offers, to take a share in his house
of business. The firm traded with Peru; and certain -
mercantile transactions of importance requiring for a
time the superintendence of a partner, my father and
mother went out there, taking with them me and a
younger sister, their only children then born. Year
after year unexpected circumstances occurred which
compelled them, much against their wish, to remain in
the country ; and well do I remember how {requently
in our family circle the subject of conversation was
the happiness we expected to enjoy on refurning home.
On first going to Peru, we resided in Lima, the modern
capital ; but at length the heat of the climate affecting
my mother’s health, in the hopes of it being restored by
a cooler atmosphere, my father engaged a house in the
country, at a considerable distance from the city. It
was sitnated among the lower ranges of the lofty
Cordilleras, one of those mighty ranges of mountains
which stretches from one end to the other of the South
American continent, the eastern portion of them being
nore properly known by the name of the Andes.

Our house stood on a level spot on the summit of a
spur of the main chain. To the east behind it rose
range above range of mountains, the more distant
towering to the sky, and covered with eternal snows.
On either side other spurs stretched out far towards
the west, forming deep gorges below us; while along
the side of the ridge on which the house was situated
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ran a4 narrow road, one of the few paths in that neigh-
bourhood, penetrating among the mountains into the
regions on the eastern side. Irom our wmdows west-
ward, over a wide extent of broken ground among the
mounds, many of which might in other countries be
called mountains, would be seen the fertile plains of
Peru stretching away to the ocean, distinguished on
clear days by a silvery line in the horizon. The house
was of one floor only, and built of brick and tiled.
The rooms were large and numerous, and 1t was sur-
rounded by a court-yard. It was of ancient construc-
tion, indeed it appeared to have been built originally
for a fortification to command the pass through the
mountains ; but the outer walls had fallen into decay
or been pulled down, though it still retained enough
of its former character to enable it to be speedily
prepared to resist any sudden attack by undisciplined
forces destitute of artillery. Around it were planta-
tions of olive and orange trees, on the slopes near it
were vineyards, and on the level spaces fields of maize
or Indian corn, and many trees and plants of a tem-
perate clime. At the bottom of the ravine rushed a
broad and powerful stream, fed by the snows of the
neighbouring mountains; and on its banks, in a wider
part, some little way to the west, was a large village
inhabited chiefly by Indians, the descendants of the
hapless race conquered by the Spaniards. In the
neighbourhood, on the other side of the river, was a
silver mine, in working which many of the inhabitants
of the village were employed.

My father’s house had, I believe, advanced money
to the owners ; and this was one of the reasons which
made him select the locality for his temporary residence,
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besides its peculiar healthiness and beauty. He was a
firm friend to the Indians, for he pitied their hard fate;
and he endeavoured by every means in his power to
mitigate their sufferings under the cruel tyranny to
which, even at that time, they were subjected. As
he did not own the mine, he could not prevent their
strength from being often overtaxed ; but having some
knowledge of medicine, he used to preseribe for them
when they were sick, and he to the best of his means
relieved them when overtaken by poverty, so that they
all learned to love and reverence the English stranger
who had come among them. His conduct was un-
influenced by any expectation of a return, but he after-
wards had reason to know that the despised Indians
were not ungrateful for his kindness. My father was
a true Christian, who looked upon all men helpless or
suffering, whatever their hue, or race, or religion, as
brothers, whom it was his duty to aid and protect.
He received his reward ; and my belief Is, that no per-
son ever performs a good disinterested action without
being rewarded for it even in this world. I, at all
events, have met with numerous instances which tend .
to show that such is the case. The means of crossing
the river to the mines was by a large hanging bridge,
called by the Spaniards ¢ Puente de Soga,” which could
be seen from the windows of our house. On either
side of the river, some fifty feet above the water, stout
posts were driven into the steep bank, to which four
ropes, formed of twisted cow-hides the thickness of
o man’s arm, were fastened. These ropes were laid
narallel to each other, a few feet apart; and were
again fastened by thinner ropes laid transversely, and
forming a sort of network. On this foundation were
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spread roots of the Agave tree, branches of trees, straw,
and earth, so that even beasts of burden could walk
across. On either side of the bridge, and about three
feet above it, two other ropes were carried across to
serve as a balustrade; but as it had sunk in the
middle, and the ropes were very slack, it frequently
swung from side to side as passengers went across, in
a most terrific way. It formed a very picturesque
object in the landscape.

I have now given a sufficiently full description of our
house and the scenery surrounding it, to enable my
readers to form a tolerably correct idea of the picture
I wish to present to them.

At the time when the adventures I have resolved to
narrate commenced, I had just attained my fifteenth
year. 1 looked older, for I had grown rapidly in that
warm climate ; and, accustomed to exercise and athletic
sports, I was of a well-knit strong frame, and had a
very manly appearance, though possessed of the light
hair and complexion of the Saxon race, somewhat
tanned, however, by constant exposure to the sun. My
brothers and sisters, for I had several, all bore the same
marked characteristics of our Northern ancestors, con-
trasting strongly with the swarthy hue on the counte-
nances of the people among whom we lived. They
used to call us the fair-haired children of the North;
and from the love and respect with which they regarded
us, 1 believe they associated us in their minds with the
revered race whom their traditions told them once ruled
the country with paternal sway —the family of the
fallen Incas. |

I shall have to tell more fully, in the course of my
narrative, the beautiful legend, for so I may call i,
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regarding the origin of the Incas; how they appeared
suddenly among the ignorant inhabitants of Peru,
claiming to be the children of the Sun, and, gathering
their scattered tribes together, formed them into one
people, and gave them laws and institutions, and
brought peace and prosperity to the land, which con-
tinued till the Spaniards arrived, and, with unexampled
treachery and cruelty, overthrew their monarchy and
reduced the people to abject slavery and misery. The
Indians around us were nominally Roman Catholics ;
but though they conformed openly to the ordinances of
that Church, and partly believed in the power assumed
by its priests, they pertinaciously retained many of the
superstitions of their ancestors, and practised their rites
in secret. |

Having given a brief account of my family, and
their posilion in the country, I must begin to unwind
the thread of my 'Talee We were seated, as I have
sald, iIn our sifting-room, gazing on one of the most
magnificent of Nature’s spectacles —the setting sun.
The younger children were playing about the room,
while my sister Lilly and I, with our father and mother,
were seated near the open window. We were talking,
I well remember, about our distant home, when our
conversation was interrupted by seeing a man leap over
the wall of the court-yard, and rapidly approach the
house.

¢Who can he be? What brings him here?’ ex-
claimed my mother, while my father rose to make in-
quiries on the subject.

Scarcely had she spoken, when the door was thrown
open, and the person we had seen rushed into the room.
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He was a tall man, of well-knit, active frame, and
though he looked travel-stained and weary, there was
somethng in his appearance and manner which be-
tokened that he was not an ordinary being., His com-
blexion was dark, though scarcely darker than that of
a Spaniard ; but the contour of his {eatures and the ex-
pression of his countenance showed that he belonged
to the Indian race. His dress was simple, consisting of
a pair of trowsers, and a shirt of the cotton cloth of the
country, of a dark blue colour; a poncho of alpaca
wool covered his shoulders, while a sash was fastened
round his waist, and his feet were protected by sandals,
fastened on by leather thongs. He threw himself on
the ground before my father, who went to meet hin,
and taking his hand, he looked up imploringly in his
face.

‘ Save me, Seiior!’ he exclaimed in Spanish, ¢ you
have the power if you will venture to do it. I am
flying from what they call justice—the tyranny of our
cruel task-masters. If I am captured, my death is
certain, You are noble and generous, and I throw
myself on your mercy.’

The appeal thus made, with all the energy of despair,
was difficult to resist. My father’s feelings were en-
listed on the side of the fugitive; but he looked round
at my mother and us, who now stood grouped about
him, and remembered the difficulties to which we might
be exposed, should he yield to the promptings of his
heart, from the anger of the Spanish authorities. The
Indian divined his thoughts.

‘You run no danger, he continued. ‘Far be it
from me to cause you to suffer for your charity. No
oze saw me approach vour house; neither did your
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servants observe me enter it. I was on my way
through the mountains to the far interior, but not
daring to enter any house for food and rest, I felt
that my strength was forsaking me, and that I
could not hope to combat with the dilliculties of
the road. If you cannot shelter me, noble Seiior,
either I must die from fatigue, or be captured by
my enemies.’

*Of what crime have you been guilty, that you thus
seek to fly from justice?’ asked my father.

‘Of no crime, Sefior, believe me,’ replied the Indian
in a proud tone, rising to his feet as he spoke. ¢Of no
crime in the sight of Heaven, or even of men, if they had
regard to justice. I was selected for the hated Meta,
I, a descendant of the great Incas, was ordered to work
as a slave—a Pongo in the house of a sub-delegado,
a man noted for his crimes and cruelty. I refused to
perform the disgraceful office—I was dragged there
by force—with a thong he endeavoured to frighten
me into performing the work he ordered. His rage
surpassed all bounds; he struck me again and again.
Was I tamely to submit? My dormant spirit was
aroused. I at length struck him again; and when he
rushed at me in his fury, I felled him to the ground.
I attempted to fly, but I was captured ere I could do
s0, and was borne off to prison, there to await my
doom, which would have been death. My name was
unknown., They thought I was an humble Indian;
but some of my race were at hand, and, aided by
them, I effected my escape from prison. My friends
could not conceal me, and my only course was instant
flight into the mountains.’

‘ Let us shelter him, Ienry,” exclaimed my mother,
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in English; ‘IHeaven surely will not allow us to suffer
injury from doing what is right.’

The Indian at once comprehended by her looks that
she was pleading his cause.

‘ May the blessing of the God of my fathers light on
you and yours!’ he cried, kneeling at her feet.

My father thought as she did; but he had learned
not to give way on a sudden to the impulse of his feel-
ings, and he wished to ascertain that the Indian was
not deceiving him before he promised his protection.

“ Who are you?’ he asked ; ‘though your tale, alas!
i3 t00 probable to be doubted.’

‘I am one who would not be guilty of a falsehood
to save my life,’ answered the Indian proudly; ‘I am
the cousin of the Cacique Tupac Amaru, the rightful
heir of the last Inca of Peru. You see in me one of
the children of the Sun; and though the blood of the
conquerors of my country is mixed in my veins, 1 feel
that of my fathers still burning strongly within me, I
had heard of your charity and kindness to my people;
and for long I have known you, hoping some day to
repay you; but I see that you fear my presence might
risk the safety of your family, and I will not trespass
on you. Give me but some food to sustain my wearied
body, and I will depart.’

My father took the stranger’s hand. ¢ You shall not
go, he said. ¢I will trust you, and at all hazards I
will endeavour to conceal you till your strength is re-
cruited. David,” he continued, speaking to me, ¢see
that the servants do not come into this part of the
house till I have concealed this poor fellow; and re-
member, children, do none of you om uany account
speak of what has occurred. Now, my friend,” he
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added, turning to the Indian, ¢ follow me; I trust in the
truth of your story, and will endeavour to preserve
you from Injury.

While I went out to the end of the passage to send
any of the domestics back who might by chance have
been coming to that part of the house, my father led
the Indian to a large urnfurnished room, which the
children used as a play-room in rainy weather. At
one end was a deep recess in the wall, with a door to
it, and from the recess a narrow flight of steps led to
a vault of considerable depth, from whence there was
a passage to the side of the mountains. In the roof
of the chamber there was a small trap-door, through
which a thin ladder conducted to the roof of the house.
[t had evidently been constructed when the building
was used as a fortification, and was probably intended
to enable the garrison to make a sudden sortie on the
enemy at an unexpected point. The outside entrance
was blocked up by rubbish overgrown with vegetation;
and my father had caused a strong door to be placed
to the vault, to prevent any intruder, who might by
chance have found his way through it, {from entering
the honse. He always kept the keys himself; and as
no one ever thought of wishing to enter the recess, a
securer place for the concealment of the fugitive could
not have been found. Oaur evening meal was, fortu-
nately, spread in the parlour, so that we were able to
supply our guest with the refreshment he so much re-
quired, without exciting the suspicion of the servants.
[ must remark that several of them, of the hizher class,
were Spanish, though the rest were Indians; and thougb
we believed them to be honest and faithful, my father
did not cousider it right to trust them with a secret
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which might compromise them as well as himself and
all his family.

He was very sensible, even as it was, of the risk that
he was running ; but he had resolved, at all hazards, to
preserve the unfortunate man who had thrown himself
on his protection. While I kept watch, my mother
collected some hedding, and took it into the closet; so
that in a few minutes our guest was made as comfort-
able as circumstances could allow. He ate sparingly
of the food placed before him, and then, expressing his
deep gratitude for the protection afforded him, he threw
himself on his couch, and sought the repose he so much
needed. My father having secured the door, called me
to him, and we all again assembled in the sitting-room
as if nothing had occurred, till summoned by the ser-
vant to our evening meal. The arrival of the stranger
had, however, an influence on my future fortunes.

While our servant José, who was a Spanish creole,
was waiting at table, I could not help looking into his
face to try and discover if be suspected anything ; but
the look of perfeet unconscionsness which his counte-
nance bore reassured me. I was afraid also that the
children might betray it to their nurses; but our mother
had kept them carefully shut up in the sitting-room
while our father was concealing the stranger, so that
they were under the impression that he had gone away.
Lilly and I were therefore the only ones in the secret.



12 MANCO, THE PRRUVIAN CHIEF,

CHAPTER IIL

UNWELCOME VISITORS.

WHEN we retired to rest, all night long I dreamed of
the unhappy descendant of the Inea who was beneath
our roof. Some of the incidents of which I had read
in Peruvian history were strongly mixed up in my
mind with the reality, with the indistinctness which
penerally occurs in dreams.

I thought our guest was the mild and unfortunate
Huascar, the rightful Inca of Peru, who was a prisoner
in the hands of his fierce brother Atahualpa when the
Spaniards attacked Peru with their small but deter-
mined band of robber-warriors. I thought I was aid-
ing Huascar to escape from among his brother’s army.
We had passed the guards, who were fast asleep, when
we came to a broad river. We atfempted to swim
across, when I felt my strength failing me. Huascar
was bravely buffeting the stream by my side. Suddenly
the bank was lined with troops. They shouted to us,
and let fly a cloud of arrows at the Inca. He stopped
swimming. I endeavoured to drag him onj; but as I
egrasped at him he sank below the water. The shouts
grew louder. I awoke. 'The noise was real, for I
heard the voices of some men calling in Spanish at the
court-yard gate, and desiring to be let 1n.

I trembled with alarm ; for I at once suspected that

the strangers must be the emissaries of government
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come in search of our guest. I jumped up and began
to dress myself, intending to go out to inquire who they
were ; but before I had left my room I heard José, the
servant, hold a parley with them at the gate.

‘Who are you,” he asked, ¢ who come at this unrea-
sonahle hour to disturb a quiet family 2’

‘ Open in the king’s name, and we will let you know,’
was the answer he received.

‘] must get my master’s leave iirst, and he is fast
asleep,” he replied.

‘ We are government officers in search of a fugitive
malefactor, and are benighted on our road ; so you must
awake your master whoever he 1s, and he wiil not refuse
to give us shelter,” they exclaimed.

I now went out to join José. He was afraid they
were robbers ; and I suspected that they by some means
knew that the fugitive was harboured in the house, and
only made this a pretext to gain an entrance. Fortu-
nately my father was not awakened by the noise, or he
mizht have had more difficulty than had the servant
in answering the questions put by the officers of justice.
Opening a slide in the gate through which he could
look out, José let the light of the lantern fall on the
strangers, and the inspection convinced him that they
were what they represented themselves to be.

‘ Be quick there,” said the strangers, ¢ for we have
but a short time t» rest, and we must speedily be again
on oar road.’ |

“ What shall T do, Master David?’ said José. ¢If we
do not let them in they will batter down the door; but
still I do not like to disturb the Seiior Rexton. They
do not look like robbers, so it is all right.” With the

knowledge that the Indian concealed in the house was
~
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in all probability the fugitive the officers were seeking
I felt that it was all wrong, and would have given much
to have kept them out ; but still I saw that it would be
equally dangerous to attempt to do so. My heart all
the time was beating audibly with agitation; and I was
afraid that even José would suspect the secret. How-
ever, I replied, ¢ Let them in, José, by all means, and
do you attend to what they require.’

- He accordingly withdrew the bolts and bars of the
cate, and two chief officers—alguazils they are called
—and four subordinates made their appearance.

Two of them remained without to take care of their
horses. They were all fierce, rongh-looking fellows,
armed with muskets, pistols in their belts, and swords
by their sides. The officers of justice (though I do not
think the name is a proper one) were often pardoned
banditti, catthroats and robbers of the blackest dye,
who were glad to accept the oflice as an alternative for
the garotte; and I believe our visitors were of that
description. The inferiors were Mestizos, half Indian
and half Spaniards by descent, with dark brown com-
plexions and savage countenances—altogether gentle-
men of a very unprepossessing appearance. They were
accompanied by a dog, a huge, savage-looking hound, .
whom they called by the very ugly name of Demonie.
If he was a bloodhound, as at first I thonght he was,
I felt that tlie detection of the Indian would be certain.

‘You were a long time opening the gate, friend,’
observed one of them as they strode into the house.
* You took us for robbers, 1 suppose ¢’

‘O no, Sefior, not at all,” said José; ‘but a servant
should not let strangers into the house without his

master’s leave.
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‘Is that young ‘seiior your master then?’ inquired
the algunazil.

‘ He is my master’s son; my master is Sefior Rexton,
an Epnglishman, and he is fast asleep,” said Jose.

‘ Well, you need not disturb him then; all we want
is food and shelter for the night,” replied the alguazil.
‘ Be quick with the former, some straw and blankets
will serve us for beds. While, hark youn, do you send
some one to show the way to the stables, that our
beasts may be looked after ; they require food as much
as we do.’

¢ All shall be done you request, Seiliores; in the
mean time, follow me,” said Jose; and what was my
dismay to see him lead the way to the large empty
room I have spoken of, close to which the Indian was
concealed! I dared not interfere, lest I might excite
their suspicions ; so I thought it best to let Jose follow
bis own course. Having dragged in a table from one
of the other rooms, he placed a lighted candle on it,
and then hurried off to call up some of the other ser-
vants to help him, leaving me alone with the officers.
I was afraid of speaking to them, lest they should ask
me questions; so 1 made signs that the servant would
quickly return with what they required. I dared not
even look towards the door of the secret passage, to
which every instant I expected to see some of them go
for the purpose of examining it. However, somewhat
to my relief, they seemed not to notice the door, but
throwing themselves on the ground, stretched out their
limbs to rest themselves, while their hound Demonio
crouched down at their feet with his head between his
fore-paws, ready to spring up in a moment. I saw by
the glare of his half-closed eves that he was all the
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time wide awake, and eager to spring upon any one who
might molest him or his masters.

My anxiety made me fancy that José was a long
time absent, but he had really been away only a few
minutes, when he returned with another servant, bring-
ing a supply of bread and meat, and wine. Some
chairs were carried into the room; and the officers
being joined by their companions, they attacked the
viands with a good will. Had José been in the secret,
he might have betrayed it, but his perfectly collected
manner gave no cause for suspicion.

‘Y ou do not chance to have seen or heard anything
of an Indian, an atrocious villain who has escaped from
justice, and is supposed to have taken the path by this
up the mountains?’ asked one of the officers.

O how my heart did beat as I heard this! José
assured them with an air of perfect disembarrassment
that he knew nothing of any Indian fugitive. His
answers seemed to satisfy them. He next brought in
some bundles of straw and blankets to serve as bedding.

‘There, Sefiores, I hope that you will make your-
selves at home, and sleep soundly after your supper,’
he observed, as he deposited them in different parts of
the room.

¢No fear of 1if, friend; we will not forget your
hospitality,” said the chiel alguazil, as he helped him-
self to a large tumbler of wine.

I was glad to see them apparently so well satisfied ;
but at the same time I thought I detected a sinister
expression in the eye of the speaker, with which I was
not altogether satisfied. The hound Demonio, too,
cave me some uneasiness ; for though he came back to
catch the pieces of meat thrown to him by the officers,
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he employed himselfi meanwhile in snuffing round the
room in a very suspicious manner. José stood quietly
by to attend to their wants.

‘Can I do anything more for you, Seiiores?”’ he
asked.

“* Another flask of this wine will not be objectionable,
and a bundle of cigars would be welcome,” answered
the chief alguazil, lanughing at the thought of the com-
fortable quarters into which he had fallen, and deter-
mined to make the most of them.

‘ Certainly, Sefiores; I am sure my master would
not object to afford all you require,” said José, going
out to fetch what was asked for.

While he was absent, what was my horror to sece
the dog, who had now finished his meal, begin to snuff
vehemently under the door of the secret passage, and
then to work away with his paws, as if to try and open
it! I turned pale with alarm, for I knew that all must
be discovered; but still I thought it best to take no
notice of the circunmstance. |

“ What does the dog want there?’ said one of the
mern,

‘ Rats are there, I suppose,” remarked another, whose
wits the wine had somewhat dulled.

‘ Demonio has a strange fancy for rats,” said a third.

‘Rats or not, I should like to have a look behind
the door,” observed the chief alguazil, as the dog’s ex-
citement increased.

I said nothing, and the officers seemed to fancy that
I could not understand Spanish, so they did not trouble
me with questions. Just then José returned.

‘ What is inside that door?’ asked the chief alguazil

abruptly.
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¢ Nothing that I know of but an empty cupboard.’
he answered quietly. ¢The room is little used, so that
I never saw it opened.’

‘* Bring the key, and let us see,” said the alguazil.

‘I have not the key; and if there is one, my master
must have it, and I cannot disturb him for such a
fancy, replied José. ¢T'he dog smells a rat; there
are many 1n the house, and he will soon be quiet.’

But the dog would not be quiet, neither was the
alguazil satisfied ; and at last José was obliged to say
that he would go and ask my father for the key. I
followed him out of the room.

‘José, I will go to my father and get the key, while
you stay with the strangers,” I said to him. ¢Give
them plenty of wine, and amuse them as long as you
can.’

I hurried to my father’s room to consult what was
to be done; though I intended not to mention that the
key had been asked for till he had come into the pas-
sage, as of course my mother would be very much
alarmed at hearing of it.’

I had got him out into the passage, and was men-
tioning the unwelcome arrival of the Spaniards in as
calm a tone as 1 could command, when it struck me
that I might prevent his being implicated in the secre-
tion of the fugitive if I took the whole blame upon
myself. 1 at last told him of the suspicions the be-
haviour of the horrid dog had aroused in the minds of
the officers; and entreated him, by every argument I
could think of, to let me manage the affair as best I
could. '

‘They can scarcely inflict any severe punishment on
me,” I observed, ¢while they might drag you off to




UNWELLGYME VISITORS. 19

prison, and leave my mother and brother and sisters
without a protector.’

‘T must take the consequences of what I have done,
he returned. ¢ At the same time I do not repent having
endeavoured to save the poor fellow. The act was
right, and that must be my consolation.’

But I was not so easily to be turned aside from my
purpose; and at last he consented to let me take the
key, and to use it if driven so to do, while he remained
in his room. I returned, as may be supposed, in no
great hurry to the hall; and as I got close to it I
heard, amid the loud talking of the Spaniards and Jose,
who was doing his best to amuse them, the scratching
and snarling of the savage brute at the door.

‘ My master is incapable of breaking the laws; that
I can assure your Excellencies,” I heard José say., ¢If
the man you seek is inside there, he did not put him in,
you may depend on it. If you find anything, it will
be a rat or a liftle mouse, perhaps, for which all this
fuss is to be made.’

‘What you say may be true, friend; but if the key
is not brought we must break open the door,” observed
one of the Spaniards. ‘The dog is not a pure blood-
hound; but he has enough of the race in him to know
the differer.ce between an Indian and a rat.

At last 1 thought it better to go in with the key.
When I reached the door of the passage, the brute
snarled at me savagely, and I fully believe would have
sprung upon me and torn me limb from limb, had not
his masters called him off. I trembled so with agita-
tion that I could scarcely apply the key to the keyhole.
Liuckily the light did not fall on me, or it would have
been perceiveil.
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‘Come, young Seiior, be quick about it ; somebody
is in there—of that I can be sworn,’ exclaimed the
alguazil.

‘There, take the key yourscli, and try and open it
1 answered, hoping that as he did so the Indian would
rush out and make his escape, though his chance was a
forlorn one. 'The officer took the key ; some of his men
approached with lights, while others held their swords
and pistols ready for use. José looked very much
astonished, though in no way alarmed at the proceed-
ings; but 1 knew too well what was about to be re-
vealed. The door flew open, and the men and their
hateful dog rushed in. The fate of the poor Indian
was sealed, I thought. 1 followed, expecting to see
them tearing him to pieces. What, then, was my
astonishment and satisfaction to find not a trace of
him remaining! The bedding, and even the dishes in
which his food had been carried to him, were nowhere
to be seen.

‘' There, I told you so,” exclaimed José triumphantly,
‘there were nothing but rats.’

But the dog was not so easily satisfied; and to my
horror he rushed down the narrow flicht of steps lead-
ing to the secret outlet. The door at the bottom I
knew was locked, and I too justly feared that the
Indian would be found there. The officers hesitated
about descending ; for as only one counld go at a time,
they saw that a determined man might kill them In
detail, if so inclined; so they sent their inferiors for-
ward to make the experiment. I stood by, wailting
the result with increased anxiety; for I felt that if the
Indian should kill some of the officers, the difficuities
of our position would be still more increased. The
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dog led the way, and I hoped would be the only
victim; the others followed very reluctantly. Some
time passed; but still there was no sign of their having
discovered the fugitive.

‘ Have you found the rat ?’ shouted José, langhingly,
from above.

¢ Bring the key of the other door,’.thundered the
alzuazil in return from below. I had got it, but I did
not say so. '

“Of what door do you speak? asked José, in real
icnorance of the fact that there was a door. I was
anxious to gain all the time possible, believing that the
Indian must have made his escape through the passage;
so I let them talk on till the alguazil peremptorily
ordered me to open the door, threatening me with all
sorts of pains and penalties if I refused to obey.

‘I have heard that there is a long passage leadiug
no one knows where,” exclaimed José; ¢so, Sefiores, if
you are going to explore it, you had better take some
torches, or you may chance lose your way.’

‘ Bring them here instantly,” shouted the alguazil.

‘It you are wise men you will amuse yourselves with
the wine flasks while I go to prepare them,’ said José.
The advice was too agreeable to be neglected, and I was
very glad to see the men return and again seat them-
selves at the table, While they were drinking and José
was absent, the dog however continued running up and
down the steps, and smelling in every direction.

The officers seemed to enjoy their wine so much that
I was in hopes that their suspicions were lulled, and at
all events I rejoiced that the Indian would have more
time afforded him for making his cscape. José at last
returned with the torches, which were composed of
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twisted straw dipped in pitch; and the chief officer
descending with less caution than before, led the way,
the rest following. At the bottom of the steps was a
tolerably, broad space, which enabled me to pass the
men so as to reach the door, where the hound, snarling
at me as 1 approached, stood ready to rush through at
his prey as I supposed. How the Indian could have
-escaped, still, however, remained a mystery to me. After
several attempts I succeeded in turning the rusty lock,
and a dark passage cut throngh the solid rock opened
before us. The wet dropped from the roof as we pro-
ceeded, and, combined with the noxious exhalations
which proceeded from the fcrther end, almost extin-
cuished the torches.

‘It is folly in me accompanying these men,’ 1 thought
to myself; and just then a recess appearing in the rock,
[ stepped into it and let the rest pass me. José was
the last; I touched him as he reached me, and whispered
to him to return.

He either did not hear me, or wished to watch the
proceedings of the alguazil and his subordinates. As
I had no torch, I groped my way with no little difficulty
to the foot of the stairs, thinking José was following
me. To my horror, just as I was about to ascend, 1
heard the low-muttered growl of the savage hound,
and the next instant I found my leg seized in his jaws.

¢ Help, José, help !’ I eried out, but not loud, lest the
officers should hear me; ¢the brute will kill me else.’

But José was not, as I supposed, at hand. 1 felt
the dog moving his jaws higher up my leg, as if he evi-
dently was about to pull me to the ground, while the
pain he inflicted almost paralysed me. I certainly was
no coward, but I shrieked in my agony. In anothcr



UNWELCOME VISITORS. 23

moment he would have mastered me, when, by the faint
light which came through the door of the room above,
[ saw a dark figure spring down the steps. ‘T'he dog
let go his hold of me to fly at the new-comer but was
met by the point of a sharp dagger, which pierced his
breast, and uttering a low yell of pain and rage, the
brute fell dead at my feet. The Indian—ior my pre-
server was the fugitive—without speaking, assisted me
in dragging the dog out of sight under the steps, and
then whispering, ¢Say not a word about the dog, he
will not be discovered,” again sprung up the steps.

I followed him, fearing that the men in the room
above would discover him. 1 caught sight of him as
he ascended to the roof of the alcove, by means of a
single rope which hung to the ground. In the roof
was a trap-door, through which he disappea ed, and
closed it silently after him, having first drawn up the
rope. Again going below, I met José, and told him.
that the dog was dead, charging him to ask no ques-
tions, and to say nothing about it.

1 was much afraid lest the men shonld discover the
dog ; for the fact of his remaining near the stairs might
make them suspect that the Indian was concealed near
at hand. My trounsers were fortunately only a little
torn, though, as the brute’s teeth had met in the calf
of my leg, I felt a considerable amount of pain; but
I did my best to conceal it, lest the men should accuse
me of killing the dog. I might with truth have replied:
that I had not killed him, but they would then have
asked who did, to which question I could not have
replied. As the life of a fellow-being was at stake, 1
felt the importance of being very circumspect in every-

thing I did.
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-When we returned to the room, the two men who
had been left there inquired what had become of their
comrades.

¢ Hunting rats or spirits, for they will find nothing
else down there I am sure,” answered José, uncon-
cernedly. ‘They will be back soon, I warrant, after
their fool’s chase, begeing your pardon, Seliores.’

His words were verified more speedily than he ex-
pected, for at that moment cries and shouts were heard,
and the officers came tumbling up the steps as fast as
their legs could carry them, with their hair almost
standing on end, and their eye-halls starting from their
heads. One had lost his cap, another his sword, and
all their torches; they were also wet and dirty from
scraping against the sides of the cavern. They de-
rlared that they had been set upon by a whole legion
of demons, who had blown out their torches and
attacked them with teeth and claws, so that they were
elad to escape with their lives.

‘ For the love of heaven shut the door, or they will
be up here after us!” shouted the last of the men, as he
rushed into the room.

I, as may be supposed, hurried down with joyful
alacrity to obey the order, and coming back without
encountering any of the demons, closed the upper door
after me.

‘I said you were going on a fool’s errand,’ said José;
¢ your pardon for the remark, Sefiores. But let me fill
up your glasses, the wine will soon make you forget
your mishaps.’ The men were easily induced to apply
the proposed remedy.

‘ But what has become of the dog ?’ asked the chicf,

¢ Carried off by the demons,” observed José.
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¢ Let him go,” growled one who was the most bruised
and dirty. ¢ He led us into the serape, and deserves his
fate; if it had not been for him, we should not have
known of that horrid vault.’

The chief, notwithstanding these remarks, ordered
his men to go and look for the dog; but as he showed
no readiness to set the example, none of the others
would obey him, declaring that they would rather be
shot at once than venture again among such horrors.
I felt very much relieved at the turn events had taken.
The Indian had escaped, the means of the bloodhound’s
death was not suspected, and the officers would pro-
bably at early dawn continue their search after the
fugitive.

¢ Ask them if they wish to return to the vaunlt; for if
not, I will take the keys up to my father,” 1 whispered
to José. |

* No, no,” answered the men. ¢ We have had enough
of the vault, and demons, and monsters, and spirits it
contains. Tell your master all we want is plenty of
this good wine to keep them away.

Telling José to give them as much as they required
and to keep a careful watch over them, I hurried back
to my father to inform him that the danger was over,

‘1 never fear the consequence of having performed
a good action, my boy,” he replied; *yct we should be
gratefnl to Providence for having preserved us from
much suffering, both of mind and body. ‘The poor
Indian is for the present safe. I can guess the way he
~escaped; but we will talk on the matter more to.
morrow. Now, David, go to your room and rest, for
you look pale and fatigued.’

I did not tell my father that the dog had bit me,
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though I should have been wiser had I done so, as
he would have had proper remedies applied, had the
wounds required them. José, however, soon after
came into my room and fomented my leg with a mix-
ture which he said was very efficacious In preventing
inflammation from the bite of an animal. It at all
events relieved me from the pain I was suffering ; and
when José left me to keep watch with the other ser-
vants on the officers, I threw myself on my bed in the
hopes of obtaining some sleep. Whenever I dropped
off, my mind recurred to the unfortunate descendant of
the Incas, and the scenes I had just witnessed; and
every instant I was jumping up, fancying I heard the
shout of the officers as they discovered his place of

concealment.
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CHAPTER III

A JOURNEY AND THE ADVENTURES WE MET WITH.

I AwokE to perfect consciousness (for I could scarcely
be sald to have been asleep all night) just as the first
faint streaks of dawn were appearing in the sky; and
hearing the voices of men, and the stamping of horses
in the court-yard, I looked out of the window to learn
what was occurring. At first my mind misgave me
that the alguazil and his myrmidons had by some means
seized the Indian; bunt as I scrutinized the dark forms
which appeared in the cold grey light of the morning,
I could not distinguish his among them.

The men mounted one atter the other apparently in
good humour, for José wags there among the other ser-
vants with a huge flagon of wine to serve out to them
the stirrup-cup at parting, a custom observed in most
countries, It was a great reliei to my mind when the
cates were opened and I saw them fairly outside the
walls. As the light increased, I watched them slowly
winding along the steep path which led up the moun-
tain, till they disappeared in a dark gorge which opened
before them.

* You will have a long ride if you do not intend to
halt till you have caught the fugitive in that direction,’
said I to myself, just as Jose entered.

‘I have sent the rogues off in good humour,” he ob
served. ¢ Wine is a fine thing to raise the spirits, though

C
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to my mind last night they took enough to raise more
than they expected—ha, ha, ha! They thought they
were attacked by ghosts and goblins, when in reality
only a number of bats flew out agadinst them after the
foul air had already damped their ardour. The place
swarms with the vermin. By the by, if the Sefior, my
- master, will give me the key of the vault, I will get up
that beast of a dog, and bury him or hang him up to
feed the condors.’

I thought José suspected something, and said this to
learn the truth. I was inclined to confide the secret to
him, but I felt that I ought not to do so without my
father’s permission; so I answered that my father would
give him the keys when he required them. When I
met my father, he told me that I was right in not tell-
ing José, both for our sake as well as his own, though
he was doubtless trustworthy.

I then asked him what had beeome of the Indian.

‘ He 1s safe on the roof,” he replied. *¢I have just
seen him ; he tells me that he heard the alguazils arrive,
and that at first he thought he was betrayed, especially
~when the dog began to snuff under the door. He soon,
however, iearned from their conversation that his pre-
sence was not suspected; but still, to make sure, he de-
scended the stairs in the hopes of discovering a means
of escape; finding none, he ascended the ladder, and
forcing open the trap-door, he got through to the roof.
He then returned, when hearing the key asked for, he
knew that his bedding would betray his having been
there, so he carried everything up to the roof, lifting
the ladder up after him. His doing so puzzled the dog,
and saved him his life probably, and us from very con-
siderable annoyance,’
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We afterwards met at breakfast, when José gave my
father and mother a full account of all that occurred.
My father having given the Indian notice to refire to
the roof, the body of the hound was removed and
buried, and the family resumed their usual routine of
life. Kither I or Lilly twice a day, when no one was
observing us, carried food to the Indian. Upwards of
a week had passed since his arrival, when he expressed
a strong desire to resume his journey, saying that he
“thought by this time the search for him must be over.
My father was very unwilling to let him go; but he
assured us, that now his health and strength were
completely restored, he had not the slightest fear of
again falling into the hands of the Spaniards. All
the provision he would accept was a little maize, and
sufficient cacao to replenish his pouch. The cacao has
been in use among the Peruvians from the earliest
times. Its peculiar qualities enable those who take it
to undergo great and continuous exertion, without any
other food. It is a plant somewhat like the vine, and
ocrows to about seven or eight feet in height. The
leaves have a bitter flavour, and are aromatic. Among
other qualities, they act as a sudorific, preserve the
teeth, and prevent sleep. On first awaking in the
morning, an Indian will put a quid of his favourite
leaf into his mouth, and he performs the same opera-
tion three or four times in the day. To give it a relish
he mixes a little pulverized unslacked lime, which he
carries in a gourd for that purpose. He takes the
lime out the gourd with a thin slip of damped wood,
and conveys what adheres to it to his mouth. The
operation of chewing is called chakciar. Many even
of the whites indulge in it in secret, thongh it would
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be considered derogatory to chew in public, becauss
the despised Indian does <o. |

The Peruvians, in their love and admiration for this
plant, used {o pay it a religious respect, and considered
it the most grateful offering to the spirits they might
wish to propitiate. It has certainly a most wondertul
effect in sustaining nature; and I have known people
undergoing great fatigue, exist four or five days, without
tasting any other food, or suffering the slightest incon-
venience, The ignorant eonquerors, from observing the
reverence paid by the Indians to cacao, fancied that it
must possess some demoniacal properties, and not only
refused to use it themselves, but endeavourcd to pre
vent it being used by the natives; and a royal decree
was actually 1ssued, declaring that the idea entertained
by the lndians thav cacao gave them strength, is an
‘illusion of the dewil: T'he mine-owners, however, per-
ceived its importance in enabling the slaves to underge
fatigue ; and its use, theretore, rather increased than
diminished. It, Lowever, excites the brain, somewhat
as does opium, and thus its intemperate use for any
length of time would probably wear out mental vigour
and activity. Having procured a supply of this valuable
leaf for the Indian, he filled his pouch with it, while the
maize he fastened up in a corner of his poncho.

‘I am ready to depart, he said, ¢ though my heart
yet lingers with you; and believe, O children of a
Northern land, that, though f{allen and despised his
race, Manco Tupac Amarua i1s truly grateful for your
generous hospitality, and more for preserving his life.
The time may come, and shortly too, when he may
have the opportunity of proving his gratitude—till then,
farewell.
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Taking my father’s hand and mine, he pressed his
lips to them, and burst into tears. His words made
an impression on me, though at the time I did not
comprehend their meaning., I afterwards had good
reason te do so. It was again evening, the hour at
which he had arrived ; and when it was perfectly dark,
I went out to see that none of the servants were near.
He then let himself drop from the window, and cross-
ing the court-yard, scaled the wall, and took his way
up the mountain. 1 had reason to believe that none
of the servants suspected that he had been with us.
This was the first of the many adventures in which, at
that period of my life, I was engaged. We often
talked of the Indian Manco, and were anxious to know
his fate; but for long heard no more of him.

Some time after this, my father invited me to attend
him on & journey, which business required him to per-
form, to Cuzco, Lima, and other parts of the country ;
and, as may be supposed, with no little alacrity I set
to work to make the necessary preparations. We are
fond of boasting of the civilisation of Europeans of the
present day; but, however humiliating to our pride, it
must be owned that in many important respects Peru
has retrograded since the time that the Christian
Spaniard took possession of the country, and super-
seded the mild though despotic sway of the glorious
Incas. Under her ancient sovereigns, magnificent roads
traversed the kingdom from north to south, and from
the sea-coast into the distant interior, across the mighty
Andes. Inns for the accommodation of travellers were
built at convenient distances on the roads, and stored
abundantly with provisions, while at each relays of
couriers were stationed, who with wonderful celerity
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could carry messages or small parcels through the
country. It is said that the tables of the Incas,
when at Cuzco, or still farther in the interior, were
supplied regularly with fish fresh canght from the
sea, and other quickly perishable luxuries, in a mode
which has only been accomplished in England since
the introduction of railroads, or perhaps in the latter
days of quick coach travelling. 1 mention this to
show the contrast to the means we possessed for per-
forming our journey.

At last the day arrived for our departure. My
father rode a steady mule, but I preferred a horse,
though not so safe an animal for the narrow tracks,
up and down steep mountains, on the summit of terrific
precipices, and across rickety bridges which we were
about to traverse.

They were caparisoned much in the same way. Our
saddles were huge and deep, covered with red woolly
rugs; our stirrups were of Moorish shape, large wooden
poxes strapped with iron; the girths were broad; and
belts fastened to the saddle, passed round the breast
and haunches of the animals, prevented it from slipping
off when going up or down the almost precipitous de-
clivities in our way. Our luggage was carried in huce
trunks, made of untanned bunllocks’ hides, fastened with
thengs of the same material, each mule carrying two
slune on either side of his back. In some our clothes
were packed, in others our mattresses and bedding,
and in others our mess utensils and provisions; for
as there were no mns, it was necessary to take every-
thing which would be required. We rode ahead, our
peons or muleteers following the beasts of burden.
Before the introduction of horses and mules, the Indians
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employed the delicate llama to carry goods throngh the
country. We had heavy spurs, and sharp bits to our
bridles, and wore broad-brimmed hats and ponchos.
The last named garment may be described as a large
piece of cloth of wool or cotton, of a round form, with
a hole in the centre. Through this hole the head is
put, while the cloth falls over the shoulders, and forms
a very effectual protection from the weather., It was
used by the Indians before the conquest.

My mother and Lilly assisted in preparing and pack-
ing our provisions and clothes; and with prayers for
our safety, at an early hour one morning they saw us
mount and commence our journey. ‘Good-bye, mother;
cood-bye, Lilly,” I exclaimed, as I seated myself in my
saddle. ‘I will bring you back, like the princes in the
Arabian Nichts, all the most wonderful things I can
collect” Their hearts were too full to answer, and
their eyes were moist with tears; for they could not
conceal from. themselves that there were many very
considerable dangers which we must encounter on the
road. They stood watching us while we wound our
way down the steep path, and crossed the bridge which
spanned the river at the bottom of the ravine. I pro-
pose giving a very brief sketch of our journey, aid
shall dwell only on the more interesting incidents ; or I
might otherwise fill my book with an account of what
we saw in the course of a few weeks.

We arrived one evening at a tambo, or post-house,
which, from its appearance and position on a portion
of the great high road of the Incas, we judged had
been erected before the conquest. The walls were very
thick, and composed of large blocks of stone. It was
divided into two compartments; one had formerly been
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the storehouse and granary, the other the common
ball and kitchen. The roof was thatched, as it had
been originally.

At a little distance off was a village of Indian huts,
mostly small; but some were of larger size, in which
the cacique and some of the chief men resided. The
tambo stood in a beautiful valley, through which ran
a clear and rapid stream among meadows of ever ver-
dant tints. The mountains which rose on either side
were to their very summit cut into terraces. These
terraces, or hanging gardens, as they are sometimes
called, were of no great width, but the walls which
faced them were built of large blocks of stone; and
though in some places they were crumbling into decay,
in general they were In a perfect state, bearing witness
to the industry and intelligence of the ancient inhabit-
ants of the soil. These terraces are called Andenes,
and from thence the conquerors derived the namse
Andes, which they bestowed on the whole vast range
of mountains.

Our peons having taken charce of our mules and
horses, and led them to a shed adjoining the grey
and moss-grown tambo, we entered the building. The
interior was sombre in the extreme; everybody and
everything wore a subdued look; and even the dogs
slunk about as if their spirits were depressed. The
smoke of ages was on the walls and roof, and the tables
and benches at one side had a sadly dilapidated ap-
pearance. The master was an Indian of lightish hue,
his long, lank hair already turning grey with age, and
perhaps with care. Several Indian women were mov-
ing about round a fire at the farther end of the room,
preparing a meal for & somewhat numerous company




A JOURNEY AND THE ADVENTURES WE MET WITH, 89

assembled there. The women about the house were all
dressed in loose garments of dark coarse woollen cloth,
which extended from the neck to the ankles, and were
secured round the waist by a broad belt of some gay
colour. They wore, folded up on the crown of the
~ head, a small cloth mantle, a part of which drooped
down to the shoulders behind, Each woman wore
over her right shoulder a black scarf, which I under-
stood was a sign of mourning, not for any relation
lately dead, but for their Inca, long ago murdered by
their conquerors. 'The dress of most of the men was a
dark woollen jacket, with breeches open at the knees,
a gaily embroidered woollen cap, a broad cotton belt,
woollen stockings without feet, and sandals of goat-
skin. A broad-brimmed hat, and a small poncho
thrown over the shoulders, completed their attire. Our
host soon placed before us a large deep silver dish,
confaining some delicious mountain mutton, and a fat
fowl, cooked in the ashes, and garnished with small
but very good potatoes. There were neither knives
nor forks in the dish, but one large wooden spoon,
with which it was intended all guests should help them-
selves. We had clicha, the beverage of the country,
offered us in silver goblets; but for a good reason
neither my father nor 1 felt inclined to partake of it,
though our servants did most willingly. To the taste
of Englishmen nothing can be more disagreeable than
the mode in which clicha 1s prepared. A quantity of
Indian corn is pounded into a fine powder, round which
a number of old men and women sit and masticate it
into a paste. They then roll it into balls, which are
dried; and afterwards water being thrown on them,
they are allowed to ferment.
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A number of Indians were sitting apart in a corner
of the room. One of them was a tall, thin, emaciated
man, of a yellowish copper hue. His only garment was
a pair of dark trousers; and his long, lank, black hair
hung down over his bare shoulders, giving him a very
wild and haggard appearance. I saw him swallow a
large cupful of a mixture which I thought was chicha;
but soon afterwards he seemed to fall into a deep
stupor, and I fancied he was going into a fit. His
eyes were fixed on the ground, his mouth closed con-
vulsively, and his nostrils dilated. As I watched him,
his eyes began to roll most horribly, foam issued from
his half-opened lips, and every limb and his whole body
became distorted in the most frightful manner.

‘The man will die!’ I exclaimed, springing forward
to assist him, and disgusted with the apathy of his
companlons,

‘ No fear, my son,” answered an old Indian, making
& sien which checked me; ‘our brother has but drunk
the tonga; his spirit has departed for a season to
hold communication with the spirits of our ancestors,
and when it returns he will be able to tell us things of
wonder, and perchance they may show him the trea-
sures which lie hid in their huacas—their graves.’

I afterwards found that the Indian had been drink-
ing a powerful narcotie, prepared from the thorn-apple,
and which is called luacacachu, or grave-plant, from
the power it is supposed to possess of enabling those
who drink it to see the inhabitants of the graves.
After the Indian had been some time convulsed he fell
into a profound slumber, when his friends covered him
up carefully with their mantles and left him.

Our meal was scarcely over when the clattering of
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horses’ feet was heard on the road, and by the sound
1 jndged that a band of horsemen had ridden up to
the tambo. Our Indian host rushed out with dismay on
his countenance. I followed him to learn what was the
matter; and by the licht of the moon, just then risen
over the mountains, I saw about as ugly a set of
fellows as 1 ever encountered. Their countenances
were of every hue—black, yellow, and olive, dishigured
by scars and savage passions. 'Their garments, 1 can-
not eall them uniforms, of many a shape and colour,
were in rags and tatters, "L'he horses were weary, ill-
conditioned and ill-groomed, and as miserably accoutred
as their riders, with a look in the eye full of vicious
meaning. They were armed with short carbines and
long swords, and some had pistols and daggers in their
belts.

‘ Los Moutoneros, los Montoneros!’ exclaimed several
of the people behind me, and rushed back into the
tambo, the women trying to hide themselves from the
new-comers.

The horsemen threw themselves from their jaded
hacks, and calling to the Indians to take charge of
them, with scant ceremony entered the building. They
recarded, as they did so, my father and me, and our
servants, with no favourable eye; but after a moment’s
hesitation, they threw themselves on the benches before
the table at whizh we were seated, erying loudly for
food and lignor. It was speedily placed before them
by the trembling hands of the host; and in silence they
addressed themselves to the tearing the meat with their
fingers, as if they had not eaten anything for a week.
After imhibing quantities of clicia, they lighted their
cigars; and then their tongues broke loose in a style
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which made us anxious to escape their neighbourhood.
Some were Spaniards, or Spanish creoles, and others
were negroes; but most of them were of a variety of
mixed races. 'The Montoneros are notoriously robbers
in time of peace, and soldiers in war; but from the
expressions they let fall, we judged that these fellows
were employed exclusively in plundering all they met
not likely to offer resistance. My father told the
servant to keep a sharp lookout on cur horses and
mules, which the gentlemen would with little ceremony
have appropriated.

To avoid them we walked over to where the group
of Indians were collected round the tonga-drinker,
who was now awaking from Lis sleep, and sitting up,
though apparently very much exhausted. His com-
panions were listening attentively to the mysterious
revelations which fell from his mouth, the result of his
spiritual communications with his ancestors. He spoke
of a day of regeneration for the Indians; of liberty
and happiness not far distant, when the yoke of the
Spaniard would be thrown off their necks, and the race
of their Inea should again wear the crimson boria of
their monarchy. There was an air of earnestness and
sincerity in his manner which convinced me that he at
all events was deceiving himself as well as his hearers.
In his dreams he had truly seen what he hoped would
come to pass. I afterwards had good reason to know
that he had strong foundation for his prophecies. He
was still uttering his awful communications to his
* wondering and credulous hearers; the Montoneros
were still drinking, smoking, and beasting ; and some
other travellers (Spanish, negro, and native, among
whom was a Spanish priest, a landowner pear Cuzco,
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and a shopkeeper) were either taking their suppers
or seeking repose, when we retired to the deserted
granary.

We were actnally provided with bedsteads of a rude
construction, on which we spread our bedding. The
noise made by the Montoneros prevented me from
sleeping for some time; till they themselves sought
for rest, on and under the table and benches where
they had been sitting. 1 was awakened in the middle
of the night by a scratching and hissing and struggling
noise under my bed, as if two animals were fighting.
[ sprung to my feet, and by the light of the full moon,
which streamed in through a hole in the wall, I saw a
large tabby cat engaged in a fierce combat with a
rlittering snake. At first I thought it would prove
a hopeless one for poor pussy; but 1 soon saw by her
manceuvres, that she had at all events an equal chance
of victory. Now the venomous monster would dart
out its forked tongue and try to spring at her; when
she, with equal agility, would leap aside and would sit
watching her antagonist with careful eye, endeavour-
ing to find an opportunity of catching it by the neck,
while she avoided its deadly fangs., The snake seemed
aware of its danger, and was not the less cantious.
Indeed puss had already given it an ugly bite on the
neck, which had somewhat crippled its movements—
probably catching it asleep. The snake kept furning
round and round its baneful head, the cat always
keeping beyond the distance she knew it could spring.
At last she saw her opportunity, and rushing in upon
it, she seized it by the neck, so that it could not bite
her. The snake wriggled violently, hut all in vain;
after a few convulsive struggles even the tail ceased
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to move, and I left the cat crunching the bones of her
defeated antagonist.

I was glad to find that I had so good a guardian as
puss had proved. I turned into bed again and went
to sleep. In the morning I discovered that the snake
was a very venomous adder, but that the cat was not
a bit the worse for eating 1t. 1 afterwards learned
that there are certain sorts of poison which may he
swallowed without danger, yet if it should touch the
slightest scratch or excoriation of the skin, would prove
fatal.

At daybreak the Montoneros were on foot; and to
the satisfaction of all the occupants of the tambo, they
took their departure up the valiey. It was the direc-
tion in which we were going, but we hoped not again
to fall in with them. As we were mounting to proceed
on our journey, the Indian soothsayer (for so I may call
him) approached my father, and whispered earnestly in
his ear for some minutes. My father looked surprised
and somewhat anxious, and told him he thanked him
for his advice. The Indian retired into the tambo ap-
‘parently satisfied. We had begun to move on, when
we were called back; and, turning our heads, we saw
the padre and the other Spaniards mounting their mules.

‘ Stay, Seiiors, for the love of charity,” cried the
padre; ¢ we~are going your way, and if we go alone
and meet with those villains, the Montoneros, we shall
all be robbed and mardered to a certainty. Now you
Englishmen are known to fight bravely, so the rogues
may not think it worth while to attack us.’

¢ We shall be happy to have your company, Sefior
Padre,” said my father, smiling ; ¢ but I hope our valour
may not be put to the proof.
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‘I am sure I hope not either,” ejaculated the padre,
crossing himself. ¢ May the holy saints protect us; for
those fellows care not for the anathemas of the church,
the laws of the realm, or the bullets of the soldiers.’

The other Spaniards seemed to partake of the alarm
of the padre; and as we rode along, I saw them casting
anxious glances around, as if they expected every mo-
ment to see the robbers start out from behind the
rocks which skirted the road. After we had proceeded
some distance, my father called a halt, and summoning
the guides, he inquired whether they were acquainted
with a road to the right, which he deseribed. They
replied that they were, but that it was longer and more
difficult.

‘ Never mind,’ he replied; ‘it is the road I intend to
pursue. I shall be glad of the company of those who
wish to journey with me.’

Though he did not give his reasons, the Spaniards
saw that he had good cause for his change of route,
and agreed to accompany us. They probably, how-
ever, attributed it to the Montoneros; as I observed
that the expression of apprehension on their counte-
nances gradually wore off, and they no longer cast the
same furtive glances at every bush and rock as before.

We travelled along the vailey for many miles, some-
times passing over a high ridge, and then again descend-
ing to follow up the course of some stream which had
its birth among the snowy ranges above us. My father
had formed the party into military order. ¥our armed
men took the lead, then eame the baggage mules, while
the main body of those on horseback brought up the
rear.

For three or four days we travelled on, each night
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sleeping at one of the wretched tambos kept by Indians,
similar to that I have before described. Kvery day we
mounted higher and higher, the scenery becoming more
wild, barren, and desolate. We were now traversing
that part of the Cordilleras called the Puna, a region
of level heights, some fourteen thousand feet above the
sea ; nearly the only vegetation being a short, dark
yellow grass, scarcely a tree or a shrub to be seen,
except cacti, gentiana, and a few other flowering
plants. There were animals, however, in abundance—
vicufiag, huanacus, stags, and rock rabhits; while con-
dors and other birds of prey hovered aloft, ready to
pounce down on any carcase they might scent from
afar. We next entered the region of the Sierra, the
name given to the extensive valleys which either inter-
sect the Puna, or lie between the Cordilleras and the
Andes. These valleys are gencrally some thousand
feet below the Puna, and the climate is very pure and
healthy. The soil is also very fertile, so that they
were in the days of the Incas, and still are, mora
densely inhabited by Indians than any other portion
of Peru. 'These valleys contain many towns, villages,
and hamlets; but as they are surrounded on all sides
by mountains, only to be crossed by dangerous and
circuitous routes, their trade is but limited, and they
are seldom visited by the inhabitants of other parts of
Peru. Among them are a few white people, but a
considerable number of mestizos live in the towns,
There is very little money in eirculation among them,
and in-some parts hens’ eggs are used instead of small
coin, about fifty being counted for a dollar. The
Indians are the sole cultivators of the soil, which pro-
duces wheat, maize, and barley in abundance, as well as
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potatoes and other tuberous plants, and most of the
vecetables and fruits ol Kurope.

It must be understood that many of the scenes I
have to describe took place in this favoured region;
while others, again, were among the mountains and
valleys to the east of the vast range of the Andes.
People when reading of mountains are so apt to pic-
ture to themselves the molehills of Kurope, which can
mostly be crossed on foot in a day or so, that I must
remind them that the Cordilleras and Andes which I
am describing are an extensive region, the passage
over which requires not only days, but in some places
even weeks to accomplish. We had traversed several
of these valleys, and were now about to cross over the
highest ridge of the Andes. Having travelled so far
without encountering the Montoneros, even the most
tirnid of our party had lost all apprehension on that
8Core,

One afternoon we found ourselves ascending through
a narrow and wild gorge in the mountains. For three
hours we had been mounting higher and higher, till
our heasts began to show great signs of weariness.
At last we saw before us a huge rock which, project-
ing from the side of the mountain, completely over-
hur g the road, and looked as if it would overwhelm
all who attempted to pass under it; while on the other
side was a precipice three or four hundred feet in per-
pendicular height, at the bottom of which appeared a
derk chasm with a wild roaring torrent running through
it. The road, i1f so the mountain track could be called,
was barely wide enough to allow a loaded mule to pro-
ceed along it; and it was next to impossible for two

enimals to pass one another, or for a person to dis-
D




44 MANCO, THE PERUVIAN CHIEF.

mount without great risk of falling over the preeipice
We had been scrambling up for a long way over places
which it appeared scarcely possible even goats would
surmount, when one of the baggage mules stopped short
and refused to proceed. Several others followed his
example, and the whole cavalcade in the rear was
brought to a stand-still. Blows could not be adminis-
tered, for the muleteers could not get up to the beasts;
and entreaties, coaxings, and persuasions were all in
vain. I could not help laughing at the variety of ex-
pressions the men made use of to induce the animals to
move. First they addressed them by every endearing
epithet they could think of, then they appealed to their
courage, their magnanimity, their perseverance—-—the
deeds of their ancestors.

‘ Have not 1 always treated you well?’ exclaimed
our muleteer Juan to his beast. ¢ Have not I always
seen you housed and fed before I thought of caring
for myself? Have not I slept by your side and watched

over you as a father his son? Ungrateful as you are
thus to behave at this pinch! If we meet another
party, we shall be all hurled headlong over the rocks,
or we shall have to fight desperately and have to hurl
them over, and all for your obstinacy, sons of donkeys
that you are!’~—and he broke forth in a torrent of
vituperation and abuse which 1t 1s not necessary for
me here to repeat.

‘ If the Montoneros should meet us now, what will
become of us?’ cried the padre.

‘It 1s the last place they would think of attacking
us in,’ observed my father. ¢ Their object is to get
possession of our purses and our beasts; now if they
attacked us here, the greater number of us would be
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tumbled over into the torrent below, so they would lose
their booty.’

‘That’s a satisfaction truly,” observed the padre;
‘but I wish the beasts would move.’

The beasts, however, seemed not a bit inclined to
stir, and we had no remedy for it but to wait patiently,
or throw them and our luggage over the precipice.
As I looked up and saw the huge boulders of rock
which hung above our heads, appearing as if the touch
of a vicuda’s hoof would send them rushing down to
overwhelm us in their fall, I certainly did feel anxious
to get out of their way. At last the leading mule,
romewhat rested, began to move, the others followed
him for a few minutes, and they all stopped again.
The same process of entreating, coaxing, and abusing
was gone over again; when the refractory cavalcade
moved on once more for a few paces, but only in like
manner to try our patience and our nerves by stopping
at a worse spot than before. After resting a few
minutes, the leading mule, which kept the others back,
appeared to gain strength, and his stoppages each
time being of shorter duration, he at length began to
climb up the steep ascent beifore him, the rest readily
following.

The cold, at this great height we had now attained,
was excessive to our feelings, accustomed to the warmth
of the lower country. Great, however, as was the
elevation, the peaks which rose above us on every side
appeared not to have lessened in the least in height.
Snow of brilliant whiteness- was around us, some of
which in the more lofty spots had perhaps not melted
since the days of the flood. Mists were floating about,
and below our feet was collectcd 8 dense mass, which
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obscured the view beyond. A few flakes of snow began
to fall, which every instant inereased in number.

‘ Forward, forward, Sefiores I’ shouted our chief peon,
who acted as guide. *¢If a Cordillera storm catches us
before we get under shelter, the days of some of us may
be numbered.’

We did not neglect the warning. The animals even
geenmied to perceive the necessity of pushing on; and
away we all went, tumbling, sliding, and leaping over
the rough track which led down the mountain. The
snow Increased in density, so that we could scarcely
see the person immediately preceding us; and the
chilling wind blew stronger and stronger from off the
icy peaks above. Not a moment was to be lost—the
guides shouted, *On, on, on!’ and we whipped and
spurred, and urged on our weary beasts by word and
bridle. Still the ground was far too rough to enable
us to get them into a trot, far less to gallop; and
besides, a tumble would in many places have proved
fatal both to horse and rider. The descent was very
rapid, for we were scarcely ever on a level.

‘Il will it fare with any unfortunate fellow in the
rear who falls,” said my father. ¢ Remain close to me,
David; I am afraid of your horse stumbling.’

“No fear,” I answered, *I keep a tight rein on him,
and he knows well that lie must not be carcless.’

There was little time to contemplate the scene as we
rode along, but still 1 could not help being struck by
the solemn stillness, and the wildness of the desolation
around. 'The voices of the men, as they shouted out,
appeared strange and unnatural from their very dis-
tinctness, as did the tramp of the animals; while not
another sound was heard from any direction.
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‘On, on, Sefiores!’ were the only words we could
hear. The snow had ceased; but dark clouds seemed
cathering around us, when, without warning, a flash of
forked lightning darted across cur path, ploughing up
the ground before us, and followed by a peal of thunder
which seemed to rend the mountain tops. Flash sue-
ceeded flash in every direction, the very atmosphere
quivering with the uninterrupted peals repeated a
thousand-fold by the mountain echoes; while cataracts
of fire appeared to be rushing down the rocks on either
side. Our trembling animals refused to move; the
Spaniards crossed themselves, and shrieking, as they
slid off the backs of the animals they rode, they called
~on their saints for protection.

We dismounted and endeavoured to lead our horses
ander an overhanging rock. At last we succeeded in
obtaining some shelter; and there we stood, every instant
expecting to be struck by the electric fluid, which rushed
ziczageing before us, Feelings such I had never be-
fore experienced came over me. I was at the same
time inspired rather with awe than with terror. It was
as if the heavens were pouring out their full wrath on
man—as if the foundations of the world were about to
be uprooted, and the mighty mountains hurled over on
the plains below.

- Rocks and earth eame hurtling down from the lofty
peaks above us; crash succeeded crash, and flashes of
the most intensely vivid lightning dashed before us with-
out intermission, till the air itself seemed on fire, and
the faculties of sight and hearing both failed from
over-exhaustion of their energies. It appeared as if
the dreadful strife of the elements would never end;
but as we were despairing of reaching a resting-place
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before night should set in, the thunder rolled away,
the lightning ceased, and our party emerging from the
caves and crevices where they had taken shelter, we
found that providentially all had escaped injury., We
mounted once more. As we proceeded, the rays of the
setting sun came streaming along a beautiful valley
which opened on our right. Descending rapidly, in
little more than an hour we found ourselves before a
tambo. It was wretched enough in appearance, and
neither food nor beds did it afford. As, however, we
had with us a supply of provisions, and our cloaks and
saddle-cloths spread on the floor, with our saddles for
pillows, served us for couches, we were not worse off
than we frequently had been; and I know tbat I slept
soundly till morniug.
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CHAPTER IV,

ATTACKED BY ROBBERS—A MERCIFUL DEED RETURNED
WITH INTEREST,

TaE scenery we passed the next day was very similar
to what I have already described; but the valley,
which, on being contrasted with the snowy region we
had just left, appeared so attractive, was, I found,
when seen by the morning light, owing to its high
elevation, a very barren and desolate place.

We rode on for some hours through scenery such as
I have before described, when in the afternoon, as we
were beginning to fancy that we were near the ter-
mination of our day’s journey, we entered a deep gorge,
with the dark rocks towering up, wild and rugged, on
either side of us. It was just such a place as one
might have expected an ambush to have been placed
in; as a few resolute men might have held the road,
aided by others sheltered by the rocks, against a whole
‘army attempting to pass. An oppressive gloom in-
vaded the spot, and the air seemed damp and heavy,
as if the warming rays of the sun had never penetrated
below the tops of the cliffs.

I was riding on in advance of the main body, when,
on reaching the spot where the gorge opened some-
what, I saw at a considerable distance before me what
[ took to be a mark on the cliff in the shape of a horse
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with a rider. As I advanced, however, I perceived
that it was a lonely man on horseback. He was too
far ofi, standing as he -was in shade, for me to distin-
guish his dress or appearance. He seemed to be sta-
tionary, as if watching our approach. A sharp turn
in the road shut out the view beyond him. Had I
been an old soldier, I should have fallen back on my
companions and reported what I had seen; but I fancied
that the horseman was a traveller like ourselves, and
s0 I continued to ride carelessly on. 1 was very nearly
falling a victim to my neglect. I bhad advanced some
two hundred yards farther, when my friends reached
the spot from which I had first caught sight of the
horseman. He was still there, but no sooner did he
see them than he wheeled round his horse and disap-
peared behind the cliffs. This I thought suspicious.
My first impulse was to gallop on to overtake the
man; but fortunately the chief guide had just then
come up with me, and urged me not to go on. I
therefore shouted out to my friends to let them know
what I had seen, and reined in my steed till they came
up. The information did not hasten the advance of
any of the party; indeed some of them were evidently
anxious to cede the post of honour in the van to their
friends. The cry of ¢* The Montoneros, the Montoneros !’
arose from every mouth. Some tumbled off their
horses, as 1f to shelter themselves behind them from the
expected volleys of the dreaded banditti; others sat
still and began to count their beads; and not a few
turned their horses’ heads preparatory to running
away. 1 must do the padre the justice to say that
he looked as brave as any of them, except a few who
advanced to the front.
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¢ Where are the enemy, David?’ asked my father,
who led them on.

‘I only saw one man, whom our iriends here have
multiplied into a band of Montoneros,” 1 replied.

‘Come on, my friends, then!’ exclaimed my father.
¢If the man my boy saw is a robber, he and his com-
panions are more likely to run away than to attack us,
if we show a bold front.’

His words and tone of confidence restored the fast
evaporating courage of the party; and having halted
to get them into something like order, with the armed
men in front and the baggage mules and their drivers
in the rear, we again moved forward. We had not,
however, advanced far, when the man I had before
seen again appeared; and directly afterwards a troop
of horsemen wheeled round the sharp angle of the rock,
and with loud cries galloped rapidly towards us.

‘ Steady, steady, for your lives!’ shouted my father,
as he saw in many of our companions strong evidence
of a disposition to turn round and fly. ‘If we break
our ranks, we are lost,’

That the horsemen now approaching were banditti,
I had no doubt, from their varied and fantastic dresses,
the different hues of their faces, and their wild appear-
ance. We could not escape them, even had we been
better mounted than they were, as the baggage mules
in the rear would have prevented us. 'This they
probably calculated on, or perhaps they would rather
we had escaped and left them our baggage, which was
what they most wanted, with the exception, perhaps,
of our horses. They invariably appropriate the bess
horses they can find, as it is important for them to
be well mounted. My father and I, two Spaniards, a
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mestizo, and our chief Indian guide, formed the first
rank. When we saw the Montoneros, and could ne
longer doubt their intentions, we halted and presented
our firearms., These were of various lengths and
calibres, and some were better fitted to frighten an
enemy than to do harm. When the Montoneros saw
the determined front we presented, they checked their
speed, but 1t was only for an instant.

‘Do not fire until they get close to us,” cried my
father.

On came the banditti, their horses’ hoofs clattering
over the hard road, while uttering loud and discordant
yells, they waved their swords above their heads. They
made their intentions very manifest of cutting us to
pieces if they could; so we felt perfectly justified in
trying to knock them out of their saddles.

Many of our party gave themselves up for lost; and
certainly the appearance of the banditti was enough to
make a stout heart uncomfortable, to say the least of it.
Their untrimmed moustaches and long hair escaping
from under their broad-brimmed hats, their fierce coun-
tenances and dark flashing eyes, the many hues of their
skins, and their motley costume, gave them altogether
a very savage look, which was increased by the fiery
bloodshot eyes of their horses, whose shaggy manes
and the fringe of their housing streamed in the wind,
while their riders shook their weapons, and shrieked out
threats of destruction on our heads.

‘Steady, my men, and fire when I do, cried my
father, levelling his rifle; in which I, José, and the
rest, followed his example. The Montoneros had got
within a dozen paces of us, when we gave the word.
We fired together, our friends behind handing us their
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still loaded weapons. Two of the robbers rolled in
the dust, and the horse of a third was shot dead, and
fell across the road, so as somewhat to impede the
progress of those behind. On they came, however,
and were up to us as we fired our second round, and
received a discharge of their carbines in return. Some
of the shot took effect on our companions in the rear,
who, instead of reloading the firearms, threw them
down and endeavoured to escape. In an instant the
banditti were upon us. My father’s horse was shot
under him. I saw José knocked over; and then I re-
collect nothing that happened for some minutes, except
a confusion of sounds, shouts, and shrieks and groans.
When 1 returned to consclousness, my first thought
was for my father. He was not near me, but 1 saw
José at no great distance, leaning on his arm, as if
unable to move, and looking along the road the way
we had come. I turned my eyes in the same direction,
towards which the tide of the fight had gone. A
few of our companions were sfill contending against a
ereatly superior number of the banditti, most of whom,
however, were engaged in a work more congenial to
their taste, that of plundering our baggage, I could
not doubt that my father was among the combatants ;
for without his example I did not think the others
would have fought, and I trembled for his fate. I
tried to rise, to rush to his assistance, or to die with
him; but I found I was too weak to stand, much less
to use a weapon. I gave up all for lost, for I per-
ceived that the resistance of the gallant little band of
my iriends was every instant growing weaker; while
the robbers were quitting their plunder to join their
assailants.  Meantime some of the baggage mules
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were trotting off in the direction where José and 1
lay; seeing which, some of the banditti came in pur-
suit of them. On seeing that I was alive, a savage-
looking fellow lifted his carbine, and was ahout to give
me a quietus on my head with the butt of it, while
another threatened to perform the same office for José,
when a shout, different from any I had before heard,
reached my ears. |

‘ Los Indios, los Indios !—the Indians, the Indians!’
cried the brigands; ¢fly, fly, or we are lost !’

I looked up; for when I thought my ULrains were
about to be dashed out, I had instinctively shut my
eyes. What was my surprise to see the cliffs on either
side of the road, and which I had thought inaccessible,
swarming with Indians, mostly dressed in their ancient
costume, and armed with bows and slings, with which
they sent a shower of arrows and stones among our
enemies! Several of them were wounded; and the
suddenness of the attack threw them into confusion.
Before they could recover from it, the Indians came
leaping down the cliffs, and threw themselves between
the three parties of the robbers, while others advanced
along either end of the road, so as completely to hem
them in. With the wildest fury, animated apparently
by the most deadly hatred, the Indians rushed on our
assailants, who, though they fought for their lives, could
not withstand the onset.

1 mentioned that at some distance from me I had
observed a few of my friends, among whom I had no
doubt was my father, hard pressed by a number of the
robbers, who seemed intent on their destruction. The
latter had now to defend themselves from the Indians;
and my father and his party attacking them in return,
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they were either cut down at once, or attempted to
escape by flight. A few of the more determined had
fought their way back to where 1 lay, and I fully
expected to receive my death-wound from some of
them, as the fight passed over me, when I felt myself
lifted in the arms of an Indian who I saw was dressed
in the costume of a Peruvian chief; and just as the
combatants reached me, he carried moe out of the melce,
and bore me up the clif to a spot which none were
likely to reach. As he placed me on the ground, I
caucht a sicht of his countenance, and recognised the
fucitive whom we had protected, the Indian, Manco
Tupac Amarun. Before I had time to utter a word of
thanks, he had again leaped down the cliff an joined
in the combat. Some ten or a dozen of the robbers,
who were still on horseback, and had kept together,
were attempting to cut their way along the road among
the mass of Indians who opposed them. Being well
mounted, and with superior weapons, they had a great
advantage; but the Indians were inspired with a courage
I little expected to witness. They rushed in upon them,
cut their bridles, and dashed their spears in their faces;
and seizing them by their clothes, hung on them, in spite
of the cuts and thrusts of their swords, till they dragged
them from their saddles. No quarter was given; the
instant a robber was unhorsed he was speared; and
before the tide of the fight had rolled on many yards,
not one was left alive. Many of our party had fallen.
Indeed I was surprised to observe, nor could I account
for it, that the Indians took no pains to preserve the
lives of the Spanish travellers, though they did their
utmost to protect the Indian guides. The padre and
\wo or three others alone escaped. The road below
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me indeed presented a sad spectacle; for, as far as 1
could see, it appeared strewed with the corpses of my
late companions—of robbers and Indians, many of whom
had fallen in the last desperate struggle. I looked
anxiously for my father, and my heart beat with joy
as 1 saw him coming along the road, and evidently
looking for me. My preserver, Manco, had observed
him ; the recognition was mutual, and they soon ap-
proached the spot where I lay. I need not describe
my father’s feelings at finding that I was alive. 1
endeavoured at first to conceal the pain I suffered,
and which made me fancy that my thigh must have
been broken. At length, however, I could not help
eiving expression to the anguish I experienced.

‘Wait a few minutes,” said the Indian chief, ¢and
when I have performed some duties which are urgently
required, 1 will cause my people to form a litter to
transport you to a place of safety. What has occurred
must remain secret for a time. I can trust you; but
some of the people in your company who have escaped,
might betray our proceedings to the authorities. Their
lives are safe, but we must keep them prisoners till they
can no longer injure us by being at liberty.’

Neither my father nor I could understand what he
meant, and before we could ask an explanation, he
had left us. We watched his movements, and saw
him place each of the survivors of our party between
a guard of four armed Indians. Some of his followers
took charge of the baggage mules; others hifted up
the dead bodies of their friends; while the rest were
busily employed in collecting the arrows and the other
Indian missiles and weapons; and they then again
formed in marching order. A few had constructed
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litter, and brought it to the foot of the cliff, down
which Manco, with my father’s aid, now conveyed me.

‘1 wish to have no sign of our having taken shars
in the fray,” observed the Indian. *The lions and con-
dors will take good care that none shall discover how
those men died.’

As he spoke, I looked up, and observed several of
those mighty monsters of the air hovering above our
heads, ready to pounce down on their prey as soon
as we should have left them to enjoy their banquet
undisturbed.

At a sign from Manco, whom the Indians seemed to
obey with the greatest zeal and respect, they lifted up
my litter, and bore it along at a rapid rate. My father
mounted a horse which was brought him, Manco rode
another, and the priest was accommodated with a mule;
but the rest of the Spaniards were compelled to walk,
except poor José, who was carried, as was I, on the
shoulders of some Indians; but they did not seem at
all to like the office, nor to regard the rest of their
prisoners with any feeling of good-will. Every ar-
rangement was made with great promptitude; and as
I watched from my litter the Indian warriors filing
before me, I could scarcely help thinking that I saw
a portion of the very army which the great Incas were
accustomed to lead to victory.

We proceeded along what might be called the hich
road for some miles, when we struck off across the
mountains to the left, the latter part of the time being
guided by torches, for it had become too derk other-
wise to see our way. At last we arrived at a small
hut, built on the side of a rugged mountain., It
afforded shelter from the cold night-wind; and as
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many as it could hold took up their quarters within
it, while the remainder bivouacked without.

Fortunately for me, the padre was something of a
surgeon, and on examining my leg, he assured me
that my leg was not broken, but only severely braised,
and that perfect rest with fomentations would recover
it. It was impossible, however, to obtain that rest,
as we journeyed on without stopping, except for our
meals and a few hours’ rest at night, for several days;
and though 1 was carried all the time, the jolting of my
litter, as we ascended or descended the steep hills, was
very inconvenient. But the Indians collected a variety
of herbs, and making a decoction of them, fomented my
ler whenever we stopped, so that the swelling gradually
subsided, and the pain diminished.

At length we reached a collection of deserted huts,
among rugged and inaccessible crags, with the snowy
peaks of the Andes towering high above us. The
lower parts of the mountains were clothed with pine
trees; and long grass grew on the borders of several
streams which run through the neighbouring valley.
With the pine trees the Indians formed rafters to the
cottages, and thatches with the long grass and reeds.
In a short time they thus rendered them in some degree
habitable. I observed that though my father was
allowed to go where he liked, the rest of the party
were narrowly watched, so that they could not at-
tempt to make their escape. When he spoke to
Manco on the subject, and expostulated with him on
detaining the rest of the travellers, the Indian chief’s
reply was short but firm.

¢ It is necessary for the sake of Peru that they should
be kept prisomers, Le obscrved; ¢bad it not been for
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voa and the padre, they would probably have lost their
lives. I can trust you if you will give me your oath
not to betray what has occurred or what you suspect,
but I cannot trust them. When your son is able to
move, you shall proceed on your journey; but they
must remain here till it is safe to set them at liberty.’

 ¢T do not seek to pry into your secrets, and should
be guilty of the greatest ingratitude by saymg a word
even to injure you or your people,’ said my father, ¢I
am doubly anxious to reach Cuzco, lest my family not
hearing of me from thence, should become alarmed.’

¢ Write a few lines to assure your family of your
safety, and it shall reach them long before they could
hear from you were you to write from our ancient
capital. Trust that to me, answered Manco, and he
was afterwards found as good as his word.

The observations which the Indian chief let fall
made me suspect that some plan was forming among
the Indians to emancipate themselves from the Spanish
yoke ; and when I mentioned my surmises to my father,
I found that he was of the same opinion, but he warned
me not to mention my thoughts to any one.

‘The less we know oun the subject the better for us,’
he observed. ¢Living under the protection of the
Spanish government, it might be our duty to warn
them of danger, while it is equally our duty not to
betray those who have trusted us.’

‘A curious sort of protection they afford us, when
they allow bands of robbers, who were near cutting
our tbroats, to scour the country unmolested,” I an-
swered. *For my part, I think the Indians would
be perfectly right to emancipate themselves from the
calling chains which enthral them.’

I
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‘ But were they to make the attempt, they counld not
do so,” said my father. ¢The discipline and gold of a
civilised people will always In the end prevail over a
‘half savage one, in spite of their bravery and resolution.’

Our conversation was interrupted by the entrance of
Manco. No longer a hunted fugitive, he now walked
with the air of a chieftain, his costume also being that
of an Inca noble of old. Although the dress had long
been disused, except on festive occasions, he had now
assumed it to give him greater authority among his
countrymen.

We found at the huts a considerable number of
women and children, some of them belonging to the
[ndians who were with us, and some, I concluded.
related to others who were absent. They were evi-
dently collected here to be beyond the reach of the
Spaniards, and to avoid the flagitious Repartimiento
aud Meta, the more rigid imposition of which was
about that time, I knew, causing great discontent
among the people. The Spaniards, long accustomed
to treat the Peruvians as inferior beings, destitute
alike of feeling and courage, forgot that even a worm
will at times turn and attempt to bite the foot that
presses it.

I had observed at times a larger number of persons
than had accompanied us to the village ; and I remarked
several strangers, dressed in skins and feathers, who
came and went, and again speedily returned, as if they
had gone only to a short distance. I told our host that
I had observed this, and inquired where the people
came from.

‘ Brom a place where the foot of a white man has
- never trod,” he replied. ¢ If you were strong and well,
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I might take you to it, and might show you wonders
you little expect to behold, so fully do I trust; but the
time may come when, free of danger, I may gratify
your curiosity.’ |

I expected that he alluded to one of those ancient
villages which I had heard of as existing in the heart
of the mountains, and never discovered by the Spaniards;
where the inhabitants had continued in the enjoyment
of liberty, and the laws and customs of their ancestors.
I had often wished to visit one of those remnants of
antiquity, and 1 became doubly eager to do so, on find-
ing myself in the proximity of one of them ; but Manco
assured me that it would be utterly impossible to con-
duct me there for a long time to come.

We had now spent a week at the huts, and I was so
far recovered as to be able to mount a horse and move
about on foot with the aid of a stick ; and as my father
was very anxious to proceed on his jonrney, we agreed
to start the following day. On hearing that we were
about to depart, the other travellers wished to accom-
pany us; but the Indians would not hear of it, and, I
observed, kept a stricter watch than usual over them.
Manco showed great unwillingness to part with us.

‘ o as you desire it, my {riends,’ he said. ¢ You are
at liberty to do as you judge best; but for your own
sake, as well as mine, I would have had you remain.
However, as go you must, I will send some of my
people to escort you on your way; and one of them
shall follow youn as your servant till you return home.
He will obey you in all things, but you must not blame
him if he is absent during a few hours at times frgm
you, You must pay him no wages, but you must not
send him from you; and if you are asked where yon
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found him, say in a mountain village, and that he wished
to come with you to see the world.

The next morning our new attendant made his
appearance. He was a small, active-looking man, of
a lightish rusty-red colour. His dress was much as is
usually worn at the present day, consisting of loose
trousers of coarse brown cloth, fastened round the
waist by a girdle, and a woollen shirt of a dark bluoe
colour. His poncho, which served as his outer gar-
ment, was of alpaca wool of the same hne as his shirt;
and on his head he wore a broad-brimmed hat, while
his sandals were of untanned leather, just covering his
toes, and secured by a thong round the ankle. He
took charge of a mule laden with our clothes and a
supply of provisions.

Manco took an affectionate farewell of us as we were
mounting our horses at the door of the hut. He
pressed our hands as he said—

‘ We may meet again, dear friends, at some future
time, when the children of the sun may dare to lift up
their heads in the land where their fathers ruled. Till
then, farewell.’

We found, a little farther on, a band of a hundred
men, well armed with muskets and rifles, ready to escort
us; and a young man of the Inca family, their leader,
told us that they were to accompany us to help us to
cross the difficult barriers which surrounded the spot
we were In, and to watch us till we reached the neigh-
bourhood of Cuzco.

Accustomed as I was to mountain scenery, I should
not before have thought it possible for any four-footed
animals to climb up the rugged precipices, over which
the Indians led and pushed our horses and mules. Ju
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gome places they were literally hauled up with ropes,
and let down again on the other side. My kind guides
assisted me up and down also, though I had nearly
recovered my usual strength. A number of streams
crossed our path, adding not a little to its ditficulties.

Our animals were generally driven into the water
and compelled to swim across, being then hauled up on
the other side. We passed by means of a curious kind
of bridge called a Huano. It was formed of a thick
rope, which is carried by means of a lighter line across
the chasm. The lighter line was carried across by
some powerful swimmer, or by a man holding on to the
mane of one of the horses or mules. On the rope ran
a roller, to which was fastened a piece of wood, and to
the wood the passenger was secured; the transit was
made more easy by two light lines, by which the pieca
of wood was drawn from side to side. Several of the
Indians went first across. I watched them in their
dizzy transit, and I thought, if the rope breaks, what
will become of them? When it came to my turn to
cross, I held my head as hich as I could, and crossed
my legs over the thick rope, which I grasped with my
hands. I did not dare to turn to look into the deep
oulf below ; for strong as my nerves were, 1 felt that if
I did, I should have let go my hold. I was not sorry
to find my head knocking against the shrubs and rocks
on the opposite side. My father {followed me; and then
the whole body, one by one, passed over. Having got
info rather less intricate country, the captain of our
escort told us that from this place forward we must
no longer remain in company, though he had orders
from his chief to watch us till all probability of danger
v as past.
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Accordingly, my father and I, and our new Indian
servant, prepared to proceed alone. We were still
several days’ journey from Cuzco. We slept as before
at those most wretched of all inns the Indian tambos,
though wherever we stopped we could not help remark-
ing that we were treated with more than usual kind-
ness and respect, which we suspected was owing to our
being under the special protection of their chief. That
also we were not deserted by our guardians, we had
reason to know. On more than one occasion I had
observed one or two figures hovering on the brow of
some hill, or appearing from behind trees, bushes, or
rocks. I perceived once one of them started up close
to us. I pointed him out to our attendant, who had
likewise seen him. W ith a significant look he answered,
‘ Fear not them—they will not injure us.’

We encountered but few travellers, and I do not re-
collect any other occurrence worthy of being narrated

daring our jouroey.
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CHAPTER V.

CUZCO DESCRIBED—WE ARE MADE PRISONERS—
ANXIETY FOR THOSE AT HOME.

‘BeroLp Cuzco!’ exclaimed our Indian guide, as,
throwing himself from his horse, he kneit in adoration
of the glorious luminary, whose rays were just then
throwing a mantle of gold over the crumbling walls of
a mighty fortress, which protected the holy city of his
ancestors, the capital of the Incas.

We had just reached the brow of an elevated ridge
which forms one side of the fertile and extensive valiey
in which Cuzco stands, built, like ancient Rome, on a
number of hills or slight rises. To the north of the
city, on the summit of a lofty eminence, appeared the
still dark and frowning fortress of Cyclopean architec-
ture, composed of stones of vast magnitude. When I
afterwards visited it, 1 was surprised to find the extra-
ordinary nicety with which, without any cement, they
were joined together; and I cannot tell with what
machinery the Peruvians could have raised blocks so
enormous to such heights, or how they could have
fitted them, shaped as they are in so many various
forms, with exactness so remarkable. Had I believed
in the existence of giants, I should have supposed that
they alone conld have lifted such vast masses into the
positions they hold. Many of the modern residences
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of the conquerors stand on the foundations of the
anclent buildings of the Peruvians, and from among
them we saw towering upwards the spires and towers
of the magnificent cathedral, of the convents of St.
Augustine and Lia Merced, and of a number of other
fine churches. We had not long to contemplate this
scene of the ruins of the past and of modern splendour,
as it was necessary to reach the city before dark; and
the setting sun warned us that we had not much time
to lose. We were questioned, when we entered, whence
we had come; but before we could speak, our Indian
attendant stepped forward and gave an answer that
satisfied the guard, and we passed on.

The inn we went to was the best in the city, but it
could boast of affording us little comfort, though, as
we were accustomed to rough fare, that mattered little.
At daybreak 1 was on foot, as 1 was anxious to see
the city; and with our Indian attendant as my guide,
I wandered through the larger portion of it before
breakfast. We reached a collection of ruined walls,
composed of huge masses of rock.

*On this spot, said the Indian, bending reveren-
tially towards the sun, just then rising over the walls
of the city, ¢stood the great temple where our fathers
worshipped the God in whom they trusted; away to
the right, where now those convent walls appear, were
the residences of the beautiful virgins of the sun; and
in these fields of corn and lucern which surround us
were once laid out the magnificent gardens of the
temple, filled with menageries of all the animals of
our country, with aviaries of birds of many-coloured
plumage, with fountains, and trees, and flowers, and
ornaments of vast size, of gold and silver and preciov:
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stones, many in the form of the shrubs and plants
among which they stood, and of workmanship so admir-
able that they seemed to vie with them in elegance
and beauty. But the greedy spoiler came, and behold,
stranger, what he made it! Alas! this garden is but
an example of the condition to which our unhappy
country has been reduced.’

The Indian was silent, and seemed lost in gloomy
reflection. I, too, thought of the past; and as I did
so, the magnificent Temple of the Sun appeared before
me, with its walls resplendent with the golden orna-
ments which surrounded them, and its wide courts
crowded with votaries in their many-coloured costumes
and head-dresses and robes of feathers, eagerly watch-
ing for the rising of the luminary they worshipped. I
fancied I could hear their voices, and could see the
mighty mass below me, their plumes waving in the
breeze as they joined the joyous shout raised by their
friends above them.

‘Yes, a day of bitter retribution will ere long
arrive, exclaimed my companion. "The deep, low, and
concentrated tone of his voice roused me from my re-
veries. e appeared unconscious that he had spoken.
‘ Come, sir,” he said, ¢ we will proceed.’

As I walked through the streets of Cuzco. 1 was
struck with the air of antiquity which many of the
buildings wore ; and I could not help regretting the
worse than.Gothie cruelty and ignorance of the Span-
jards, whichh had destroyed the numberless magnificent
edifices of its former inhabitants. We spent three
days in the city, and on the fourth took our depar-
ture, accompanied by Ithulpo. I learned that twenty
leagues only from the city commence the territories
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of the unsubdued Indians, who will allow no stranger
to enter their country. As I looked towards the dis-
tant mountains which form their bulwarks, I fancied
that it must be a land full of romance and interest, and
I longed to penetrate into it. I was before long to
have my wish gratified, through means I little con-
templated.

Qur course was, however, now in a contrary direc-
tion, north and west, towards the sea. We had pro-
ceeded two days’ journey, when, at the urgent request
of Ithulpo, we turned aside to rest at a town among
the mountains. ’

‘It is inhabited chiefly by my people,” he observed.
‘ To-morrow they perform a ceremony, at which I wish
to assist, and which you will like to behold.’

We ascended by a narrow and winding path among
the mountains to the town, where we were lodged in
the best house it possessed, and where the inhabitants
vied with each other in paying us attention. The néxt
morning, when I went out, I was surprised to see: thze
place crowded with Indians dressed in the anciend
costume of the country, of which certainly the pictures
1 have since seen In England and France do not give
at all a correct idea. They wore feather head-dresses,
and their cloaks and trains were likewise trimmed with
feathers; and if not quite so picturesque, were more
snited to their convenience than the scanty feather
kilts in which they are made to appear. Having
breakiasted, my father and 1 followed the crowd at a
little distance to see what was going to occur. Among
them we observed, raised above their heads, a gaily
ornamented litter or covered palanquin, in which sat
»n person richly dressed with the regal border or red
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fringe of the Incas on his head. Wae learnt that he
was intended to represent Atahualpa. On pressed the
crowd with shouts and songs towards a large square
before us; there they halted, when from some build-
ings -in which they had been concealed, appeared an-
other party dressed in armour with guns in their hands,
and one or two small pieces of cannon following them.
They all wore masks, and were intended to represent
Spaniards. One more hideous than the rest was evi-
dently Pizarro, and by his side stood the priest Vicente
de Valverde. They approached the litter, and the
monk addressed the Inca in a long harangue. Ata-
hualpa replied, when a terrific shriek was heard; the
litter was overthrown, and the Inca was dragged
among the Spaniards. A mock combat took place,
but the Indians were driven back; and then arose tha
most melancholy cries and groans ever hefrd. It was
no imitated grief, for to such a pitch had they worked
up their imaginations, that they really fancied that
their Inca was again torn from them. At last they
retired, and a new scene in the drama commenced.

A namber of Spaniards came forth from the build-
ing to which they had carried off the Inca, and seated
themselves as 1f holding a council. Atahualpa was
next brought out. He stood, with downcast looks
and hands bound, before his judges, waiting his doom.
One man only pleaded his cause, the others brought
forth numberless arguments for his condemnation—a
good satire on those by which the real Inca was judged
to be worthy of death.- At length one standing up,
pronounced the representative Atahualpa guilty, order-
ing him to immediate execution. No sooner were the
words uttered, than there arose from the crowd such
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shrieks and cries, that I could scarcely believe them to
be feigned. Amid them the Inca was led to the place
of execution, already prepared, where stood a man with
ferocious aspect with an axe uplifted in his hands. The
axe fell, and while the cries and groans increased, as I
saw a bloody head liitted up before me, I thought for
an instant that the man had really been killed. 1
soon, however, saw that the bloody head was merely a
block of wood, while a piece of cloth was thrown ovér
the person who had represented the Inca to conceal hifn
from view. The Indians, however, appeared to be as
deeply affected with griel as if they had really just
seen their beloved monarch slaughtered before their
eyes, to such a pitch were their imaginations worked
up by the scene which had been acted. Had I not
witnessed what I describe, I could scarcely have be-
lieved it possible; and as the Cholas sang their songs
of mourning, the tears streamed down their cheeks, the
groans seemed to come from the hearts of the men, and
every countenance wore an expression of the most pro-
found sorrow. Just at that moment I saw a man
harrying up the path which led into the village from
the valley below. Almost breathless with exertion, he
uttered a few words to the first he met. His com-
munication flew like lightning among the crowd. They
scattered in every direction, as 1f a thunderbolt had
fallen among them. Masks were torn off and hastily
concealed, dresses were changed, and the block and
axe, and all the things connected with the representa-
tion, were carried away, while the people ran along
the streets, and shut themselves up in their houses in

evident {right.
We were not long in ascertaining the cause of ths
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commotion. As I watched the approach to the town,
I caught sight of the bayonet and shako of a soldier
rising above the brow of a hill. Another and another
followed, till about twenty men and two Spanish officers
formed in the square of the town. That they had come
for no good purpose, was soon made manifest by their
charging a small party of the Indians who had neglected
to escape from the square. So unexpected was the at-
tack, that some were captured, while others were cruelly
wounded before they could conceal themselves. The
soldiers having thus whetted their thirst for blood,
hurried from cottage to cottage, breaking open the
doors and dragging out the terrified inmates. Those
who were found with a mask, or any portion of the
ancient Indian costurme about them, proving that they
had taken part in the forbidden representation, were
without mercy shot, in spite of the entreaties and
cries of their wives and children. A considerable num-
ber were also dragged from their huts and bound
together with ropes, preparatory to being carried off
as prisoners.

We had hitherto remained concealed in the house
where we had rested for the night, and which had been
unvisited by the soldiers. Had we been able to leave
the village unobserved, we would gladly have done so
to avoid contact with the froops, though we had no
eason to apprehend ill treatment from them. My
father had desired Ithulpo to have our horses and
bagegage ready to start at a moment’s notice. While
we remained shut up in the house, we could only judge
of what was going on by the sounds we heard. The
shots and cries had grown fainter, and thinking that
the soldiers must have got to a distance, we considered
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this a good opportunity to set out. Ithulpo had been
watching them through a hole in the wall of an en-
closure, at a little distance from the cottage within
which our animals were to be kept ready. 1 looked
cautiously out of the door of the cottage, and seeing
no one near, I ran round to where Ithulpo was posted.
I told him that we were ready to start.

‘I was coming to tell you that now is our time to
start,” he replied. *¢I wish that I was certain that all
the soldiers are together, for 1 am afraid that some
may be left to guard the outlet to the village; but we
must run the risk.)

We accordingly brought the horses round. Our
bageage was soon strapped on, and mounting immedi-
ately, we set off at a brisk pace, followed by the well-
wishes of our host, towards the only outlet to the
village. Several houses were in flames, and more than
one apparently dead Indian met our view. A short
hour had made a sad change in the peaceful village,
which now looked as if it had been stormed and sacked
by a cruel enemy. We had no time to stop to examine
whether any of the prostrate forms we saw were still
alive, so we pushed on. Just, however, as we reached
the top of the pathway down the mountain, a party of
soldiers, with an officer at their head, appeared suddenly
before us. It was impossible to escape notice, so we
attempted to pass them.

¢ Stop !’ cried the officer, presenting a pistol. ¢ Who
are you?’

‘ English travellers, on the road to Lima,” answered
my father.

¢ Say rather English abettors of rebels,” exclaimed
the officer fiercely. ¢ We find you in a village en-
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couraging the ignorant people by your preseunce te
break the law. You are our prisoners.’

My father pleaded in vain that we had no intention
of breaking the law, or encouraging others to do so.

‘You may make your excuse to the government of
Lima,” answered the officer ; and he ordered us to re-
main where we were on pain of being shot.

A number of prisoners were collected together, and
we had no doubt that he had heard from one of them
of our being present at the forbidden ceremony we had
witnessed. The bugle now sounded the recall, and
soon afterwards the rest of the soldiers returned, drag-
eing after them a number more of wretched prisoners.
They appeared to be the principal people in the village;
and whether guilty or not of the crimes charged against
them, they were dragged away from their homes, to
- undergo more suffering on their road to their place of
trial than they would deserve even i proved guilty.

- The unhappy men were lashed together by the wrists
two and two, all being likewise joined by a single stout
rope ; while blows snd curses urged them on if they did
not move fast enough to please their tyrants. Had the
inhabitants of the village united bravely, they might
have overpowered the soldiers and rescued their friends;
but terror-stricken, they were afraid to show themselves.

Neither my father nor I were in any way molested,
but a soldier was placed on each side of us and our
Indian attendant, with orders to shoot us if we at-
tempted to escape, a command they seemed very ready
to obey. The word was then given to move on, and
we commenced our descent of the mountain, a body of
eight soldiers bringing up the rear. We addressed
the officers several times to learn why we were thus
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treated, but the only answer the one in command deigned
to make was—

‘You are found in communication with rebel Indians,
and there are suspicions against you.

I thought of our having aided the escapc of the
Indian chief Manco, and feared that by some means
the circumstance might have become known. If such
were the case, I trembled for the safety of my dear
mother and brothers and sisters. 1 thought of all the
insults and annoyance to which they must have been
subjected while our house was being searched, and my
father’s papers and books being examined, which I
knew they would be, by the officers of justice. 1 did
not, however, communicate my thoughts to my father,
as 1 felt that if it suggested the same idea to him, it
would cause him much pain and anxiety.

1 endeavoured therefore, as we rode on, to amuse
him by conversation; but I am afraid I succeeded
very ill. Ithulpo was very gloomy and silent, evi-
dently brooding over the wrongs his countrymen had
so long endured, and were still receiving, from their
oppressors. At the foot of the mountain we found
another party of soldiers concealed in a wood, and
guarding the horses of our escort. The whole then
mounted ; and as we proceeded at a more rapid rate,
the captive Indians were goaded on more cruelly to
keep up with us. Ithulpo still said not a word; but
as his eyes were now and then turned towards his
countrymen, I observed that looks of intelligence were
exchanged between them. Some shriecked with pain;
others returned glances of rage at their tormentors; a
few almost. fainted, till stirred up again to proceed;
and two, who had been wounded, actually dropped
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down, and as they were left in the rear, the report of
musketry told what had been their fate. The fear of
a similar catastrophe deterred others from giving in
while they had any strength remaining to drag onwards
their weary limbs.

My father’s kind heart was bursting with indignation
and grief; but from the surly answers he received, he
saw that it would be hopeless to plead for the unhappy
beings.

‘A day of bitter retribution will come, ere long, for
this tyranny,” he observed. ‘Such conduet must arouse
even the most long-enduring from their apathy. Kven
as it is, how entirely has Spain failed to reap any benefit
from her apparently glorious conquest of this new world!
or rather, I may say, from the mode in which that con-
quest was conducted, it has brought on her a heavy
curse instead of a blessing. Since she gained America,
she has gradually declined in wealth, intelligence, and
power; and if I mistake not the signs of the times,
these beautiful provinces will soon be wrested {rom her,
though, alas, the seeds of misgovernment and bigotry
which she planted, will take ages more to eradicate.

Subsequent events, as my readers know, proved the
correctness of my father’s observations. Spain no
longer holds sway over any part of the American
- continent ; and the colonies she has planted, ever
since constantly plunged in civil war and anarchy,
have been f{ar outstripped in ecivilisation by those
peopled by the Anglo-Saxon race.



76 ~ MAXNCO, THE PERUVIAN CHIELF.

CHAPTER VL

ATTEMPT TO CROSS A DESERT—THE DISASTLERS
WE ENCOUNTERED.

Our journey was irksome and disagreeable in the ex-
treme. We marched on each day as long as the horses
and men could move ; and we rested at night, sometimes
in farm-houses, or in the public tambos; but frequently
‘we took shelter within the ruins of forts or other build-
ings, and often we were obliged to sleep on the hard
ground, with our saddles for our pillows and the star-
lit sky above our heads. As it was the height of sum-
mer, this mattered little. We suffered, however, much
from the heat in the day-time, and we were compelled
frequently to dismount to lead our horses over the
rugged places we had to pass. Day after day the
poor captives dropped through fatigue, till their num-
bers were much thinned; but still we pushed on. We
passed through a number of Indian villages, the inhabi-
tants of which looked out from their mat doors with
sad eyes on their unhappy countrymen; and we now
discovered that the object of the Spaniards in carry-
ing them on was to strike terror into the hearts of the
people. When governors cannot manage a people so
as to gain their love, they attempt to rule them through
their fears; but such a government is never of long
duration, and must ultimately bring destruction on
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itself. We had marched for three days without find-
ing any habitations, when I saw the officers holding
consultation together, and evidently much perplexed,
A halt was ordered, and inquiries made if anybody
knew the road. We had lost our way. The Indians
had no knowledge of that part of the country, nor had
any of the soldiers. I detected a gleam of intelligence
in the countenance of Ithulpo, which made me suspect
that he could give the desired information if he chose;
but when asked, he denied all knowledge of the way.
We took shelter that night within the walls of a ruined
village, which, from its appearance, I judged had not
been inhabited since the time of the conquest, excepy
us a temporary abode in the same manner as we used
it. It must have been a place of some extent, but the
greater part was concealed by trees and shrubs, and
creeping plants, which had grown up among the walls.
Most of the buildings were of sun-dried bricks; but
others, within one of which we were placed, were of
masses of stone, like the fortress of Cuzco. It had
probably been the residence of a chief or noble. It
seemed strange that the Spaniards should not have
known so remarkable a spot; but though they did not,
[ was certain that the Indians were well acquainted
with It. |

The prisoners were all driven together like a flock of
sheep within one of the enclosures, and a sentry was
placed over them, with orders to shoot any who might
attempt to escape. After the horses had been picketed
in a grassy spot close to the ruins, the soldiers lighted
their fires to dress their evening meal, while the two
officers sat themselves down on a fragment of stone
and smoked their cigars, taking no notice of us, Our




738 MANCO, THE PERUVIAN CHIEF.

horses and luggage mule had been placed with the
others under a guard; so they thought, I suppose,
that we should not attempt to escape:. Meantime my
father and 1 sat at a little distance, watching the pro-
ceedings of our very unwelcome companions, while
Ithulpo stood near, casting every now and then to-
wards them glances expressive of the most intense
hatred, and a desire of vengeance. The sun was still
low, but his rays yet tinged the topmost branches of
the trees and the lofty ranges of mountains in the
distance. The soldiers had brought skins of wine
and plenty of good cheer with them; and when they
had eaten, they passed the wine-skins round right
merrily, the officers joining in the carouse. Instead
of pouring the wine into cups, they lifted the skins
hich above their heads, and without touching the
vessel to their lips, allowed the wine to run down
their throat In a gentle stream. As we were close
enough to them to be easily watched, the officers, I
suppose, thought that we should not attempt to move
away. Ithulpo had stowed a sort of knapsack he
carried with some dried meat and bread, which he
now produced, and it served to satisfy our appetites;
but we had no wine, and our surly guards did not
deign to ofier us any.

‘ Do not repine, sirs, at the want,’ he observed. *1
will show you a pure streaimn, the water of which, ere
to-morrow’s sun has set, those soldiers will value more
than the finest wine their country can produce.’

The sun went down, and the shades of night came
rapidly on, but still the Spaniards continued their de-
bauch. They had apparently forgotten us and their
other prisoners; for though by the light of their fires
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we could clearly see them, sitling as we were under the
shadow of a wall, we were no longer visible to them.
[thulpo came and sat himself down beside me.

‘Could we not manage to get away from these
people?’ I asked in a whisper.

‘*Not now,” he answered. ‘The sentries would give
the alarm if we attempted to take the horses, and with-
out them we cannot move. To-morrow we shall have
a better opportunity, and we may help some of my poor
countrymen to escape at the same time.’

‘Why do you expect that a good opportunity to
escape will ocecur?’ I inquired.

‘I cannot at present reply to your question,” he said.
‘' Those who now guard us will no longer be able to do
s0. 'Trust to me. You will enter Llima as free men,
and no one will appear as a witness against you, to
support the false accusation these people have made.’

I forbore to question him further, but there was
something very mysterious in his look and manner ; and
at first the horrid idea occurred to me that he had by
some means contrived to poison the Spaniards, for
otherwise I could not account for the confidence with
which he pronounced his prediction. However, I en-
deavoured to banish the suspicion as too dreadful to be
entertained. At length the commanding officer seemed
to recollect that he had duties to attend to. Fresh
guards were set over the prisoners and the horses, wood
was collected and the fires were made up, and a sentinel
was posted near the spot, under shelter of a wall, which
we had selected for our. place of rest. Ithulpo got
leave to bring us our saddles and horse-trappings to
gerve us for beds, and he likewise brought us our port-
“manteaus and saddle-bags, which he placed near ws,
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The soldiers threw themselves on the ground, and were
very soon fast asleep. Our sentry also, from the manner
his head every now and then gave a sharp nod, was
evidently very drowsy. The heat of the weather, the
exertion he had undergone, and the wine he had drunk,
were quite enough to account for this. I also at last
fell asleep. My eyes had been closed for about a couple
of hours, when I was awakened by Ithulpo touching
my shoulder. I sat up, and observed that he had the
wine - skins emptied by the soldiers hanging on his
arm.

‘ Follow me,” he whispered. ¢ We are not going to
escape ; but you are thirsty, and I will show you a pure
spring, where you may drink your fill, and you will be
better able to endure the heat of to-morrow’s sun.’

>ilently following him, as he led the way among the
ruins, I found that we had reached a thick and appa-
rently impenetrable wood. Without stopping, how-
ever, he went direct to a spot where the branches
yielded easily to his hand. A winding path appeared
before us, proceeding along which, we arrived in an open
forest glade. On one side rose a high rock, which
seemed part of a range of cliffs forming the side of a
mountain. The murmuring sound of water met my
ear, and by the faint starlicht I discovered a stream
cushing forth from the rock, and finding its way in a
narrow rivulet through the glade.

* The white man thinks that the discovery of a gold
mine will bring him all the wealth he can desire; but
the time has come when he would gladly exchange all
the gold and silver hidden within yon mountains for one
draught of that pure stream,” muttered Ithulpo, as I
stooped my head to drink at the fountain. ¢ Drink—
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drink while you can,’ he continued in the same low
tcne, ‘It is more than wealth, it is life itself; it fer-
~ tilizes, it invigorates, it cleanses, it blesses. Without it
the world would be but a sterile desert, unfit for the
habitation of man; while gold, which the white men
value so much, has ever proved the curse of our country.
They value it because they think it scarce, while we,
who know the deep mines where in vast heaps it lies
hid from their sight, place it at its true worth, below
iron and copper, or even silver or {in.’

While Ithulpo was thus speaking, he was employed
in washing out and filling the skins he had brought
with water. 1 also filled a couple of flasks with the
pure fluid. We then retraced our steps by the way we
had come, I assisting him in carrying the somewhat
heavy burden. We reached the camp unobserved by
the drowsy sentries. I was wondering what the Indian
~intended doing with the skins, when, begging me to lie
down and rest, he took up two of the skins, and crept
cantiously away towards the enclosure where his
countrymen were confined. After a little time he re-
turned, and again took the path to the fountain to
replenish the skins. I was afraid he would have been
discovered, but he went about the work so cautiously
and silently, that he altogether escaped the observation
of the sentries. After he had given the prisoners all
the water they required, he came back to where we
were lying, and threw himself on the ground near us.
The rest of the night passed quietly away ; and notwith-
standing the painful position in which we were placed,
I slept soundly. I was aroused by the sound of a
bugle, and found the soldiers getting under arms and
preparing to march. Our baggage was replaced by
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[thulpo, who I saw watched it carefully. The men
mounted, the prisoners were drageed out from their
resting-place, and we commenced our day’s journey.

An extensive plain was before us; with a few rugged
and barren heights scattered over it. As we proceeded
vegetation grew more and more scanty, till after we
had marched scarcely half a mile, it ceased altogether.
We had slept, we found, on the borders of a desert.
The ground was at first composed of a mixture of rock
and clay, over which the sea had evidently rolled in
former ages ; but as we proceeded it became more loose
and broken, till it changed into a soft shifting sand,
into which our horses’ feet sank deep at every step they
made.

The poor prisoners, already worn out with their long
journey, appeared scarcely able to drag on their weary
limbs through it. Of its extent we were unable to
judge, but the commander seemed to fancy that in a
short time we should reach firmer and more fertile
ground, where we should find water and halt to break-
fast. The sun, which rose in a cloudless sky on our
right, showed that we were proceeding in the direction
we wished to follow—towards the north.

‘ Forward, my men,” shouted the officer. ‘In an hour
or two we shall be out of this ill-conditioned spot, and
find rest and refreshment.’

The soldiers lighted their cigars and urged on the:
horses, while they dealt their blows freely on the backs
of the Indians to quicken their speed.

1 observed a peculiar smile on the countenance uf
Ithulpo, as the officer spoke of soon reaching a place
of rest. Qur attendant had, I found, managed to dis-
tribute a supply of the highly prized cacao among hig



ATTEMPT TO CROSS A DESERT. 83

- countrymen ; and while their features wore a look of
sullen indifference as they received the ill-merited blows,
I remarked that they seemed to bear up against the
fatigue better than they had before done. As the sun
rose higher the heat increased, till it became almost in-
supportable. The officers spoke earnestly together for
some time, and were evidently growing anxious as to
the road we were taking. At length their voices grew
louder and louder, as if disputing on the point, for
there was very little semblance of discipline among
them. 'Then they called up several of their men one
after the other, but could not gain the information they
required. Some of the prisoners were next brought
up, but they either could not or would not say whether
we were pursuing the proper course, their countenances
assuming an expression of the most perfect ignorance
and apathy. Still we pushed on, the Spaniards trying
to urge their horses still faster through the heavy sand.

Betore us rose a bright glittering haze, through which
objects every now and then appeared seemingly in the
far distance—hills, and trees, and rocks, and lakes, and
streams of pure water; but as we advanced they van-
ished, and a few barren mounds and loose stones alone
were found, while the supposed water was altogether a
mocking deception. To the right hand and to the left,
the same inhospitable desert seemed to stretch out far
away; and we had already advanced so deeply into it,
that the officers probably supposed that there would be
as much risk in returning as in going on. On therefore
we went, the soldiers having no mercy on the prisoners,
whom they urged forward, whenever they attempted to
slacken their pace, with the points of their swords, till
the blood trickled in streams down the backs of these
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miserable beings. We were riding just behind the
main body of the soldiers, followed by Ithulpo and the
baggage mules. The generous, kind heart of my father
was almost bursting with indignation, as he saw this
piece of cruelty.

At last, as an Indian more weary than the rest sunk
to the ground, and a soldier was about to plunge his
sword into his body, he could restrain himself no
longer.

‘ Hold, wretch!” he exclaimed. ¢ Add not murder to
your cruelty.’

The soldier, taken by surprise, did not strike the
fatal blow till his horse had carried him past the faint-
ing Indian; but, balked of his prey, his anger was
kindled against my father, and turning round, he made
a cut at him with his sword. Fortunately I carried a
heavy riding “whip, with which I was able to parry the
blow. The man did not attempt to repeat it, for the
junior officer turning round, observed the act, and
called him to order; but it showed us what we were
to expect if we excited the anger of our captors. I
could not withstand the despairing look the poor wretch
cast on us as he thought we were about to pass him
and to leave him to his fate; so throwing myself from
iy horse, I lifted his head from the ground. My
father stopped also, and so did Ithulpo.

‘On, on!’ shouted the rear-guard of the Spaniards.
*On, or we will fire at you.’

‘We will follow immediately,” replied my father.
¢On my word of honour—on the word of an English-
man.’

The Spaniards had never known that word broken,
so they allowed us to stop to help the Indian. One of
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our haggage mules was lightly laden, and in spite of
the threats of the soldiers we lifted him upon it. I
had, as I mentioned, filled a small spirit-flask with
water, and unseen I poured a few drops down his
parched throat. This much revived him, and by
urging on our animals, we were soon able to overtake
the already weary horses of the Spaniards.

The time for breakfast had long since passed, but
still no signs of a resting-place appeared. On the
contrary, the sand became finer and deeper, and the
dreary expanse before us seemed to lengthen out to
the horizon. As the sun also rose higher in the sky,
his unobstructed rays darted down with greater force
apon our heads. There had been a slight breeze in
the morning, blowing fresh from over the snowy sum-
mits of the Cordilleras; but that had now died entirely
away, and not a breath of air stirred the stagnant
atmosphere. The heat at length became almost msup-
portable, while our eyes could scarcely bear the glare
of the sun on the white glittering sand.

To do the Spaniards credit, they bore up bravely
for a long time against the heat and thirst and fatigue
which assailed them. "The horses, however, which had
only been scantily supplied with water the night before,
began to knock up—their ears dropped, their heads
hung down, and their respiration became thick and
fast. Ithulpo had supplied my father and me with
cacao, by chewing a piece of which occasionally, we
avoided any feeling of hunger; and as we also wetted
our lips, when they became parched, with the water
from our flasks, we did not suffer much from thirst.
Still the sensation of oppression and fatigue was very
painful. We received too, ere long, a warning of what
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might be our fate, in the spectacle which met our sigt.
The sun had reached his meridian height, and was
descending towards the waters of the Pacifie, and still
it appeared that we had made no more progress than
in the morning, when we came upon the bleached bones
of several mules and horses, and by their side appeared,
just rising above the sand, the skeletons of three human
beings. It appeared as if they had all been struck
down together by the same fiery blast. The soldiers,
as we passed, turned their looks aside, without utter-
ing a word, each one feeling that he might shortly
become like those ghastly remnants of mortality. I
observed that the heads of the animals were all turned
towards the south, by which I judged that thus they
had probably travelled over a greater distance of the
burning desert than we had yet passed, so that we were
yet not half over our difficultles.

“ Those gkeletons show that we are on the high road
across the desert,” I remarked to my father.

¢I am afraid not, David,” he answered. ‘They may
have lost their way, and we have stumbled on them by
chance.’

Such, I at once saw, was too likely to be the case.

The gauze-like mist of which I had before spoken,
now appeared to grow more dense, and to lose its
transparent appearance; at the same time that the
rays of the sun struck down with fiercer heat, and the
atmosphere grew more stagnant and oppressive. Some
of the soldiers had lizhted their cigars, in the hope that
the fumes of tobacco would alleviate their thirst; and
as the tiny jets of smoke left their mouths, they went
straight up towards the sky, not a breath existing to
blow them aside. Suddenly, as I turned my head to
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the left, 1 saw what appeared to be a dark cloud rising
from the earth. I pointed it out to my father. Ithulpo
nad at the same time observed it.

‘ Muffle up your heads in your ponchos, and push on
for the love of life,” he exclaimed. ‘It is the sand-
drift swept before a whirlwind. On! on! or it will
overwhelm us!’

It was indeed an object to appal the stoutest heart.
On it came, like a black wall, rising higher and higher,
and curling over our heads, till the sky and the sun
himself were obscured. The soldiers saw it and
trembled, for they knew its deadly power; whole regi-
ments had before been buried beneath that heavy
canopy. ‘Their only chance of safety, they fancied,
was to gallop through it. With frantic energy they
dug their spurs into the sides of their panting steeds.
They no longer thought of their miserable prisoners.
Without a sensation of commiseration, they lett them
to the dreadful fate they themselves strove to escape.
Neithier could we do anything for them: if we stopped,
we also should lose our lives. As we followed the
soldiers, we found the Indians all huddled together,
with looks of despair on their countenances, watching
the approach of the sand-drift. They had no pro-
spect of extricating themselves either ; for the Spaniards
had not even cut the cords which bound them all to-
cether. I glanced at the black wall of sand; it was
still some way off. Could 1 leave my fellow-creatures
thus to perish horribly, without an attempt to save
them ? No burning thirst, thanks to Ithulpo’s pre-
cautions, had yet dried up the sympathies of my heart.

‘What are you gomg to do, David?’ asked my
father, as he saw me throw myself from my horse.
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‘To give these poor fellows a chance of life,” I an-
swered, drawing out my knife, and cutting away at
their cords.

“Your mother and sisters, my lad, must not be for-
gotten,” he muttered; °but stay, 1 will help you.’

As he said this he set to work to release the Indians,
in which we were directly joined by Ithulpo; the rear-
guard, as they passed by, bestowing many curses and
threats of vengeance on our heads for our interference ;
but they were too anxious to save their own lives to
prevent us. Scarcely a minute was lost.

‘Mount! mount! and ride on!’ cried Ithulpo.

Throwing our knives to the Indians, we leaped on
our horses, and again followed the direction we sup-
posed the soldiers had taken. We had not procceded
many yards when the wall of sand seemed to wheel
round like an extended line of infantry, and then to
advance at double speed. To escape it by galloping
from it was now hopeless; so we turned our horses’
heads to face it. As we did so, a clear break appeared
in one part.

‘Let us make for yonder lighter spot,” shouted my
father.

We did so. On came the dark wall; the sand swept
by us, whirling round and round our heads, blinding
our eyes, and filling our ears and nostrils. 1t was with
difficulty even that we could breathe, as with each re-
spiration our mouths became choked with the sand. 1
endeavoured, as well as I was able, to keep close to my
father, though for a time it was only by our voices, as
we shouted to each other, that we were aware of each
other’s position. We did our utmost to keep our horses’
heads in the direction the sand-storm came from, that
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we might the more speedily pass through it. "They
breasted it bravely, though their thick-drawn breath
showed the pain they suffered; but they seemed to be
~ as well aware as ourselves of the necessity of exertion.
It was with difficulty, however, that we could even
keep our seats, as, with our hats pressed over our
eyes, our ponchos drawn tight around us, and our
bodies bent down over their necks, we encouraged them
to proceed with bit and rein. We were making all the
time, in reality, but little real progress, as I soon dis-
covered ; their utmost exertion being required to lift
their legs out of the sand, which was rapidly collecting
round us. |

On a sudden, a dark mass swept towards us. 1
know not how it was,—I believe I must have turned
to my .right,—I kept calling to my father as before;
but oh, what horror— what agony seized my soul
when he did not answer! and as I endeavoured to
pierce the thick mass of sand which surrounded me,
I could nowhere see him. I could not tell which way
to turn. I felt lost and bewildered, and I believed that
my last moment had arrived—a dreadful death was to
be my lot. 1 did not regard myself; it was for my
noble father I felt. ¢O that I could have died with
him!” I thought. My Dbrave horse, however, still
exerted himself to save ‘his own life and mine, when
I had ceased to care what became of me, by continu-
ing to lift his feet above the overwhelming sand-drifts.
My only wish was to find my father; but so completely
was I bewildered that I knew not whether to turn to
the right hand or to the left. His horse might have
sunk down, I thought. and then in a few moments he
would for ever have been covered up from mortal sight:

G
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or, overcome with fatigne and the suffocating atmo-
sphere, he might have fallen, and been unable to regain
his steed. Or happily he might have passed through
the sand-drift in safety, and have been all the time suf-
fering with anxiety for my sake. But this hope was
very transient; the predominant feeling was that my
father was lost, and that 1 was about to share his fate.
I was thus giving way to despair, when I was aware of
a considerable decrease in the density of the sand-laden
atmosphere; the last breath of the fierce whirlwind
passed by; the sun shone forth bright and clear, and I
stood alone amid a sea of glittering sand. Oh, with
what an aching anxious heart I looked around, to see
if the one object I sought was visible on that dreary
white expanse! DBefore me, there was nothing; a few
mounds and rocks aione were to be seen between me
and the horizon; but as I turned round just as the
column of sand swept on, not thirty paces behind me,
with joy such as I cannot describe, 1 saw my father
stooping down and endeavouring to extricate his horse
from the sand, which had partially covered him. I
hurried towards him, and leaping to the ground, threw
myself into his arms. For the moment all sensations
of fatigue or thirst were forgotien in the joy of recover-
ing him.

Knowing that my horse was strong, he had felt less
anxiety on my account than I had on his. With some
exertion we cleared away the sand, and once more got
his horse upon his feet, though the poor animal appeared
scarcely able to move, much less to bear a man of my
father’s weight. We had still one flask of water un-
tounched. We drank a little, and with a portion of
the remainder washed the mouths and nostrils of our
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horses, and poured a few drops down their throats,
still keeping a little for any further emergency. This
very much revived them ; and once more mounting, we
endeavoured to find our way across the desert.

Since the sand-drift first overtook us, scarcely as
much time had elapsed as it has occupied to read the
account I have given; but so dreadful were the sensa-
tions I experienced, and so intense my anxiety, that to
me it appeared an age. The heat soon became almost
as great as before the storm, and the atmosphere as
oppressive, warning us that, though thus far preserved,
we were still placed in a position of great peril. It
was now that I felt the benefit of the firm reliance in
the coodness of Providence, which my father had ever
inculcated, and which at this juncture supported him.

‘Courage, my dear boy,” he exclaimed. ¢ God has
thus far preserved us. lle will still find the means
of rescuing us.’ _

As he spoke, the dark wall of sand, which had been
receding from us, after whirling in various directions,
seemed to settle down in a line of undulating mounds
in the distance; and on every side the horizon once
more became entirely clear.

We naturally first tried to discover any traces of the
Spanish eavalry ; and after straining my eyes for some
time, I perceived a few dark objects which seemed to
be moving on towards the point which, from the posi-
tion of the sun, we judged to be the north. Some
other objects beyond them afforded us a fair hope of
being able to find our way out of this dreadful desert.
I could not doubt that what 1 saw were the tops of
some tall trees, though at such a distance that their
base was not visible; indeed my father, who agreed

-~
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with me that they were trees, was of opinion that they
grew on ground somewhat elevated above the sandy
plain.

Towards them, therefore, we steered our course, as
the Spaniards were also probably doing. Our horses,
we fancied, must have seen them likewise, or their
instinet told them that water was to be found in the
neighbourhood. We looked round in vain for Ithulpo
and the Indians. Not a sign of them could we per-
ceive, and it would have been madness to have at-
tempted to search for them. Indeed, had we found
them, we could have rendered them no assistance. I
was in hopes, indeed, that Ithulpo, whose horse was
strong, and who I suspected knew the country better
than he pretended to the Spaniards, would have found
some means of escaping, and of aiding his countrymen.
We had, in truth, still too much to do in attempting
to preserve our own lives, to allow us to think much of
others. It would be assuming to be above humanity,
did I not confess this.

The sun was already sinking low; and should we be
uhable to reach the trees before dark, and be compelled
to rest on the plain or wander about it all night, we
could scarcely hope to survive. The ground we passed
‘over was as smooth as if the receding tide had just left
it. Not the sign of a footstep of man or beast was to
be seen, though here and there a slight rise showed that
some harder substance had offered an impediment {o the
drifting sand. After toiling onwards for half an hour
at a very slow pace, we came upon a horses head just
rising from the sand. He had died probably in attempt-
ing to extricate himself. Several heaps showed that
others—human beings, too probably—also lay beneath,
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"They, at all events, were beyond all help. The horse
I recognised, from the head-trappings, as belonging to
the officer commanding the party. We were passing
on, when we observed, a little on the right, a man ex-
tended on his back. A movement of his arm showed
me that he was not dead, and that probably he was
endeavouring to call our attention to himself.

‘Though he is one of those who showed no pity to
the poor Indians, we must try what we can do for him,’
said my father ; and we turned our horses towards him.

As he saw us approach, he mustered all his strength
and tried to rise.

‘ Water, water !’ he muttered. ¢ In mercy give me a
drop of water !’

It was the cruel officer himself. Still he was a fellow-
ereature. We had a small portion of water in the flask.
We might want it ourselves, but still we could not leave
him thus to die. So I dismounted, and approached
him with the flask, while my father held my horse, who
~showed signs of an eagerness to rush on to the oasis
we had discovered. The officer, when he saw the flask,
would have seized 1f, and drained off the whole of its
contents; but I held it back, and pouring out a few
drops in the cover, let them trickle down his throat. I
thought of what Ithulpo had said of water being of
more value often than gold. Truly those drops were
more precious to the dying man; they had the effect
of instantly reviving him. Brightness came back to his
clazed eyes, his voice returned, and he was able to sit
up, and even to make an attempt to rise on his feet;
but to do so was more than his strength would allow.

‘(xive me more water or I shall die,” he said as ha
saw me replacing the flask in my pocket. ¢ My rascally
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troopers have deserted me, to try and save their own
worthless lives, and I have only you foreigners to de-
pend on.’

‘T cannot give you more water,” I answered. ¢Ihave
but a few drops left to moisten my father’s and my own
lips.’

‘O leave them for me. I will give you your liberty,
I will give you all I possess in the world, for that small
flask of water, he exclaimed. ¢ You will not require
it, for beneath yonder trees, in the distance, you will
find a fountaln where you may drink your fill. Have
mercy, stranger, have mercy !’

1t was difficult to withstand the poor wretch’s earnest
appeal. 1 poured out a little more water, which he
drank off at once. I then gave him a small lump of
cocoa; and scraping up a heap of sand, I placed him
leaning against it, so that he might feel any breath of
air which might blow ; promising faithfully to retura to
bring him to the oasis, if we were fortunate enough to
reach it in safety,

‘ But the voracious condors aund the lions will come
and destroy me, if I remain here during the night
alone,” he shrieked out. * O take me with you, generous
Iinglishman, take me with you!’

To do this was utterly impossible. My horse could
scarcely carry me, much less another person in addition.

‘ Come, David,” said my father; ¢ you have done your
utmost for this miserable man. We risk our own lives
by further delay.’

In spite, therefore, of the entreaties of the Spaniard,
I again mounted my horse. It just then occurred to
me that if he had his pistols, he might defend himself
against any wild beasts. On my offering to load them
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for him, he told me that he had thrown them away. 8o
I gave him one of my own, with a little ammunition,
that he might reload it, if required. MHe seized the
weapon eagerly as I presented it.

‘ Then you will not stay to help me, or carry me with
vyou!” he exclaimed fiercely as I rode off. ¢ You will not!
—then take that;’ and levelling at me the pistol which
I had just given, he fired. The ball just grazed my
side, but did no further mischief.

‘ The poor wretch is delirious with fear,” observed
my father, when he found that I was uninjured. *lLet
us ride on.’

On we rode, but thoungh we made some progress, the
oasis was still in appearance as far off as when first seen.
The sun was sinking rapidly—it reached the horizon—
it disappeared; the short twilight changed into the
obscurity of night; and the beacon by which we had
hitherto directed our course was no longer to be seen.
The stars, however, shone brightly forth; and I had
marked one which appeared just above the clump of
trees. DBy that we now steered, though,I had too soon
strong proof, the instinet of our horses would have led
them towards the oasls without our guidance. Al-
though it was night, the heat was intense; our throats
were dry, our lips were parched, and we were experi-
encing all the terrible sensations of intolerable thirst.
\We had kept the remmnant of the water for a last re-
source, in case we should not reach the fountain.

I think that for nearly another hour we had ridden
on, my father not having spoken a word all that time,
when to my horror, without any warning, he fell heavily
from his horse. His hands had let go the reins, and
the animal, relieved of his burden, set off towards the
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oasis. I threw myself from my horse. 'To lift him up
and to pour some water down his throat was the work
of a moment. It instantly restored him to conscious-
ness. He appeared to have suffered no injury from his
fall. While I was thus engaged, my horse escaped
rrom me and set off after his companion. So engrossed,
however, was I in tending my father, that I scarcely
noticed the occurrence. It was, of course, utterly
hopeless to attempt to recover the animals, and thus
were we two leff in the middle of the desert without a
prospect of escaping.

O the horrors of that night! They can never be
obliterated from my memory. At first I thought of
attempting to reach the oasis by walking; but my
father, though having sufficient strength to sit up, and,
had he not lost his horse, to ride, felt himself utterly
unable to accomplish the distance on foof. I had
bitterly, indeed, to regret my momentary carelessness
in allowing my horse to escape from me. It might have
been the cause of my father’s and my destruction. I
have often since thought, from being for one instant
only off our guard, how much misery and ruin may
occur — how much wickedness and suffering may be
the result !

The air was still very sultry, and even the sand, on
which we rested, was very hot. Our last drop of water
was consumed. My father did not know it, but I had
eiven it to him. I had begun to suffer dreadfully {from
thirst. My throat seemed lined with a coating like the
face of a file, and my lips were hard and cracked ; while
the skin, from the drying effects of the sun, the wind,
and the sand, was peeling off my face. My father did
not feel so much pain as I did; but my strength, I
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fancied, had in no way failed me, and I thought that,
if I had kept my horse, I could easily have walked by
his side till we reached the fountain we expected to
find. We sat for some time without speaking. The
stars were shining in undimmed brilliancy above our
heads from the dark blue sky; not a breath of air
was stirring, not a sound was heard. I never endured
a gilence so profound, so solemn, and so painful. For
a time I almost fancied that I had become deaf. At
length my father’s voice, which sounded deep and hollow,
convinced me of the contrary.

¢ David,” he said, ‘I must not let you, my boy, re-
main here to die. You may still be able during the
night to reach the oasis, and the cool of the morning
will bring you renewed strength. If you reach it in
safety, you are certain fo find our horses there, and you
can return with them and the flasks full of water to me.
I feel quite certain that I can hold out till then.

I scarcely knew what to answer my father. Though
I thought that I might possibly reach the oasis, I saw
the great difficulty there would be in again finding him,
without any means in that vast plain of marking his
position ; and I felt far from confident that his strength
would endure till my return.

¢ No, father,” I answered; ‘I cannot leave you now.
I should not find you again, so that my going would
not preserve you; and 1 will thecefore stay and share
your fate.’

I need not mention all the arguments my father used
to persuade me to leave him, and how 1 entreated him
to allow me to remain. At last he consented that I
should stay with him till just before daybreak, which
18 in that, as in nost climates, the coolest time generally
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of the twenty-four hours. He then proposed that !
should plant my whip, with a piece of bandkerchief
tied to the end of it, on the top of the highest rock or
piece of ground I should find near, to serve as a mark
for his position, should he not by that time have sufh-
ciently recovered his strength to set ont with me.

‘ Perhaps 1 may be able to accompany youn part of
the way, and then you will have a less distance to re-
turn to look for me,” he observed.

As he spoke, however, I could not help remarking,
with grief, that there was a hollow tone in his voice
which betokened failing strength, while his words were
uttered with pain and difficulty. I could too well judge
of his sensations by my own; and gladly would I have
oiven the room full of gold which the unfortunate Inca,
Atahualpa, promised to the greedy Spaniards, for a
flask of water to quench the burping thirst which was
consuming us.

Hour after hour passed away, as we sat side by side
on the sand. We spoke but little; indeed I soon fell
into a state of dreamy unconsciousness, which was not
sleep, though at the same time I could not be said to
be awake. All sorts of strange sights passed before
me, and strange noises sounded in my ears, though I
was sensible that they were not realities. I saw horses
calloping before me, some with riders, and others wild
steeds with flowing manes. Troops of Indians came by
in their feathers and gay dresses, and soldiers marched
past with colours flying and bands playing; and hunters, -
and dogs, and animals of every description. Indeed
there appeared no end to the phantom shapes which
met my sight.

In vain I endeavoured to arouse myself. A weight
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I could not throw off pressed me to the ground. I
cannot more particularly describe my sensations; I
only know that they were very dreadful. I was aware
that my father was near me, and that I wished to pre-
serve him from some danger; but I thought sometimes
that we were at sea on a raft; at others, that we were
sliding down a snowy mountain, and that, though I
tried to catch some of the snow in my hand to cool
my tongue, it vanished before it reached my mouth;
and then I felt that we were sinkiug into the earth,
which, as we sunk, grew hotter and hotter, till it
scorched my skin, and I shrieked out with the pain.
I started and lifted up my head; a pair of fierce glow-
ing eyes met my view—a huge jaguar or tiger stood
before me! We eyed each other for a moment with a
fixed gaze. 1 was more astonished than alarmed; for
owing to the state of stupor from which I had been
aroused, I had not time to be aware of the peril in
which we were placed. Fortunately, when I lay down,
I had taken my pistol from my belt, and placed it by
my side, ready to grasp it at & moment’s warning. My
first impulse was to seize it ; and while the jaguar still
stood apparently considering whether he should spring
upon me and carry me off to the mountains to serve
him as a banquet, I lifted the weapon and fired it
directly in his face. Startled by so unexpected =
reception, instead of springing forward, he turned
round with a roar of rage and pain, and galloped off
across the desert.

The report of the pistol aroused my father, who could
scarcely believe what had occurred. I regretted not
having been able to kill the brute; for, driven to ex-
tremity as we were, we should eagerly have drunk his
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hlood to attempt to quench our thirst. I reloaded
my pistol in the expectation of his return; and grown
desperate as I was, I almost hoped that he would do
s0, that I might have another chance of shooting him.
""he possibility of this served effectually to prevent me
from again falling into a drowsy state, and I believe
it was of essential service {o me.

Another risk now occurred to me. Though at pre-
sent perfectly calm, the wind might suddenly arise, and
should we fall asleep, the sand might be drifted over
us, and we should certainly be suffocated. No mariner,
whose ship is drifting on an unknown lee-shore, ever
more earnestly wished for daylight than I did for the
appearance of dawn, though I was afraid it could hut
little avail my poor father.

At length a faint streak appeared in the sky. It was
a sign that we must attempt to proceed on our way or
abandon all hope of escape. I called to my father,
whose eyes were closed.

‘Yes, my boy,” he answered, ‘I will come;’ but
when he attempted to rise, I saw that his strength was
not equal to the exertion.

I feit also, when I tried, but little able to walk even
by myself, much less to help him onward. Still the
effort must be made. 1 got myself on my feet, and
raised him also. We staggered onward iIn the direc-
tion, 1 supposed, of the oasis. With a melancholy
foreboding, however, 1 felt that at the pace we were
ocoing we should never be able to reach it. Still T
resolved not to give in. Onward we went like two
drunken men. Every instant I thought we should fall
to rise no more. I was certain that if I quitted my
father, it would only be to die apart {rom him, when
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death would be doubly bitter. I could no longer see
the star which had before guided us. Either clouds
had obscured it, or a mist had arisen, or my eyes were
growing dim. My father was pressing more heavily
on my arm. I tried to support him, but my strength
was insufficient. In the attempt we both fell together.
All hope abandoned me.

‘O God, protect my wife and chiidren !’ murmured
wy father.

I also tried to pray, but with difficulty I ecould col-
lect my thoughts for a few moments together. I lifted
myself on my knees by my father’s side, and raised his
head from the sand. Daylicht was now coming on,
and with anguish I saw by the expression of his features
that if aid was not speedily afforded, it would be too
late to preserve his life,
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CHAPTER VIL

HOPE REVIVES—LIMA AND ITS SCENES AND
CHARACTERS,

As a shipwrecked seaman, on the wild rock in the
middle of the ocean, anxiously seans the horizon to
search for a sail in sight, so did I cast my eager gaze
over the barren sandy waste, to discover if providen-
tially any succour was at hand. The shades of night
melting away before the rays of the sun, the wished-for
oasis appeared in the distance; and by the marks on
the sand, I could not doubt that we had been wander-
ing away instead of approaching i1t. How eagerly 1
looked towards the spot where 1 believed the means
of reviving our fast-failing strength could be found!
As I gazed at it, it seemed to approach nearer, and
tantalized me the more that I knew that I could not
reach it. |
The sun rose slowly and majestically in the sky, and
his burning rays began again to strike down upon our
heads. Still I kept my senses; but I felt that death
must soon terminate my dear father’s sufferings, and
mine as well. Once more I cast my glance round the
horizon. I gazed steadily—I saw a dark object mov-
ing in the distance. O how earnestly 1 watched it!
I could not be mistaken —it was approaching us.
As it came on, I discerned the figure of a man on
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horseback. He was leading another animal with a
load on his back. Now he seemed to be verging off
to the richt hand. He might pass and not observe
us. I shouted; but it was folly to fancy that my
feeble voice could reach him. Again he tarned. I
saw him dismount and stoop down on the sand. Hae
stopped, however, but a minute, perhaps not so much,
though to me it seemed an age, and he again mounted
and came on. He was directing his course, I judged,
for the oasis. As he came still nearer, I recognised
{thulpo, and he was leading our baggage mule. I
could not doubt, also, but that he was searching for
us. Again 1 tried to shout, bnt my voice failed me.
I lifted up my hand and waved it above my head; but
I could no longer stand upright, or I should have
attracted his attention. He rode on. He had already
passed, when he turned his head and caught sight of
the handkerchief I was waving in my hand. He
spurred on towards us. To spring from his horse,
.and to take one of the saddle-bags from the back of
the mule, was the work of a moment. From the saddle-
bag he produced a skin of water. Without speaking,
he poured out a cup, from which he allowed a few
drops to fall into my father’s mouth. When once I
felt it to my lips, I could not withdraw it till I had
drained it to the bottom. The pure draught so much
revived me that I could sit up and help Ithulpo to
tend my father. This he did with the greatest care;
but human care, alas! seemed to be of little avail. He
loosened his dress to admit of perfectly free circula-
tion; he then washed his mouth, and after bathing his
temples, he allowed a few more drops to trickle down
his throat. This judicious treatment had, after a time,
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the most beneficial effect. My father languidly opened
his eyes, and attempted to sit up; and I saw that his
first act of consciousness was to turn them towards me
with an inquiring glance, Finding that I was alive,
his countenance brightened; and after slowly drink-
ing some more water, in the course of three or four
minutes he revived sufficiently to propose proceeding
QN Our way.

¢ Wait a little longer, Sefior,” said Ithulpo. ¢ Water
has restored you to life, but you require food to give
you strength; see, I have brought some.’

As he spoke, he opened a basket full of bread and
dried meat, and several sorts of the most delicious and
cooling fruit. There were figs and grapes and pome-
cranates, fragrant chirimoyas, yellow bananas, and
several pine-apples; indeed many others too numerous
to name,

Never shall I forget the exquisite delight with which
I ate the first fig Ithulpo handed to me. It cooled my
burning thirst more than all the water I had swallowed,
and served both for meat and drink. If was a large
soft fiz with a white pulp. I instantly put out my
hand for another, and he gave me a black fig with a
red pulp, which vied with the first in excellence. Then
he handed me a bunch of juicy grapes, but I still asked
for more figs; and when I had finished as many as he
thought were good for me, he tore open a chirimoya,
and let me eat its snow-white juicy fruit. Outside it
did not look tempting, for the skin, though green, was
tough and hard, and covered with black spots. The
platanos or bananas were cooked; and though I could
not have swallowed a piece of dry bread, I was en-
abled to eat some of them with muech relish. Alto
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eether, never was a repast eaten with greater appetite,
or, I may add, with more gratitude; for it certainly
was the means of preserving my father’s life as well as
mine. Ithulpo had taken the precaution to tether the
animals, so that they could not escape; and as he sat
hy us, distributing the food, he informed us of what
he had done after we had lost sight of him in the sand-
storm.

‘You must know, Sefiores,” he began, ‘I was so
busy in liberating my poor countrymen from the ropes
which bound them, that I did not observe which way
you were taking. I shouted after you to turn back,
but you did not hear me; and then the dreadful sand-
cloud came on, and it was too late. I am well ac-
quainted with this dreadful desert, and 1 was aware
that we were out of the right path; but I also knew
where that path was; so, as soon as all the poor fellows
were free, we set off towards it. They were all well
able to run without the ropes, and out of sight of our
tyrants. Fortunately the sand-cloud wheeled round
before it reached us, and we were safe.

“You must know that on the previous night I had
stowed away the wine-skins full of water in your port-
manteaus, and I thus had enough to give a good
draught to each of the men, and to my beasts also.
Our first care was then to get out of the desert. I
knew where the ground was hard, so I led them to it,
and we then could travel at a fast rate. About a
league beyond where we were, there is a fountain of
~pure water gushing up out of a hard black rock.
Here we were all able to refresh ourselves; and still a
little farther on, marks are to be seen, by which I could

direct my companions how to escape from the desert,
H




106 MANCO, THE PERUVIAN CHIEF,

They quickly availed themselves of my advice, and are
now on their way to hide themselves among the moun-
tains, where there is no fear of the Spaniards searching
for them.’ |

‘ But what did you do, my friend?’ I asked, stretch-
ing out my hand for another bunch of tempting grapes.

‘Just as I was parting from them I saw a party of
fruit-sellers crossing the desert, with several mules laden
with fruit. I purchased some, as also some bread and
baked platanos, and then set off to search for you. 1
knew, by the feel of the atmosphere, that there would
be no more sand-storms; and hoped, it you had escaped
that of yesterday, to find you. I know my way across
any part of the desert blindfold, for I can tell by the
smell of the sand alone where animals have before
passed. As soon as it was daylight I returned to
where I last had seen yom. I saw where the sand-
cloud had settled down, forming hnge mounds, beneath
which many of the Spaniards, I found, lay overwhelmed
At last I fell in with the tracks of your two horses. 1
aguessed they were yours, for I thought the Spaniards
would have kept together. I followed them up steadily.
I came to where you had found the Spanish officer, and
oiven him a pistol with which to defend himself.’

‘ What, did he tell you so?’ I asked, interrupting
Ithulpo.

“Oh no; his voice has ceased for ever,” he replied,
with a dark smile. ¢He had been dead some time, and
the fowls of the air were feeding on him; but I knew
him by his dress, and I recognised your pistol, which
he had fired. Here it is. I next reached the spot
where you dismounted, and your horses had run away.
I began to fear that 1 was ‘oo late to save you; and
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when following up the track of your footsteps, I saw
that a number of the Spanish cavalry had escaped,
and had gone towards yonder clump of trees. Several
have fallen in the way, as the wings of the condors !
could see flapping above the ground, one beyond the
other, told me plainly. And now, Sefiores, it 1s time
to mount and proceed. T'wo hours’ riding beyond
those trees will carry us free of the desert; and may
you never again enter it without a proper guide.’

My father rode Ithulpo’s horse; and while I elam-
bered upon the back of the baggage-mule, he walked.
It was almost as hot as on the previous day; but I
kept my mouth cool by occasionally eating a grape,
and sometimes one of my favourite figs; and with
little suffering we drew near the oasis.

‘ Are you not afraid of falling into the hands of the
Spaniards, and of being accused of liberating their
prisoners?’ 1 asked.

He looked up, and, smiling significantly, answered,
‘] tell you, Sefior, not oue of our enemies live to beat
false witness against us. I have marked among yonder
trees signs not to be mistaken of their fate.

I asked no further questions. We passed, as we
rode along, several bodies of horses and men; and as
we approached the trees, Ithulpo shouting with all his
might, several condors rose slowly on the wing, and a
huge tiger stalked slowly away, looking round every
now and then at us with an angry glance, for having
disturbed him at his repast. I thought I recognised
him as the monster who had paid us a visit during the
night ; and 1 have no doubt that he was the same.

I can scarcely describe the dreadful scene which met
our sight as wa at length reached the longed-for oasis.
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[n the centre existed a small shallow pool, filled by a
stream which bubbled up through the earth. It would
allow scarcely more than a dozen horses to drink there-
in at a time. We at once perceived what had occurred.
The survivors of the cavalry had reached it in a body.
Some of the front ranks, both horses and men, overcome
by weakness, had, in their attempt to drink, fallen in,
and prevented the others from getting their mouths to
it. The first lay trampled on and drowned, making
the once clear pool a mass of mud and filth. The rear
ranks, rushing over them, had died of raging thirst,
in sight of the water which might have saved them.
[both men and horses were mingled in a dreadful heap,
torn and mangled by the birds and beasts of prey. We
crossed as rapidly as we could to the other side of the
oasis, where Ithulpo produced a skin full of clear water
from one of the saddle-bags.

“‘We must not disappoint our poor beasts,” he ob-
served, as he gave them to drink.

Just then the horse my father rode gave a neigh.
It was answered from a distance; and to our no little
satisfaction and astonishment, our two horses were
seen trotting up towards the oasis. They had evidently
been prevented taking shelter in the oasis by the pre-
sence of the tiger, but had kept in the neighbourhood,
in the hopes of his taking his departure. Ithulpo
at once enticed them to him by .the offer of water,
which they drank eagerly; and having secured them,
after allowing them to crop a little of the grass which
crew beneath the shade of the trees, we mounted, and
prepared to recommence our journey. As we left the
now polluted oasis, Ithulpo looked carefully round to
examine the traces on the sand. and declared that
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of all those who had reached the spot, not one had
left it.

‘A just vengeance has overtaken the tyrants who
vesterday so cruelly ill-treated us, Sefiores,” he re-
marked. ‘I knew it would be so, We may now,
without fear, proceed to Lima.’

In two hours we reached the confines of the desert,
and once more got among streams, and trees, and
cultivated fields. We slept that night at an Indian
village, where Ithulpo’s influence procured us a warm
reception; and after a rest of two days, we proceeded
on our journey to Liima. As we rode along a fine
straight road, shaded by an avenue of lofty willows,
peculiarly grateful in a hot climate, we at length came
in sight of the steeples and domes of the far-famed eity
of Lima, with the blue ocean on one side of us, and the
interminable ranges of the snowy Cordilleras reaching
to the sky on the other. |

‘What a magnificent city!” I exclaimed. ¢ Well
worthy, indeed, does 1t appear of its great founder,
the conqueror Pizarro.’

‘Wait till we get within the walls before you pro-
pounce an opinion, remarked my father, ¢ Like the
deeds of the founder, it gains more admiration when
observed at a distance than when examined closely.
We admire Pizarro when we regard alone the won-
derful conquest he achieved ; but when we learn the
wrongs, the injustice, the misery he inflicted, the
blood he spilled, and the ruin he caused, he and his
companions appear monsters of imiquity, worthy of
detestation rather than admiration.’

We entered the city by a handsome gateway, and
immediately found ourselves 1 a long streef, with low,
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mean, ruinous houses on either side. The houses had
porches in front, and patios or court-yards. The shops
were small, with their goods placed on tables at the
doors ; there was no glass to the windows, and no dis-
play of articles of commerce. The street was badly
paved, though there was a rough footway on each side.
The walls of many of the houses were composed of
double rows of bamboo, but some were of brick; the
roofs were flat, and very few of the houses had two
stories. As we rode on, however, the appearance of
the place improved; and in and near the principal
square I observed some fine buildings, with hand-
somely ornamented fucades, and many fine churches
and convents; but altogether 1 had to own that the
outside beauty was sadly deceptive.

The streets were crowded with persons of every
variety of costume, and every hue of skin; from the
people of Northern Europe, and the bright-complexioned
native of Biscay, to the red Indian and the jet-black
African. Some were on horseback, and others in car-
riages of very clumsy and antique construction ; and of
the lower order, some were riding on mules and donkeys,
and others were driving animals laden with ice from the
mountains, skins of brandy, and fruits and provisicns
of every description. Among this motley erowd we
forced our way, till we reached the house of my father’s
agent, a Spanish merchant, Don José Torres de San-
tillan by name, a very honest and good man.

As the plan of his house was similar to that of most
of the larger dwellings in Lima, I will describe it. In
what may be called the front of the house were two
doors; one, the «zaguan, was the chief entrance, and
the other led to the coach-house. Dy the side of the
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azaguan was a small room with a grated window, where
the ladies of the family were fond of sitting to observe
the passers-by. This building formed the street side
of a spacious court-yard or patio, on either side of
which were a number of small rooms, and on the
farther side was the dwelling-house, round which ran
a balcony. In it were numerous doors; the largest
opened into the sala or hall, which was furnished with
several net hammocks, a row of chairs, and two sofas ;
while straw-matting covered the floor. Inside of it was
a smaller well-furnished room, called the quadro, which
was the usual reception-room ; and beyond it were the
dining and sleeping rooms, and the nursery. They all
opened into an 1lnner court-yard, the walls of which
were ornamented with fresco paintings; and part of it
was laid out as a flower-garden, with a fountain in
the centre. Irom it one door led to the kitchen, and
another to the stable. ‘The windows were mostly in
the roof, as were those in Pompeil and many ancient
cities; indeed it was very similar to the plan of build-
ing followed in the south of Spain.

On hearing of our arrival, Don José hurried out and
received us with the greatest attention. Our animals
were led off to the stables by a number of servants,
and we were conducted to the quadro, where he instantly
erdered refreshments to be brought. 'We begged leave
in the mean time to be allowed to change our dusty
dresses. On our return we found hammocks slung, in
which our host invited us to rest ourselves. In a hot
climate there cannot be a more luxurioas couch than g
net hammock, as it allows the air to circulate freely
round the body in the coolest part of the room. The
softly-stuffed sofa of an Linglish or I'rench drawing



112 MANCO, THE PERUVIAN CHIEF.

room would be insufferable. A young negress slave
then brought in a tray with cups, into which she poured
out some chocolate, making it froth up till they over-
flowed, and then handed them round to us. Cigars
were next offered to us, and we smoked them till supper-
time.

For this meal we adjourned to the dining-room,
where our host insisted on waiting on us. It was a
repetition of dinner, which the family had taken aceord-
ing to custom at two o’clock. The wife of Don Jose,
and her maiden sister and three daughters, pretty, pale-
faced, black-eyed girls, with hair like the raven’s wing,
were present, as were the family priest and two gentle-
men, cousins of our host. We first had an insipid kind
of soup, and then their principal dish, called puchero.
It contained all sorts of meats and vegetables mixed
up together—beef, pork, ham, bacon, sausage, poultry,
cabbage, yuccas camotes (a sort of potato), potatoes,
rice, peas, chochitas (grains of maize), quince, and
banana. The meat was brought in on one dish and
the vegetables on another, and they were afterwards
mixed to suit our individual tastes.

At the same time a dish of picante was served. It
was composed of dried meat and some pounded roots,
highly seasoned with cayenne pepper, and coloured with
grains of the achote, which gave it a brilliant vermilion
tint. After the meat, a sort of pudding was brought
in, consisting of a great variety of fruits stewed in
water,—a dish 1 cannot praise; and then followed a -
dessert of delicious fresh fruits and sweet cakes, which
were washed down by a tumbler of fresh water. Such
is the usual dinner of a gentleman’s family in Lima.
A little light sweet wine was the only liquor drunk,
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though in compliment to the supposed taste of our
countrymen, strong wine, brandy, and other spirits
were placed before us.  Affer dinner the servant
brought in a piece of lighted charcoal and a tray of
cigars, which the men and the elder ladies smoked with
much apparent relish; but my threé fair friends de-
clined using them.

I soon became perfectly intimate with these young
ladies. They were troubled with no tiresome bashful-
ness to keep them silent, and they were full of life and
spirits ; so we rattled away in conversation in the most
agreeable manner, till it was announced that some
cuests had arrived, and were waiting in the sala to
commence dancing. Musicians appeared, and, with
much spirit, boleros, fandangos, and cachuchas, and
other dances, well known in Old Spain, were com-
menced and kept up for some hours. As we were in
the height of the amusement, the cathedral bell struck
three slow measured sounds, the signal of the Oracion.
It was repeated by the beliries of all the churches in
the city. Instantly, as if by magic, every movement
was suspended. Iach one said the evening prayer in
a low whisper, and then made the sign of the cross;
those of most consequence turning to the persons near
them, uttering the words buenas noches (good night),
which was repeated by all present. It is a simple but
beautiful custom, and is intended to remind people of
their duty to God in whatever occupation they may be
engaged. It may often do good; but unless people
are possessed of the true spirit of piety, custom will
make them callous, and 1t will fail to have any bene-
ficial effect. _

I have observed this custom in many other Roman
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Catholic countries. In a public place full of people of
different ranks, the effect is still more curious. 'T'he
lively conversation of the smart lady and the gallant
cavalier is cut short, the donkey-driver with uplifted
arm ceases to belabour his beast, the oath dies on the
lips of the rough seaman or uncouth black, the work-
man drops his tool, the shopman lays down his measure,
children refrain from their play, men quarrelling suspend
their dispute, lazy monks engaged in their constant game
of draughts neglect to make the intended move, vendors
of fruit no longer utter their cries, and one and all
engage in silent prayer till the bell has ceased to toll,
and then in a moment the noise and bustle of active life
once more goes on.

When I retired to my room for the night, not a little
tired with my exertion, Ithulpo made his appearance.

‘ How long, Seiior, may I ask, does your father pur-
pose remaining here ?’

‘ Some shor{ time ; a week or J;Wo perhaps,” I replied,
rather surprised at his question,

He went to the door and locked cautiously out, and
then, speaking almost in a whisper, as if he were afraid
the walls might convey the intelligence, he said,—

‘ You have a mother and sisters and young brothers
at your home in the mountains. As you love them,
press your father not to remain here longer than you
can help. Two or three days at furthest is all you
should take, and then by travelling fast we may arrive
in time. My orders are to accompaiy you to your
home ; but I tell you that it shortly will no longer be a
place of safety for you or those you love. More I may

not say.’
‘You have already been of infinite service to us,
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Ithulpo; and 1 know that you wounld not, withont
good reason, alarm us; but cannot you tell me more
particularly what sort of danger we have to appre-
hend?’ I asked.

He shook his head as he answered,—

‘ Indeed, Sefior, I eannot; and you must caution yonr
father not to give a hint to any one of what I have said,
or the worst consequences may follow. 1 rely on your
discretion,’

I promised to be cautious, and Ithulpo, saying that
he would call me at an early hour as I desired, left me.
Tired as I was, I could not for a long time go to sleep,
but continued tkinking of what Ithulpo had told me,
nnd trying to discover to what he alluded. I heard my
father enter his room, which was next to mine, but I
would not run the risk of depriving him of his night's
rest by telling him of what I had heard.

As my object is not only to describe my own per-
sonal adventures, but to present my readers with a
picture of Peru as it was at the time I speak of, I
will now give a short description of Lima, the capital.
Lima stands on the river Rimac, from a corruption of
which word its name is derived. ‘The valley through
which the river runs is called by the Indians Rimac
Malca, or the place of witches; from the custom they
had formerly of banishing there persons accused of
witcheraft. The city was founded by Pizarro soon
after the conquest. He there built a palace for him-
self, in which he was assassinated by Almagro. He
called bis beloved Lima, Lia Ciudad de los Reyes,
from its being founded on the day of the Epiphany.
[ always think of Pizarro with much more satisfaction
when 1 contemplate him engaged in the peaceful occu-
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pation of laying out the city, and superintending the
labours of the workmen, than when I regard him as
the blood-stained conqueror of a race who had given
him no cause of offence. He laid the foundation of
the city on the 8th of January 1534, and was murdered
on the 26th of June 1541.

Besides the river Rimac, which runs through the city,
there are a number of small streams, which add much
to the cleanliness of the streets, and serve to irrigate
the gardens, and to feed the fountains and canals which
adorn them. The ground on which it stands slopes
towards the sea ; the great square, or plaza mayor, near
the centre, being about four hundred and eighty feet
above its level.

The climate is agreeable, as the heat is seldom very
excessive; but as there are several marshes and swampy
places in the vicinity, fevers and agues are common. In
summer a canopy of clouds hangs over it, which miti-
gates the heat of the sun; bat rain very seldom falls
thronghout the year. Earthquakes occur nearly every
year, and some have caused most devastating effects.

Lima is about two miles long from east to west,
and a mile and a quarter broad. The streets are all
straight, and about twenty-five feet wide, and there
are no less than one hundred and fifty-seven quadras or
open spaces. It 1s enclosed by walls built of adobes,
sun-dried bricks made of clay and chopped straw.
These bricks are considered better calculated than
stone to resist the shocks of earthquakes. 'The walls
are about twelve feet high and ten thick at the bottom,
narrowing to eight at the top, with a parapet of three
feet on the outer edge. It is flanked by thirty-four
bastions, and has seven gates and three posterns. On
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the south-east is the citadel of Santa Catalina, with
small guns mounted on it. Across the Rimac is a
bridge of stone with fine arches, leading to the suburb
of San Lazaro. This bridge is the favourite evening
resort of the citizens. There are a number of churches,
with handsome fronts of stone, and lofty steeples, which
must be strongly built not to be overthrown by the
earthquakes.

Lima contained abont 80,000 inhabitants, of whom
20,000 were whites, and the rest negroes, Indians, and
various half-castes. There were sixty-three noblemen
who enjoyed the title of count or marquis, and about
forty who were noble without titles. The Spaniards
considered themselves belonging to a race of beings
fur above the native Indians, or even the creoles; and
would much more readily give their daughters in mar-
riage to a poor countryman of their own than to a rich
Anmerican-born person. The people of Lima are much
addicted to gambling, especially the higher orders; but
public gambling-houses are not allowed. The whita
inhabitants have sallow complexions, with little or no
colour ou their cheeks. 'The ladies have generally in-
teresting conntenances, with good eyes and teeth, and a
profusion of black hair. The walking-dress of females
of all ranks 1s the saya y manto. 'The saya consists of
a petticoat of velvet, satin, or stuff, generally black or
of a cinnamon tint, plaited in very small folds. It sits
close to the body, and shows the shape to advantage.
At the bottom it is so narrow that the wearer can only
make very short steps. 'T'he skirt is ornamented with
lace, fringe, spangles, or artificial flowers. The ladies
of higher rank wear it of various colours, purple, pale
blue, lcad colour, or striped. The manto is a hood of
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thin black silk, drawn round the waist and then carried
over the head. By closing it before, they can hide the
face, one eye alone being visible, or sometimes they
show only half the face. A gay shawl thrown over
the shoulders and appearing in front, a rosary in the
hand, silk stockings, and satin shoes, complete the
costume. It seems intended to serve the purpose of a
domino, as the wearer can thus completely conceal her
features. At the present day, however, the Europear
costume has been generally adopted. They delight in
possessing a quantity of jewellery ; but they appear to
be still fonder of perfumes and sweet-scented flowers,
and spare no expense in procuring them.

The Indians who reside in Lima endeavour to imitate
the Spanish creoles in dress and manners. They are
chiefly engaged in making gold and silver lace, and
other delicate gold work; while some are tailors and
vendors of fruit, flowers, and vegetables.

The African Negroes are numerous, and, though
slaves, are well treated by their masters. Those of the
same tribe or nation find each other out, and form a
sort of club or assoclation, called a Confiradia. They
cenerally hold their meetings in the suburbs on a Sun-
day afternoon, At the time 1 speak of, there was an
old slave-woman who had lived in a family for nearly
fifty vears, and who was the acknowledged queen of the

Mandingoes. She was called Mama Rosa; and I re-
member seeing her seated at the porch of her master’s

house, when a number of her black subjects who were
passing knelt before her, and kissing her hand in a true
loyal fashion, asked her blessing. Her mistress had
civen her a silver sceptre, and the young ladies of the
family would lend her jewels, artificial flowers, and
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other ornaments; bedecked in which, on certain days,
sie would be carried off by her subjects in great state,
her sceptre borne before her, to the house of the Con-
fradia, where a throne was prepared to receive her.
Here she held a regular court, when as much respect
was shown her as to any sovereign in Kurope. I shall
have to speak of her again.

The next morning at an early hour Ithuipo called
me, and accompanied me through the city. On my
return I took an opportunity of telling my father what
I bad heard. He treated the subject lightly, ohserv-
ing that the Indians were very fanciful; at the same
time, that he was anxious to return home as soon as he
could arrange the affairs for which he had visited Lima.
However I observed the following day, either from soine
information he had received, or from something Ithulpo
had said to him, that he had begun to think more
seriously of the matter, and he desired me to make
preparations for our departure.

While strolling out in the afternoon, I happened to
pass the abode of Mama Rosa, the black queen of the
Mandingoes. A large crowd of negroes were assembled
before the door, decked in all the finery they could com-
mand. They wore garments of all fashions and of
every gay-coloured hue imaginable-—the women with
wreaths of flowers round their heads, and necklaces of
coral ahd beads on their necks and arms. 'There were
silk coats a century old, and round jackets, and shirts,
blue, red, yellow, and white; and naval and military
uniforms curiously altered to suit the taste of the
wearer—not an uncommon mode of wearing trousers
being round the neck instead of on the legs, with the
tpper part hanging down the back, and the lower on
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either side in front like a shawl. Some acted the part
of guards of honour, and others appeared as ministers
of state. A select body bore a sort of palanquin or
litter, which they placed before the door till Mama
Rosa descended into the street, when she was conducted
with great ceremony to her seat in it. She was very
old and ugly; but her subjects did not love her the
less for that. Her dress was resplendent with flowers
and jewels, and all the ornaments she could hang about
herself.

A band was in attendance, the instruments of which
were somewhat curious. The most important was a
drum, made of a section of the trunk of a tree, with the
skin of a kid drawn over one end. Another was a bow,
the string being of catgut, which was struck with a
small cane. A third was the jaw-bone of an ass with
the teeth loose in the socket, and which, when struck
by the hand, made a capital rattle. If there was not
much harmony in the music, there was plenty of noise,
which was not a little increased by the voices of a party
- of singers, who frisked about before the sovereign’s state
carriage as she advanced. The sceptre-bearer stepped
out with her majesty’s insignia of office in his arms,
looking back as he did so to ascertain that the queen
was following. Her people shouted, the palanquin-
bearers moved on, the band struck up a negro sort of
‘ (x0d save the Queen,” and away they all went towards
the quarters of the Confradia. I followed to see the
end of the ceremony., After passing through a number
of narrow and somewhat dirty streets, with the houses
built of bamboo and mud, we reached the palace, for
so I may call it. The hall was of good size, and the
walls were ornamented with what I suppese were in-
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tended for likenesses of other sable monarchs. If they
were correct, I am compelled to own that the royal
Rosa’s predecessors, both ladies and gentlemen, were a
very ugly set of personages. The band played louder,
and the people shouted more vehemently, as her majesty
ascended the throne at the end of the hall. She seemed
perfectly at home, and sat down with right royal
dignity. |

The sceptre-bearer presented the sceptre. She seized
-1t in her right hand and waved it around to command
~ silence. Her ministers of state formed on either side
of the throne, and doffed their cocked hats, or straw
hats, or hats with three corners, or their red caps, or
whatever covering adorned their heads. She then made
them a speech, which I have no doubt was much more
original than the Queen’s speech in England, but as 1
did not know a word of the Mandingo langunage, 1 was
not much the wiser for it. When it was concluded,
her Chancellor of the Exchequer made a report of the
financial condition of her kingdom, while her Home
Secretary described the good behaviour of her subjects,
and he* Minister for Foreign Affairs assured her that
she was on good terms with all her neighbours. 'This
part of the business being concluded, they squatted
down about the throne, and filling their pipes with
tobacco, began to smoke; while her other subjects, one
by one, stepped forward, and dropping on both knees,
each one gave her hand a kiss, not bashfully as if they
were afraid of it, but with a hearty smack, which
sounded through the hall. Her ancient majesty in re-
turn bestowed a blessing on them, and told them all to
behave well ; and especially to be contented with their

lot, if their masters and mistresses treated them kindly.
- 1
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After the speech, all the people shouted, and ths
musicians struck up a magnificent flourish with the
drums, and the bows, and the jaw-bones of the asses;
and if there was not much harmony, there was a great
deal of enthusiasm. Several slaves then stepped for-
ward, and preferred complaints against their masters
for ill-treatment.

The Queen listened to them atfentively, and I thought
seemed to judge their cases very judiciously. To some
she replied, that 1t was through their own neglect of
their duty that they had been punished. Others she
advised to bear their ill-treatment patiently, and to
endeavour, by zeal and attention to the wishes of their
masters, to soften their tempers, and to gain their good-
will ; but there were two or three who had been treated
s0 barbarously and unjustly, that she promised them
that the Confradia should make every effort to pur-
chase their freedom.

‘Y ou shall be freed,” she observed; ¢ but remember
you will have to work as hard as you have ever before
done, to repay the Confradia the money they have
advanced for, your emancipation.’

These were not exactly her words, but what she said
was to this effect,

The serious business of the day being over, the
negroes and mnegresses set to work to dance; and
though 1 cannot speak much of the grace they exhi-
bited, I never saw any human beings frisk and jump
about with so much agility. Who would have thought
they were for the most part slaves, groaning under
their chains? Never did dancers enter more thoroughly
into the spirit of dancing. The black beaus did not
waste their time in talking or doing the amiable to their
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sable partners; nor did the latter seem to expect any
such attention—they came to dance, and their great
aim seemed to be to get through as much of it as the
time would allow. As I looked on I could scarcely
refrain from rushing into the sable throng, and joining
them in their frisks and jumps; though I dare say, had
I done so. they would have considered me a very con-
temptible performer. At length the Queen’s chamber-
lain clapped his hands, and gave notice that the court
must break up, as her majesty was desirous of re-
tiring to attend to her duties in putting to bed the
children of her mistress to whom she was nurse. The
bearers of her palanquin came forward, the Queen
stepped 1nto it, the sceptre-bearer marched before it,
the band struck up their loudest tune, the people
rhouted till they were hoarse, and the procession re-
turned in due state to old Mama Rosa’s abode; where,
like Cinderella when the clock had struck twelve, she
was again converted into the old negro nurse.

I give but a very brief account of our return journev,
which commenced the next day, just in time to avoid
the ill effects of an earthquake which. gave Lima a
fearful shaking, we being, when 1t took place, in the
open country. For the latfer part of our journey we
rode on in perfect silence. Ithulpo seemed as well
acquainted with the road as I was. By degrees the
valley opened out, and the white walls of our house
became visible. With beating hearts we ascended the
mountain. We reached the court-yard and leaped
from our horses. Well-known voices greeted us. My
mother rushed out, my brothers and sisters followed.
All, though becoming very anxious for our return, were
well and in safety. José bad returned just before, but
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nothing would induce him fo say what had occurred to
him. He asserted that he had been left behind by us
from his own wish, through iliness, and that he was
only just sufficiently recovered to perform the journey
home. Ithulpo declared his intention of remaining three
or four days, till he conld hear from his chief what he
was to do; and of course, after the service he had ren-
- dered us, my father allowed him to act as he thought
fit. 1 have now to describe some of thic more eventiul
portious of my uarrative.

4
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CHAPTER VIIL

OUR HOUSE ATTACKED AND DEFENDED,

My readers must endeavour to remember the descrip
tion I gave of the situation of our house, at the com-
mencement of my work. We were all seated in the
same room in which the fugitive Manco first appeared to
us. Our early dinner was just over; and though we did
not indulge in the Spanish custom of the sieste, it was a
time that we generally refrained from active exertion,
and employed it in reading or some sedentary occupa-
tion. I had just laid down my book, and was looking
out of the window down the valley, when on the lower
country beyond, an unusual glitter of something which
seemed to be moving along the road attracted my eye.
[ watched it attentively. Now the glitfering object,
which appeared in a [ong thin line, rose, and now it
fell, as it wound its way over the uneven ground. At
length I called my father’s attention to it. As soon as
he saw it, his more practised eye knew what it was.

‘A body of troops!’ he exclaimed. ¢They are
marching in this direction, and are probably bound
across the mountain.’

- We all now engaged in watching the advance of the
soldiers, on whose bayonets the sun shining had first
drawn my attention; and many were the surmises as to
the reason of their coming to our remote locality. On
they came, growing more and more distinct. Flirst
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a dark mass appeared below the shining steel; then
we perceived that it was composed of human beings,
though still mingled together in a dense body. Next
their banners and several officers on horseback were
seen; and soon we could distinzuish the hats and cross
belts, and the colour of the uniform of the advanced
cguard. They were marching as rapidly as the nature
of the ground would allow.

My father’s military ardour was aroused at the sight.
He seized his hat and rushed out to a spot beyond the
walls, whence he could command a clear view both up
and down the valley. I followed him, and we stood
together on the knoll watching the advancing troops.
What was our surprise, however, to find, that instead
of proceeding along the road over the mountaing, the
advanced guard began to mount the path leading to
the heicht on which our house stood! At the same
instant, happening to turn my head towards the moun-
tain, I saw descending it, at a rapid pace, a person
whom I recognised as Ithulpo. He rushed on, leaping
from rock to rock at the risk of instant destruction.
Nothing served to impede his course. Life and death
~depended on him. He had discovered the soldiers.
For an instant he stopped, as if to consider whether he
could reach us before they did. Then on again he
came as fast as before. He was almost breathless
when he arrived.

¢Call in all the people, and shut the gates and
doors!” he exclaimed, panting as he spoke. ¢The
soldiers will destroy you all without merey if they once
cain an entrance. Hold out but a short hour or less,
and a force will be here which will drive back our
enemies to the sea.’
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My father, astounded at what he heard, considered
what was best to be done. The advanced guard was
already nearly half way up the hill. If we attempted
to block out the Spaniards, it would at once be
acknowledging ourselves guilty of some crime; but if
we let them in, unless Ithulpo deceived us, we might
be subjected to ill-treatment. At the utmost, with the
few servants and some Indians who happened to be in
the house, we could not hope to hold out many minutes
acainst the formidable force now approaching.

‘Do you hesitate?’ exclaimed Ithulpo vehemently.,
‘I tell you, Sefior, I speak the truth. Ah, there comes
the army of the Inca! Death to the tyrants of Peru.’

As he spoke, he pointed up the mountain, when I
saw, winding among the rocks, a large body of Indians.
Every instant others appeared, till the surrounding
heichts and the whole gorge, through which the road
wound, was covered with them. They rushed impetu-
ously down the mountain side, a strong body making
evidently for our house. The Spaniards, who had also
discovered them, redoubled their efforts to climb the
mountain, for the purpose, it was also very clear, of
occupying the house before the Indians could reach it.

The Indians were armed with firelocks of every sort
and size, and of curious antique forms, hoarded up
with jealous care by father and son for many a long
year, to be ready for the days of retribution, which
they hoped had now arrived. A large proportion,
however, had only clubs and spears, and bows and
arrows, and slings of the same description as those
used by their ancestors when they first encountered
the Spaniards. To counterbalance in a degree their
deficiency, they had a few light mountain guns, carried
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on the backs of mules, engines of warfare which their
enemies did not suspect them of possessing,

Their costume also was equally a mixture of the
ancient and modern. Some were dressed in skins,
with their hair long, and the upper part of their
bodies painted in many colours. These were some
of the wild tribes from a distance, who had never
been subdued. Others wore a sort of armour of
leather or cotton, thickly padded, with shields of
hides, and a profusion of feather ornaments; while
most of those who carried firearms, and were from
the more civilised districts, were clothed in garments
of various coloured cottons, or had retained the ordi-
nary dress of the present day. It must be understood
that I learned most of these particulars afterwards, for
they were still too far off for me to observe either their
arms or dress.

On they came with the most terrific shouts, such as
I did not think them capable of uttering. It appeared
as if they were giving vent to their feclings of hatred
and revenge, pent up for centuries. My father stood
for an instant watching the two advancing forces, and
considering what course to pursue to preserve his
family from the dangers of the conflict which it was
evident would soon be raging around us,

‘Into the house, David,” he exclaimed; ‘Ithulpo’s
advice must be followed. We will keep both parties
out as long as we can.’

We were quickly inside the gates, and lost not a
moment in calling the servants together, and in bolting
and barring all the doors, and in putting up shutters
to the windows. We found Ithulpo in the house. He
said he had been ordered by his chief to remain with
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as till we were in safety. My mother, whom he had
warned of what was about to occur, though alarmed
for the safety of her children, did not lose her presence
of mind, but went round encouraging the servants to
remain firm and obey their orders. Ithulpo hurried
here and there, directing and aiding the other men in
preparing for a defence should the house be attacked.
In a few minutes all the arrangements which with
the means at our disposal we could hope to make, were
concluded ; and I had time to look out from a loophole
in the side of the roof, to see how near the two parties
had approached. I first turned my eyes to the east-
ward towards the mountains, where, to my surprise, 1
found that the Indians, instead of rushing on at once
to meet their enemies, had drawn up in battle array,
quietly watching their advance. Had they come on at
once, their numbers alone, it appeared to me, would
have overwhelmed the Spaniards. 'They held a posi-
tion, however, from which it would, I saw, be impos-
sible to dislodge them, and effectually blocked up the
passage across the mountain. Their appearance was
very picturesque, from the variety of their costumes,
and the numberless banners under which each cacique
had mustered his followers. Conspicuous among them
was one which I recognised as that of the Incas, once
more raised to meet the hereditary foes of their race.
I next looked down the valley. The advanced gunard
of the Spaniards had just reached the brow of the hill,
and would, 1 calculated, 1n three or four minutes be
close to our gates. Under these circumstances, an
attempt to prevent them from entering the house
would, of course, be considered an act of open de-
fiance of the authority of the Spanish Government,
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which it would, I felt, be next to madness to make;
and I therefore hurried down from my post to tell my
father how matters stood.

“We have but one course to pursue,” he replied,
when 1 told him what I had observed. ¢I will trust
to your courage and judgment, David; I will stay to
open our gates to the Spaniards, while you take charge
of your mother and the children, and conduct them
down by the secret passage which leads out at the
side of the mountain. She has already packed up
her jewels and the most portable valuables we possess.
Go and prepare her to set out the moment the soldiers
reach the gate. Collect some torches. Tell Ithulpo.
He will accompany you, and protect you should you
fall in with any strageling parties of Indians. ' I will
endeavour to jomn you as soon as 1 can escape without
being observed, which I very soon, I doubt not, shall
have an opportunity of doing.’

‘No, no, father, I will obey you in everything but
that.” I replied. ¢ Let me remain to receive the soldiers,
while you escort my mother and brothers and sisters
to a place of safety.’

I so earnestly argued the point, that at length my
father saw that I was right; besides, as I observed, if
the Spaniards accused us of siding with the rebels, I
was much less likely, on account of my youth, to be
ill-treated by them than he would be.

Scarcely had he agreed to my wishes, than a loud
knocking was heard at the gates.

‘ Heaven protect you, my boy!’ he exclaimed, as he
hurried off to conduct my mother with the children
and the females of the family down the secret passage.

S0 unexpectedly had the events I have described
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occurred, and so occupied had we been, that there was
no time for leave-taking, scarcely even to comprehend
the full extent of the danger to which we were exposed.
There had been no weeping or lamentation, or any other
sign of alarm; for the women, all looking up to my
mother, and seeing her so fearless, seemed only anxious
to follow her directions. I watched them crowdmg
after her to the door of the passage. Some carried
the children, and others baskets of provisions, and light
articles of value which she wished to preserve. My
father led the way, and Ithulpo and José brought up
the rear with a bundle of torches.

As soon as they had disappeared, 1 ran towards the
gates, calling on some of the remaining servants to assist
me in opening them. Before, however, I had reached
the gateway, the most terrific shouts and shrieks I
had ever heard assailed my ears. 1 at once divined
the canse. The Indians had at length understood the
purpose of the Spaniards, and had made an advance
to intercept them. 'The soldiers were now thundering
at the gates, in an attempt to force them open, with
the butt-ends of their muskets. On finding this, I
naturally became alarmed, lest, as 1 withdrew the
bars while they rushed in, they would trample me
down, and perhaps kill me; yet I felt that it would
be cowardly to expose others to a danger 1 was
ready to avoid if I could. I therefore called on the
servants to aid me in removing some of the stout bars
and withdrawing the bolts, knowing that the peopls
outside would quickly force open the rest.

‘We are opening the gates, my friends,” I shouted.
¢ Quick, quickV’

Scarcely Lhad the bars been removed than the gates



132 MANCO, THE PERUVIAN CHIEF.

began to give way. We leaped aside into a recess of
the ball, and the soldiers rushed in, uttering lond im-
precations on us for having so long delayed them.
Had they seen us, 1 believe they would have knocked
us on the head; but fortunately they were in too great
a hurry to take possession of the house to look for
us. There were in all not more than a hundred men:
a small garrison for so extensive a range of buildings.
The rest of the troops had, I found, advanced up the
mountain, in an attempt to force the passage across it.
From the strong array of Indians I had seen posted
there, 1 considered that in this they would be disap-
pointed. The first thing the soldiers did on entering
the house, was to find their way to that side facing the
mountains. Some stationed themselves at the win-
dows, through the shutters of which they forced holes
to admit the muzzles of their muskets: while others
took up a strong position in the court-yard, whence
they could annoy the advancing enemy. Their hurried
arrangements had scarcely been concluded, when the
Indians in strong force rushed to the walls, uttering
the most dreadful shouts of defiance and hatred. The
Spaniards reserved their fire till they came close upon
them. The word was given by the officer in command,
and a volley was poured in upon them which proved
fatal to many ; yet the rest came on undauntedly to the
attack. I had intended to have followed my family into
the vaunlts, and I should have been wiser had I done
s0; but a strong desire to see the fight, not unnatural
to one of my age and temper, kept me back ; and having
escaped the observation of the soldiers, I had clambered
up to the roof, where, throtugh a small window, I could
see all that was going forward. It was a post I very
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soon found of considerable danger, for, when the Indians
began to fire, the bullets came rattling about my head
very thick. What had become of the Indian servants
I could not tell; but I concluded that they had wisely
betaken themselves to the vaults, or to some other place
of safety.

I must observe that on either side the walls of the
outbuildings and gardens extended across the hill to
the summit of precipitous cliffs, so that the Indians
could not get round to attack the house in the rear
without clambering over these impediments. As, how-
ever, the line was very extended, it required great
activity and vigilance on the part of the Spaniards to
defend it. Several parties, of ten or fifteen men each,
were employed in continually moving about from place
Lo place whenever any of the enemy showed a disposi-
tion to scale the walls. The main attack of the Indians
was, however, directed cgainst the house itself ; indeed
it was only subsequently that any attempts were made
at other points. The Indian chiefs showed the most
undaunted bravery; and, though singled out by the
Spanlards for destruction, they were always in the
thickest of the fight, and exposed to the hottest fire.
I looked 1n vain for my friend Manco; and at first
I was afraid that he might have been killed, till it
occurred to me that he was probably with the main
body of the army defending the mountain pass.

I must now more particularly describe the scene as
I beheld it from my lofty post. I could tolerably well
tell what was going on inside, from the sounds which
reached my ears. There was a gate in the east wall
about the centre of the house, to force which the
lndians w the first place directed their efforts. Un-
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daunted by the fire of the Spaniards, they brought up
a sort of battering-ram, composed of the roughly-
shaped trunk of a newly-felled tree, slung by ropes to
men’s shoulders. They were led by a chief in the full
war costume of the time of the Incas. Notwithstand-
ing the showers of bullets flying round him, he remained
ucharmed, encouraging his followers by word and action
to the assault. 1If one fell, his place was instantly sup-
plied by another, till the battering-ram reached the
gate. Several thundering blows were heard above the
rattle of musketry, the shouts of the assailants, and the
cries of the wounded, as the engine was set to work.
The gate yielded to the blows, for it was old and de-
cayed; and the Indians rushed in. Several fell pierced
by the pikes of the Spaniards who guarded it, but
many others pressed on, and the soldiers were driven
back. The court-yard was soon filled, and at length
the Peruvians met the hereditary enemies of their race,
face to face, in a struggle for life and death. The
Spaniards who had been left to guard the walls of the
garden rallied, and attempted in a compact body to
enter the house by one of the side doors; but the Indians
threw themselves in their way, and attacked them with
a courage I scarcely expected to see exercised. They
rushed in upon them, some seizing the muzzles of their
muskets, while others cut at them with their axes, or
pierced them with their spears. The Spaniards en-
deavoured to preserve their diseipline; buf they were
at length broken and separated into parties of twos
and threes, surrounded by Indians, who filled the entire
court-yard, so that the combatants were now engaged
in hand-to-band fights, when 1t was evident that num-
bers would gain the day. I had a strange longing, as
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[ witnessed the dreadful scene, to rush down and join
the fight. My sympathies were, I own, with the In-
dians; but still 1 felt if I had thrown myself among
them, I might have sided with the weaker party. 1
did not, however, attempt to move. The very action
would have called me to my senses, and reminded me
of the folly of interference. A number of the Spaniards
had fallen, and were instantly despatched and trampled
on by the infuriated Indians. At last a few, by despe-
rate efforts, again united, and fought their way up to
the house; when some of the garrison, who had been
anxiously watching them, made a sortie by a side door,
and succeeded in keeping the enemy at bay, while the
greater number, desperately wounded, retired inside.
For a minute, from the rush the Indians made towards
the door, I thought that they had succeeded in entering
at the same time, and I expected to hear the sounds of
strife below me; but the soldiers drove them back, and
once more shut themselves in.

Meantime the assault on the front of the house was
going on vigorously. An attempt was made to bring
the battering-ram into play; but so many of the people
working it were shof, that it was allowed to drop
close to the wall. It served, however, as a ‘sort of
platform, from whence some of the Indians counld
throw their spears into the crevices of the windows,
while others attempted to force them open with their
clubs, and those armed with muskets continued a hot
fire from the walls, and from every spot where they
could find shelter. From the groans I heard from be-
low, it was evident that many of the shots had pierced
the shutters and wounded the defenders of the house.

While the scenes I have described were going on in
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my immediate vicinity, I observed that in the distance
the main body of the Indians were engaged in a hot
engagement with the troops who had marched towards
the pass. The light artillery of the former, though of
no use for distant firing, had been judiciously placed in
commanding positions, and masked with breastworks
of stone and earth hastily thrown up. Their fire was
reserved till the Spaniards got close to them; then
from each battery the iron shower went forth, sweep-
ing through the ranks of the Spanish troops. I conld
see them waver and attempt to turn back; but urged
on by their officers, they again advanced. A portion
attempted to storm the heights on which the cannon
were posted; but thousands of Indians were behind
the batteries, and they were driven back with great
slaughter. Still the rest marched on. Sometimes they
were concealed from my sight, and I could only judge
by the movements of the Indians on the higher ground
that the fight was continuing ; then again a turn of the
path brought them once more in view. Their numbers
were fast diminishing; but pride, and contempt for a
race they had for so long been taught to despise, urged
them forward. They fancied probably that they must
prove victorious as soon as they could come into actual
contact with their foes. They were now also fighting
for life as well as honour; for if driven back, few
would expect to escape after the reception they had
already met with, Kvery instant, however, fresh bodies
of Indians sprung up above and around them. On
every height warriors were posted, every rock concealed
an enemy.

My attention was now drawn off from the more dis-
tant scene by what was geing on below me. The
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Tndians having penetrated througch the gardens, now
entirely surrounded the house; and it required all the
vigilance of those within to repel them., I could hear
those below rushing about to each assailable point as
their presence was most required; the officers shouted
their orders, bullets rattled through the house, and the
heavy blows of clubs and axes sounded on every side,
while the whole house was filled with the smoke of the
firearms. When, however, after some time, the Indiang
found that they could not gain an entrance in this
manner without great loss, they retired behind the
outer walls of the garden, and a comparative silence
succeeded to the previous din of warfare. It was but
preparatory to another more desperate attempt. Yrom
the mountain side I saw a fresh body of men advane-
ing, who bore among them ladders roughly formed out
of young fir-trees. It was evident that they intended to
climb to the roof for the purpose of making an entrance
throngh it, and dropping down upon the garrison. I
foresaw that if they did so, the sacrifice of life must
be very great, though they would ultimately succeed ;
for the Spaniards could scarcely defend themselves if
attacked from above as well as on every side.

I now began to repent of my {folly in having re-
mained behind; but as 1 had hitherto been unhurt by
the bullets, which were striking the roof and walls on
every side of me, I fancied that I should yet escape.
I tried to consider what I had best do, and came to
the conclusion that it would be wiser to remain where
I was. If I should be recognised by any of the
Indians, I had no fear of their injuring me; but in the
confusion and heat of the ficht 1 could scarcely expect

to be so, and I felt that I must run all the risks of the
K
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assanlt if they should succeed in their object. I
almost hoped that they would give up the attempt,
and allow the Spaniards to escape. The success, how-
ever, of the main body of their army encouraged them
to persevere.

As far as I could judge at that distance, the troops
were completely hemmed in, and were fighting for their
lives, not to advance, but to return down the mountain.
sShould the house be taken, all hopes of their so doing
would be lost, as it would leave the besiegers at liberty
to descend by the path leading to it, and to cut off alfl
those who might escape.

I was not left long in doubt. By making a circuit
to the left, the ladders were brought to a gable end of
the house where there were no windows. The Spaniards
must have seen the ladders, but they had no means of
attacking those destined {o mount them unless by mak-
ing a sortie; and this, with their diminished numbers,
they were probably afraid of attempting. The tramp
of some men on the steps leading to the roof, showed
me that they were aware of what was about to take
place, but they were too late. The Indians had already
becun to tear off the tiles, and the soldiers who ap-
peared were received with the discharge of a dozen
muskets close to their faces. Many fell; the rest
attempted to retreat, and were precipitated to the floor
below. The Indians swarmed up in numbers, and filled
the whole upper story. I stood concealed in a small
closet which had not been entered. Just then I per-
ceived, besides the smoke of gunpowder, a cloud of
greater density ascending through the floor, and a
strong smell of burning wood.

" ¢ Merciful heaven !’ I exclaimed, ¢ the house is on fire ¥
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The Indians discovered what was the case at the
game time, and rushed down the steps. I followed the
last of them. I thought if I attempted to escape by
the ladders, I might be mistaken for a Spaniard, and
shot. The scene of fighting, bloodshed, and confusion,
which met my sight below, passes all description. The
combat was carried on by both sides with desperation,
the chief aim of the Indians being to open the gates to
their friends without, and that of the Spaniards to pre-
vent them. In the confined space of the passages, the
Indians had somewhat the advantage with their daggers
or short swords, and their axes; and they continued
fichting for a minute or more, but had, nofwithstand-
ing, made little progress, when, from the secret pas-
sage I have so often described, a band of hali-naked
warriors burst into the house, and uttering loud yells,
set upon the Spanpiards with the utmost fury. Several
of the officers had been killed or severely wounded.
Terror-stricken at these new opponents, the men gave
way ; some attempted to gain the rooi, others to burst
their way through the doors, though they must then
have fallen into the hands of their enemies; but they
had a new foe to contend with, as relentless as the
former.

The fire, which had been smouldering in one of the
rooms, burst forth as the doors were thrown open, and,
fanned by the breeze, the fierce flames crept across the
walls and along the rafters and ceiling. As the im-
pending danger was percelved, many of the combatants
ceased their strife, and victors and vanquished endea-
goured to preserve their lives by fligcht; but some,
worked up to fury, fought desperately on till the flames
actually caught them in their toils. and claimed thew.
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for their vietims. Others, with their clothes on fire
sSpaniards and Indians mingled together, were seen
rushing forth and calling on their friends for aid—on
their foes for mercy. Mercy the Indians had never
received, nor were they in a temper to grant it. As
each Spaniard appeared he was cut down, or was else
driven back into the flames, till, as I afterwards heard,
not one remained alive of all those who had lately gar-
risoned the lhouse.

In the meantime I had been watching an opportunity
to escape. The fighting was still eontinuing with the
greatest fury, the combatants passing before me, as
alternately the Spaniards forced their way forward, or
were again driven back by the Indians who poured into
the building, while the raging flames gained possession
of it ; when, as the heat became so intense that I could
no longer hold my post, and a space for an instant
appearing clear before me, I darted forward amid the
fire, the whistling bullets and the weapons of the com-
batants. I ran on in the hopes of reaching one of the
doors at the west side of the house; but I was so
blinded and stifled by the smoke, that 1 could scarcely
see my way, or know what I was about. 1 fancied
that I perceived before me a number of Indians. They
were driving at the point of their spears several soldiers
back into the fire that had reached that part of the
house. With fierce gestures some of them advanced
towards me. I tried to cry out and explain who T
was, when, hefore the words were spoken, I was sensible
of a sharp blow, it seemed on my side. 'The next in
stant I saw axes and swords glittering above my head.
J sunk to the ground, and all consciousness passed
from me.
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CHAPTER IX.

THE INDIAN'S HUT—ALARMING NEWS.

W HEN consciousness at length returned, a very different
scene met my sight., I had an idea that something
dreadful had occurred, but what it was I could not
tell. DMy belief was, that I had been dreaming that I
had witnessed a battle, that I had fallen from my horse
and hurt myself, and that 1 had been lifted up and
carried along on men’s shoulders to some distant place.
I had an indistinct recollection of a face full of tender-
ness often bending over me; but whether it were white
or red I could not tell, the expression only had made
any impression on me. There was, however, so great a
want of clearness and reality in what 1 have described,
that when I once more began to collect my thoughts,
I was unable to determine whether or not I had been
dreaming all the time, and was still half asleep.

At Iength I opened my eyes, and discovered that I
was lying under the shade of a small hut or wigwam,
composed of the boughs of trees, and thatched carefully
over with straw. My couch was on the ground; but
it was a very soft one, for the bed was stuffed with a
quantity of the fine wool of the vicuiias, and covered
with a delicately woven woollen stuff.

The hut stood In an open space amid a forest of
ricantic trees, such as a tropical clime can alone pro-
duce. Deyond were dark and frowning rocks, above
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which rose ridges of lofty mountains, one overtopping
the other, till the more distant, covered with a mantle
of everlasting snow, seemed lost in the clouds. The sky
overhead was of intense blue; and through it sailed,
with outstretched wings, a mighty condor, carrying in
his talons a kid he had snatched from the valley below
to his eyrie on the summit of the rugged cliffs in tha
distance. 1 watched the majestic bird as it sailed along,
forgetful of my own condition, and wondering whether
any one would be able to rescue the poor animal from
its impending fate. On it went, growing smaller and
smaller, till it became a mere speck in the sky, and then
disappeared altogether.

This trifling circumstance served to arouse me, and
I began to look about me with some attention. I dis-
covered, at length, that the forest-glade was not tenant-
less, for the part farthest removed from me was crowded
with dense masses of Indians, who were collected round
one who, by his height, his rich dress, and noble bearing,
I conjectured to be a chief, though I never recollected
to have seen him before. Other Indians kept arriving
from all sides through the forest. He stood elevated
above the rest on a mound of earth under a canopy of
cloth of many colours; and I observed that the bori«,
the red fringe worn only in ancient days by the proud
Incas, bound his brow. From this sign I could have
no doubt that he was the well-known chieftain, Tupac
Amaru, the lineal descendant of the Incas, and the
elder uncle of my friend Manco. By the Indians he
had been known usnally by the name of Condorcanqui,
and by the Spanish as Don José Gabriel, Marquis de
Alcalises, a title which had been given to one of his
ancestors by the King of Spain.
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He was addressing the multitude in a harangue
which, from the distance he was from me, 1 could not
hear. The people listened with deep earnestness and
silence, till some expression aroused their passions, when
. brandishing their weapons, their bows, their clubs and
spears, they uttered shouts of approval, or wild eries of
defiance and hatred to their foe.

I had no doubt that I was in one of the strongholds
of the Indians, among the mountains on the eastern
side of the Andes. The Inca, for so 1 may call him,
continued speaking for an hour or more, when I again
fell off into a sleep or stupor. I had discovered that I
was wounded both in the head and side; and I felt
dreadfully weak and ill. The sun was just gliding
behind the mountains when I again opened my eyes.
By my side sat a young and very beautiful woman, her
large black eyes and the tinge of copper in her com-
plexion showing that she was of Indian birth.

in front of the hut stood a man whose figure I thought
I knew. An exclamation of surprise escaped my lips.
He turned his head at the sound of my voice, and I
recognised, to my joy, the chief Manco. He knelt down
by my side.

‘Ah! my young friend, I rejoice to hear you speak
once again, he said. My wife and I have watched
over you anxiously, for we thought with sorrow that
you would never recover.’

I did not before know that Manco had a wife.
‘You have been very good to me; and had it not
been for her care, I must have died, I replied. I
dare say I shall now soon get well; but can you tell
me anything of my parents and my brothers and
sisters?  1s Ithulpo with you?’
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‘I can give you no tidings of them,” he replied, turn-
ing away his head. ¢Ithulpo has not come back to us,
and I know not where he is.’

‘ My poor father and mother! they will think I have
been killed,” I ejaculated. ¢It will make them grieve
very much.’

‘They will trust in God and hope for the best, as
you must, my friend,” he observed. *‘DBut I must not
let you talk, or it will bring back the fever which has
been on you. Nita will watch over you, for I have
matters which call me away.” As he spoke, his young
wife handed me a cup filled with a cooling draught
distilled from herbs, which I drank eagerly off. ¢That
will do you good,” he remarked. ¢To-morrow, if you
are stronger, I will answer the questions I see you are
eager to put. Now, farewell” He shook his head when
he saw that I was about again to speak, and went off
across the glade.

I next tried to interrogate Nita, speaking in the
Quichua language, supposing she did not understand
Spanish; but with a smile she signed to me not to

talk.
‘ Sleep, stranger, sleep,” she said in a sweet musical

voice In her native tongue; ‘it will strengthen you to
undergo the toils which are in store for you. My hus-
band has promised to tell you more to-morrow. I must
quit you if you persist in talking.’

Seeing that she was determined not to answer any of
the questions I longed to ask, I felt that it would be
ungrateful not to do as she desired me, and 1 once more
resigned myself to sleep.

The next day I felt better and stronger, and my
wounds were healing rapidly; but Manco did not re-
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tarn, and Nita told me that he was engaged in mustering
and arming his followers, She would, however, give me
no other information. 1 felt very sad and solitary, not-
withstanding her kindness ; for, whenever I could collect
my thoughts, I could not help fearing that some mis-
fortune had befallen those I best loved on earth. For-
tunately I slept or dozed away the greater part of the
day, and this, I suspect, contributed to the rapidity of
my recovery, aided by my good constitution and the
pure air I breathed. At night Nita sent an old woman
to sit by me, who was relieved by a young lad of my
own age. I expected to gain some Information from
the latter, for he looked very intelligent; but when I
spoke to him he shook his head, and I afterwards dis-
covered that the poor fellow was deaf and dumb.
There were several huts near mine, one of which I
found was occupied by Nita and her husband.

Three days passed away, and at last, to my great
joy, Manco came back. He seemed in high spirits
when he spoke of the prospects of his people. He
told me that the Indians throughout the whole of the
mountain districts of Peru were up 1n arms, and that
whenever they had encountered the Spaniards the latter
had been defeated ; though he confessed, with regret,
that many atrocities had been committed by the enraged
natives, and that the white inhabitants of whole villages
and districts, including women and children, had been
cruelly massacred, as had also the negroes and those
with any white blood in their veins.

I may as well here pause in my personal narrative
to give a short account of the cause of the disastrous
revolt of the Indians of Peru, from which so many
thousand lives were sacrificed. I have already spoken
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of the systematic cruelty practised by the Spaniards
from their first occupation of the country, and of the
dreadiul effects of the mita (as the parcelling out
of the people among the conquerors as slaves was
called, under the pretence of enabling them to learn
trades and to become domestic servants, as also to
make them work in the mines); but another injustice
was the immediate cause of the outbreak. This was
the repartimiento. 1t was a law originally made by
the Spanish rovernment, authorizing the corregidores
to distribute among the natives goods imported from
Fuarope at fixed prices, and which they were com-
pelled to purchase whether they required them or noft.
Consequently, all sorts of things damaged and useless
were sent out from Spain to Perun, where they were
certain of realizing a profit to be obtained nowhere else.
Among them might be found silk stockings, satins, and
velvets—razors for men who never shaved, and spec-
tacles for those whose eyesight was excellent. 1 re-
member especially a consignment of spectacles arriving
to a merchant at Liima. Ie could nowhere dispose of
them, till he bethought himself of applying to a cor-
reqidor of a neighbouring district, who was his friend,
to help him. The latter threw no difficulty in the way.

‘ Your goods shall be sold immediately, my friend,’
he replied ; and forthwith he issued an order that no
Indian should appear at church or at festivals unless
adorned with a pair of spectacles, intimating the place
where they were to be sold. The poor people had to
come and buy the spectacles, and to pay a very high
price for them into the bargain.

The Spanish Government, when they framed the law,
had doubtless no idea that it would be thus abused :
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their intention being to civilise the people by the intro-
duction of Kuropean clothing and Iuxuries, and in that
manner to ereate a good market for the product of the
industry of the mother country. It is one of the many
examples of the folly of attempting to force the in-
terests of commerce by unjust laws, Ior a time a few
merchants sold their goods; but the ultimate result,
independent of the bloodshed which it caused, was
that the Indians took a dislike to Spanish manufactuares,
and the Peruviap market was ultimately lost for ever to
Spain.

The repartimiento had lately been put in force by the
correqidores with even more than the usual injustice,
The corregidores were, I must explain, Spanish municipal
officers, who had very great authority in the districts
they governed ; and as they were the recelvers of all
taxes, tributes, and customs, they were able to ensure
it with unsparing rapacity, which they did not fail to
do in most instances.

At length, after years of sufiering, the Indian popu-
lation were thoroughly aroused, and determined to throw
off the hated yoke of the tyrants. Condorcanqui placed
himself at their head; and before the Spaniards were
aware of the storm which was gathering, he had col-
fected a large but undisciplined army. He had two
sons, called Andres and Mariano, and a brother named
Diogo, all of whom assnmed the title of Tupac Amaru,
which means in the Quichua language, the highly en-
dowed. Several others of his relations also assumed the
same title, and took command of the patriots’ forces in
other parts of the country. The Spaniards, despising
the Indians, and regardless of any warnings they might
Lave received, were completely taken by surprise, and
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defeated in all directions. The villages in whole dis-
tricts were totally destroyed, and several large towns
were besieged, many of which were captured and the
inhabitants put to the sword. |

Of their first victory I had been a witness. Condor-
canqui had been cacique of the province of Tungasuca,
the corregidor of which was among the most exacting
and rapacious of his class. For a long time the Indian
chief had brooded over the sufferings of his country-
men, till he resolved to avenge them. He confided his
plans to a few other cacigues only, and to his own rela-
tives. They prepared the people by means of faithful
emissaries throughout the country; and arms and
- munitions of war were collected with the greatest
secrecy and expedition. At an appointed day the
signal of revolt was given; and the cow*egz'doreé.in
many of the provinces, whom they looked upon as
their principal oppressors, were seized and executed.,

The corregidor of Tungasuca had been entertaining a
party of friends and some travellers at his house. The
feast was over; they had taken their siesta; and other
guests had assembled to pass the evening with music
and dancing. His wife and daughters were there, and
several ladies young and lovely. The gay guitar was
sounding in the hall, and happy hearts and light feet
were keeping time to the music. The corregidor was
standing apart from the rest in earnest conversation
with a stranger. |

¢This is my farewell assembly,” he observed. I
have now, thank Providence, amassed a fortune suffi-
cient for my wants; and in a few weeks’ time I shall
sail for my beloved Spain. This country Is & good
one for making money, but for nothing else.’

-
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‘It i3 a fine country, though; and history tells us
was once a perfect paradise,” remarked the stranger.

¢ A paradise it might have been when the fields were
better cultivated and more mines were worked ; but the
people have chosen to die off, and those who remain are
idle and lazy, and will not work,” answered the corre-
. gidor, with a scornful langh.

‘' They have lately taken to care very little for religion
either,” observed Padre Diogo, the family chaplain, who
now joined the speakers. ‘¢ When we go among them
with the saints to collect offerings, our boxes come
back not a quarter {ull.’ | |

Just then a servant, pale with terror, rushed up to
his master. | |

‘ What is the matter ?” asked the corregidor. ¢Speak,
fool, speak!’ for the man could only utter some unin-
telligible sounds.

“The Indians! the Indians! cried the man, at
‘length finding his voice. *The house is surrounded
by thousands of them!’

¢ Impossible I” exclaimed the corregidor. ¢'The slaves
would not dare—’

Just then an unearthly cry rent the air. The music
ceased, and the strangers hurried to go—the ladies
clasping their partners’ arms, and the children cling-
ing to their mothers. Some of the men went to the
windows. What the servant had reported was too
true. On each side were seen, by the. beams of the
pale moon, dense masses of armed savages, forming
an impenetrable barrier round the house; while others
kept arriving from every direction.

* What means all this?’ exclaimed the corregidor
‘I will go out and order the slaves to disperge.’

48
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‘O stay, stay!’ cried his wife, clinging to him with
an air of despair, which showed her too true fore-
bodings of evil. ¢ They are exasperated agalinst you,
and may do you harm. Let Padre Diogo go; he has
influence with the people, and may persuade them to
depart.’

The correqidor was easily persuaded to follow his
wife’s counsel, for his conscience told him that the
Indians had just cause to hate him. One of the
strangers suggested that efforts should instantly be
made to barricade the house, and prepare for defend-
ing it, should the Indians be assembled with any hostile
intention. The corregidor was about to give orders to
that effect, when another loud unearthly shriek para-
lysed the nerves of all the inmates.

‘Ob, go, Seiior Padre, go! save my husband and
children !’ cried the terrilied wife.

‘Save us! save us!’ cried the guests, now fully
aware of the horrible danger that threatened them.

Thus urged, Padre Diogo prepared, with many mis-
givings, to go forth and appeal to the people. He
looked round with a sad countenance on those he had
lately seen so full of life and gailety.

‘ May Heaven and the saints protect you, my children,’
he said solemnly.

'Then taking in his hand a crucifix which hung in a
little oratory near the hall, he opened the front door of
the house and stepped out among the crowd. He held
the sacred symbol of his faith aloft in his hand. It
served as his safeguard. No one attempted to injure
him ; but before he could utter a word, he was sur-
rounded and hurried away from the house. No ono
would listen to his prayers and cutreaties,
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‘ Mercy, mercy, for the unfortunates in yonder man-
ston !’ he cried.

* Mercy, mercy, Setior Padre! did they ever show
merey to us?’ exclaimed a voice from the crowd.

He looked back; the Indians were pouring into the
house. Loud agonized shrieks of women and children
reached his ears. A few shots were heard, followed
by the triumphant shouts of the Indians. Flames were
seen bursting forth from the house, They burned ap
bright and clear in the night air. DBy their light he
observed a man dragged along among a crowd of
Indians. They stopped and appeared to be busily at
work. In a short time a gibbet was erected near the
burning bnilding.

“You are required to shrive a dying man, Seiior
Padre,” said an Indian who approached him.

tle was led towards the engine of death. There,
beneath it, he found, pale with terror, and trembling
in every limb, the corregidor, his patron.

‘ They tell me, my son, that I am to perform the last
offices of religion for the dying,” said Padre Diogo.

‘For me, Padre, for me!’ exclaimed the corregidor
in a voice of agony. ‘Alas! it 15 cruel mockery.
They have murdered my wife and children, my gunests
and servants—all, all are dead! and now they will
murder me.’

‘I will plead for youn; I will try to save your life,
said the padre. ‘DBut they cannot have been so cruel
—they cannot have murdered those innocents !’

“Alas! 1 speak true. Defore my eyes they slew
all I love on earth, and they only preserved me to
make me endnre lonﬁ er suffering,” said the wretched

man.
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“You are delaying to perform your duty,” cried a
volce from among the crowd of Indians.

‘ Mercy, mercy, for him, my children!” ejaculated
the padre. |

‘ He showed us none,” answered a hundred voices in
return. ¢ Proceed, proceed, or he must die without
shrift.”

The padre felt there was no hope; but he attempted
to make another appeal. He was answered in the
same strain.

‘ My son, you must prepare your soul for another
world,” he whispered into the ear of the corregidor.

The unhappy man saw that indeed there was no
hope for him, but still he clung to life. He dared
not die. At that moment all his deeds of cruelty, all
his tyranny, came crowding to his memory in a light
they had never before worn. Of what use now was to
him the wealth he had thus anjustly acquired? Oh! if
men would at all times and seasons remember that they
must one day die, and give an account of their deeds
on earth, would it not restrain them from committing
acts of injustice and wrong? 'The corregidor attempted
to enumerate his misdeeds. They were too many for
him to recollect.

‘I have offended—I have miserably offended!’ he
exclaimed in his agony.

¢ fod is full of mercy. He rejoices in pardoning the
repentant sinner,” answered the padre.

But his words brought no hope to a donbting mind.
He felt that his crimes were too great for pardon;
though till that moment he had not considered them as
crimes.

The priest then proceeded to administer to him the
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last sacrament of the Roman Catholic Church. He
had scarcely concluded, when the Indians, who had
stood around in reverential silence, raised a loud
clamour for the instant execution of the culprit; but
Padre Diogo was a brave man.

‘ My children,” he cried, ‘you have already com-
mitted a great sin in murdering the innocents who this
night have fallen by your hands. Their blood will cry
to Heaven for vengeance. Preserve this man’s life,
repent, and pray for mercy.’

A cacique now stepped forward from among the
crowd.

‘ Sefior Padre,” he said, * we hsten to your words
with reverence, for youn are a priest, and have ever
proved our friend ; but this man was placed 1n authority
over us, and most cruelly did he abuse that authority,
He has been tried and found guilty. As his ancestors
murdered our last Inca, the great Atahualpa, so he
must die. He has but ope minute more to live. We
have already shown him more mercy than he deserves.’

The tone, as much as the words of the speaker, con:
vinced the padre that his penitent must die. To the
last he stood by his side, whispering such words of
consolation as he could offer. Several Indians, ap-
pointed as executioners, advanced; and in an instant
the miserable man was hurried into eternity.

‘For this man’s death, the vengeance of his country-
men will fall terribly on your heads, my children,” ex-
claimed the padre; for the proud spirit of the Spaniard
was aroused within his bosom, and he did not fear
what they might do to him. Too truly were his words
afterwards verified. No one seemed to heed what he

said ; and he was led away from the spot by a party
L
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of Indians, in whose charge he was given by the chief
Tupac Amaru. To bis horror, he found that every
man, woman, and child among the white inhabitants
of the village had fallen victims to the exasperated
fury of the Indians.

This account was given me some time afterwards by
Padre Diogo himself ; though I thought the present a
proper opportunity of introducing it.

I will now return to my own narrative. I rapidly
recovered my strength, and in a few more days was able
to leave the hut and walk about without assistance ;
but my anxiety for the fate of my family was in no way
relieved ; and though Manco made all the inguiries in
his power, he could afiord me no consolation. I was
sitting one evening in front of the hut, meditating what
course to pursue, when Manco came and threw himself
on the ground by my side. He took my hand and
looked kindly in my face; but I saw that his counte-
nance wore an expression of deep melancholy, With a
trembling voice I asked him what news he had to com-
municate.

‘ Bad news, bad news, my young friend,” he said;
and then stopped, as If afraid of proceeding.

“Of my parents ?’ I inquired, for I could not bear the
agony of suspense. ‘Speak, Manco; has Ithulpo not
arrived 2’

“Alas! no,” he answered, sorrowfully shaking his
head. ¢I have too certain evidence of Ithulpo’s death ;
and, faithful as he was, he would never have deserted
your parents. His body has been discovered near a
village which has been attacked and burned by my
countrymen. There can be no doubt that they had
taken refuge within it.  Alas that I should say it, who
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nave received such benefits from them! The Indians
put to the sword every inhabitant they found there,
and among them your parents must have perished.’

At first I was stunned with what he said, though 1
could not bring myself to believe the horrid tale.

‘T will go in search of them,” I at length exclaimed.
‘I will find them if they are alive; or I must see their
bodies, if, as you say, they have been murdered, before
[ can believe you. The Indians, whom they always
loved and pitied, could not have been guilty of such
barbarity. If your countrymen have murdered their
benefactors, I fell you that they are miserable worthless
wretches; and the Spaniards will be justified in sweep-
ing them from the face of the earth.’

As I gave utterance to these exclamations, I felt my
spirit maddening within me. 1 cared not what I said;
I felt no fear for the consequences. At first, after I
had spoken, a cloud came over Manco’s brow ; but it
quickly cleared away, and he regarded me with looks
of deep commiseration.

¢ Should I not feel as he does, if all those I loved
best on earth had been slaughtered ?” he muttered to
himself. ‘I feel for you, my friend, and most deeply
orieve,” he said aloud, taking my hand, which I had
withdrawn, and watering it with his tears. ¢Yet you
are unjust in thus speaking of my people. They did
not kill your parents knowingly. The sin rests with
the Spaniards, whom they desired to punish ; and the
innocent have perished with the guilty, Sure I am
that not an Indian would have injured them; and had
they been able to come into our camp, they would have
been received with honour and reverence.’

I bung down my head, and my bursting heart at
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length found relief in tears. I was still very weak, or
I believe that my feelings would have assumed a fiercer
character.

- ‘I have been unjust to you, Manco,” I said, when I
could once more give utterance to my thoughts. *I
will try not to blame your countrymen for your sake;
but I must leave yon, to discover whether your dread-
ful report is true or false.’

He took my hand again, and pressed it within his
own. It was night before I was tolerably composed ;
and as I threw myself on my couch within the hut, I
wept bitterly as a child, till sleep came to relieve my
misery. I must not dwell on the anguish I felt on
waking—the utter wretchedness of the nex{ day. 1 was
too ill to move, though I prayed for strength to enable
me to prosecute my search. Strength and health came
again at last ; and in four days after I had heard the
account given by Manco, I insisted that I was able to
undergo the fatigue to which I must be exposed. No-
thing that Manco or his wife could say had power to
deter me.

* You will be taken by the cruel Spaniards, and exe-
cuted as a spy,’ sald Nita, the tears dropping from her
eyes as she spoke.

‘ No Indian on whom you can rely will be able to
accompany you, and you cannot find your way alone,’
observed Manco. ¢ Besides, in these unhappy times
robbers and desperadoes of every sort are ranging
through the country ; and if you escape other dangers,
they will murder you.’

‘My kind f{riends,” I answered, taking both their
hands, ‘I feel your regard for me; but 1 fear neither
Spaniards nor Indians, nor robbers nor wild beasts,
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nor deserts nor storms, nor heat nor cold, nor hunger
nor thirst. I have a holy duty to perform, and I
should be unworthy of the name I bear if I shrunk
from encountering the danger which may be before

2

me.
‘If go you must, and I see that there is no use in

attempting to dissuade you, I will give you every
assistance in my power,” said Manco.

And thus it was arranged that 1 was to set out on
my perilous undertaking the next day but one, by
which time he would be able to accompany me to the
foot of the mountains, though he would not be absent
long from his important duty in the patriots’ army.
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CITAPTEDR X.

MY WANDERINGS WITH MANCO—HOW A PADIRE TOLD
[IIS BEADS, BUT IIIS BEADS TOLD IIM NOTIHING.

THE morning I was to set out arrived at last, and I
bid farewell to Nita and her little infant, which 1 kissed
over and over again for its mother’s sake; for my heart
was full of gratitude for her kindness and compassion.
Manco had procured a mule for me—a small but
strong animal, with great sagacity. It was very sure-
footed, and could climb up the most rugged rocks,
and slip down mountain precipices like a goat. It
was of the greatest value to me; for, weak as I was,
I eould not possibly have walked a mile of my journey.
We had to descend some way, and then to travel along
the side of the mountain range, in order to gain the
road which led across the Cordilleras. 1 speak of the
path as a road; but in many spots it was so narrow
and difficult that I thought it would be impossible for
any mule to get along. Ilere and there large blocks
of stone had been placed, with the mtention of facili-
tating the ascent. My mule sprung up them with
sach violent jerks that I was at first almost thrown
over his head; but when we had to descend, he picked
his way with great caution. Manco went before me
with a long pole in his hand, ready to assist me if |
required 't.
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After proceeding some way, 1 observed a large
valley spread out at our feet. It was full of people
and numerous tents and huts. Manco pointed to it
with an expression of pride in his countenance,

‘There,” said he, ‘you see the headquarters of the
army which is to liberate our country from the power
of the conqueror. The Inca Tupac Amaru himself,
and his two young and noble sons, are there. In a few
days the whole army will be assembled, when we march
upon Cuzco, once more to reinstate our sovereign in the
capital of his ancestors.’

Manco’s dark eyes flashed proudly as he spoke; for
after the recent suceess of the Indian arms he had
no doubt of victory. I thought differently. Hitherto
the Indians had fought among mountains, where dis-
cipline was of little avail, and their bows and slings
could send their missiles with effect; or they had
attacked unfortified and unprepared villages; but in
the neighbourhood of Cuzco they would be in an open
valley, where the cavalry and artillery of the Spaniards
could be brought into play, and I trembled for the
consequences. I was unwilling to damp Manco’s
ardour ; but I endeavoured to point out the dangers
I foresaw, and urged him to persuade the chiefs not
to be over-confident.

We kept along the ridge of the height forming the
side of the valley without descending, and I was thus
able to obtain a full view of the Indian army. I was
surprised not only at the vast number of people col-
lected, but at the apparent order which prevailed, and
at the great state which the Inca and his chief officers
maintained. In the centre of the camp, amid a number
of banners fluttering in the breeze, was erected a large
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canopy of gay-coloured cloth, beneath which was «
throne, richly ornamented with gold and silver. A
flight of steps led to 1t, along which were ranged a
body of guards armed with battle-axes and spears.
The Inca sat on his throne, dressed in the ancient
costume of his ancestors, which I have before de-
scribed ; and officers of various ranks kept continually
coming up to receive orders. As they approached,
they bowed reverentially before him, and knelt at his
feet while he addressed them. I could scarcely believe
that what I saw was a reality, and that I was not
dreaming of the accounts I had read of the early
history of the country. It did not then occur to me
that much valuable time was thus lost to the Indian
cause in idle ceremony; and that Tupac Amaru would
~have had a better chance of success had he at once
swept the country from north to south with his forces,
before the Spanlards had recovered from their terror
and dismay at their first defeat.

After stopping for a few minutes to gaze at the
novel and interesting scene, we turned up a path
through a ravine, and were quickly again in the soli-
tude of the mountains. We travelled upwards for
three days, sleeping at nights at the huts of Indians,
where we received a warm welcome from their wives,
but the men were in all cases absent. We were now
crossing the Puna heights, as the table-lands on the
upper part of the Cordilleras are called. We were
some fourteen thousand feet above the level of the sea.
On either side arose the lofty summits of the Cordilleras,
covered with the lce of centuries. Before us siretched
out to a great extent the level heights, covered with
the dull yellow I’una grass, blending its tint with the
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creenish hue of the glaciers. It was truly a wild and
desolate scene. Herds of vicuilas approached to gaze
with wonder at us, and then turning affrighted, fled
away with the swiftness of the wind. The Puna stag,
with stately step, advanced irom bis lair in the recesses
of the mountains, and gazed on us with his large wonder-
ing eyes, Iarther off were groups of huancas, looking
cautiously at ns as we passed, while the rock-rabbits
disported nimbly around us. 1 begged Manco not to
shoot them, for we did not require food, and I never
liked killing an animal for sport. |

The mountain air and exercise had completely re-
stored my strength, when on a sudden an indescribable
oppression overcame me. My heart throbbed audibly,
and my breathing became short and interrupted, while
n weight as if of lead lay on my chest. My lips swelled
and burst, blood flowed from my eyelids, and I began
to lose my senses. 1 should have fallen from my mule
had not Manco lifted me off. A grey mist floated
before my eyes, and I could neither see, hear, nor feel
distinctly. Manco sat down, and took my head in his
[ap; when after a time I began to recover, and I saw
that he was anxiously looking at a dense mass of clouds
cgathering above us.

‘Up, up, my friend, and mount if you value your
life!” he said. ¢ You are better now. A storm is
about to burst, and we must face it boldly.’

Scarcely had he spoken, when loud peals of thunder
were heard, and lightning darted from the skies. Down,
too, came the snow in flakes, so heavy that it was im-
possible to see many yards before us.

‘We must push on,’ observed Manco. ¢We have
lost much time already, and night will overtake us
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before we can reach the nearest village” The snow,
however, fell faster, and completely concealed all signs
of the path. ¢ When the snow-storm has ceased, I
shall eagily find the way by the flicht of the birds we
are certain to see,” he continued. ¢So, fear not, You
are suflering from the keen air of the mountains, and
you will quickly recover when we begin to descend to
lower ground.’ |

Iiven his sagacity was at fault, and we soon found
that we had wandered from the right path. As I did
not grow worse, I kept up my spirits. Two or three
hours passed away, and the snow ceased. It had
scarcely done so, when the clouds opened, and tha
bright glance of the burning sun burst forth dazzlingly
on the white expanse of snow before me. In a moment
I felt my eyes stricken with almost total blindness. A
ery of horror escaped me. 1 fancied that I should not -
recover. Manco tried to console me, assuring me that
I was merely suffering from the surumpe, a common
complaint in those regions.

‘1 ought to have guarded you against it,” he said.
¢ Strangers unaccustomed to the sight of the glittering
snow constantly sutier from it; but 1t will soon pass
away.’ |

I, however. thought differently, though I was un-
willing to complain to him. We went on as fast as
we could; but the sun set when we were still a long
way from the edge of the plain. We had with difficulty
avoided several swamps, in which lie had told me animals
and men were sometimes lost. They are the chief dangers
of that region. Fortunately, he recognised a range of
[ofty rocks near us. |

‘ There is a cavern within them not far off, where
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we must rest for the night,” he said. * We might have
a worse lodging, for we shall there, at all events, be
gheltered from the snow and wind.

It was now perfectly dark ; but after searching for
some time, we succeeded in discovering the ecavern.
While he tethered my mule outside, 1 staggered in,
and, overcome with fatigue and the pain I was suffer-
ing, sunk upon the ground, a stone which lay near me
serving for a pillow. 1 begged him to let me remain
where I was, while he refreshed himself with some of
the provisions we had brought with us. We had no
means of striking a light: and as he counld afford me
no assistance beyond throwing a pouncho over me, he
did not interfere; but soon afterwards, stretching him-
self out near me, he feil asleep. Having been on foot
all day, he required rest as much as 1 did. As soon
as I fell into a slumber, the smarting pain of the
surumipe awoke me, and I was obliged to give up all
hope of sleep. How long the night seemed! My
thoughts all the time were active, and I need scarcely
say that they were fixed on my expedition, and means
of accomplishing my object.

It was towards the morning, when a dreadful turn
was given to them. Happening to stretch onut my hand,
it came in contact with a cold clammy substance. 1
drew it back, and an indescribable horror crept over
me; but influenced by an impulse I could not control,
I again put it out towards the ohject. It rested on the
face of & human being, I was certain that I could not
be mistaken, 1 felt the mouth, and nose, and hair:
but the features were rigid and immoveable. It was
that of a corpse. Constitutionally fearless, under other
circumstances I should have got up and removed my-
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telf from the disagreeable neighbourhood, supposing
that some unfortunate traveller had like uns taken
shelter there, and died from ecold or hunger; but
weak with mental and bodily suffering, I had now no
power over myself, and lay trembling with horror,
not even venturing to call out to Manco to break the
dreadful spell which was upon me. 1t is impossible
to describe my feelings, or the ideas which took pos-
session of my mind., Whose corpse could it be? Might
there not be others in the cave? I thought, if I could
be said to be thinking. At last, I believe I swooned
away, for most certainly I did not sleep. An ex-
clamation from Manco aroused me. Daylight was
streaming into the cavern, and he was sitting up and
cazing towards me. In another instant he was by my
side, and, with careful forethought, was endeavouring
to keep my attention fixed on himself, so as to prevent
me from seeing the dreadful objects in the inner part of
the cavern.

‘Manco,” I said, ‘I have had a horrid dream. I
fancied that the cavern was full of corpses’ As I
spoke I really thought I had been dreaming.

Without answering me, he lifted me up, and led me
towards the open air. An impulse I could not restrain
made me turn my head; and on the ground, close
to where I had rested, I saw the corpse of a man.
Trembling in every limb, I stopped to look at it. It
was that of a white man. Several ghastly wounds
were seen on the broad chest, and another on the
head. The dress and the full black beard and mous-
tache showed me that he was a Spaniard. There were
no other corpses to be seen; and as I looked at the
object in the broad daylight, with the fresh brecze
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blowing in my face, the undefined Lorror I had before
felt completely vanished. I felt ashamed of my pre-
vious fears, and releasing myself from his support,
assured him that I had recovered my strength, The
effort itself assisted to restore my nerves to their usual
tension; and I was able to turn back and examine
the corpse. |

‘ Who can have murdered the man and placed him
here?’ 1 asked.

Manco shook his head. ¢It is a bad thing—a very
bad thing !’ he replied, as he examined the wounds of
the man. ¢I fear my countrymen have done it. He
must have ‘been taken prisoner, for 1 find the marks of
cords round his wrists, and he attempted to escape, and
thus was killed ; but ask no further questions. Come,
It 18 time to proceed.’

The little mule was safe outside, so I mounted and
hastened from the spot.

As 1 rode on, my spirits returned with the air and
exercise, and my mind no longer dwelt on the events
of the previous night; and the efiects of the surumpe
also began to wear off. Several rock-rabbits crossed
our path, two of which Manco shot; and when we
came to a height which sheltered us from the wind, we
halted for breakfast. Having tethered the mule, we
set to work to collect the dry grass and the stems of
creepers growing from the clefts of the rocks for fuel.
Manco had with him the means of striking a light, and
a fire was soon kindled, over which we cooked the
rabbits and boiled some cocoa in a tin pannikin, by
the aid of which, with some Indian corn bread, we made

a very fair meal.
In an hour more we reached the edge of the dito, or
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high plain, over which we had been travelling. Before
us lay, deep and deeper, the dark valleys of the lower
mountain regions, among which, scarcely discernible,
were scattered numerous Indian villages. Far beyond
a more level country stretched out, till it was lost in
the distant line of the horizon. For several hours we
descended, till we began to experience a very great
change of temperature. We rested that night at a
village mhabited entirely by Indians. It was situated
among such inaccessible rocks that they had no fear of
being surprised by the Spaniards. To my great grief,
Manco told me that he must quit me by dawn on the
merrow. 1 of course could not be so selfish as to wish
to detain him. |

‘I have been, fortunately, able to find a trustworthy
guide for you, he said. “He is a lad a year or so
younger than you are, but very quick and intelligent.
He is of a white complexion, though he has an Indian
heart, for he has been among us from his childhood.
When an infant he was discovered by some of our
people In a wood near a Spanish village, and was
brought hither by them. Their idea is, that either he
had been deserted by his mother, or that his parents
had been murdered by robbers, who, for some reason
or other, saved his life. He is called Pedro. Hse
speaks Spanish well; and should you fall among the
Spaniards, he will be supposed to belong to their
people. Should you discover your parents, of which 1
have no hopes, give him his liberty, and he will return
to us; and if you abandon the attempt, he will lead
you back to us. But I will bring him to you, and he
will speak for himself.’

On this Manco left the hut where we were lodging,
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and soon returned, accompanied by a youth, whoso
clear complexion and full black ey~s showed that he
was descended from the race who had conguered Peru.

“ Are you willing to accompany me, Pedro?’ 1 asked
in Spanish. ¢ You will probably have many dangers to
cncounter.’

He looked at me attentively for some time, as if exa-
mining my countenance to judge if he could trust me,
before he answered.

‘Yes,” he at length said. ¢I will aid you gladly in
the work you are about. I care not for dangers. God
will protect me, as He has before done.’

I was much struck with his words and manner, and
rladly accepted his services.

‘But I have no means of rewarding you, Pedro,’ I
remarked. ‘Some day I may have, but the time is
probably far distant.’

‘A good action is ifs own reward, he answered, in
an unaffected tone. ‘I require no reward. My chief
and benefactor wishes me to go; and I desire to obey
him.’ |

Pedro was an unusual character. He possessed all
the genius and fire of his Spanish fathers, with the
simple education of an Indian uncontaminated by mix-
ing with the world. The next morning he appeared
habited in the dress of a Spanish farmer’s son, which
was the character he was to assume should he be inter-
rogated. He rode a mule similar to mine. He and I
set forward together towards the west at the same time
that Manco started to return to the Indian camp. I
found that Manco had supplied him amply with money
to pay our expenses, when we should reach the territory
ichabited by Spaniards; but he told me that we should
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require none while we wandered among the Indian
villages.

‘I thought that all the Indians were poor, and that
even a chief like Manco would have little or no money,’
I remarked.

He smiled as he answered, ¢ WWhen men are slaves,
if they are wise they conceal their wealth, lest their
masters should take it from them. 7These mountains
are full of rich mines of gold and silver, with which
none but the Indians are acquainted. Many such
exist, known only to particular families, to whom the
knowledege has been handed down from father to son.
Perhaps Manco has such a mine; but he is too wise to
speak of it.’

I did not think it right to inquire further about the
sonrce of Manco’s wealth; but I was satisfied that he
could spare what he had provided for me. My young
cuide, however, was inclined to be communicative, and
he beguiled the way by a number of interesting anec-
dotes.

‘O yes,” he continued ; ‘the Indians are wise to con-
ceal their riches; for if the Spaniards discovered them,
they would no longer be theirs. Not far from this,
there lives a good padre, the curate of the parish. He
is very much liked by all the Indians, though he has
his faults like other men. He is very kind-hearted and
generous, and is ready to administer to the sick in
body as well as in mind; but he is sadly addicted to
cambling. He will play all day and night with any-
body who will play with him, till he has lost his last
real, and has often, I know, to go supperless to bed.
When the Indians know by his looks and his staying
at home that he is in poverty, they will send him fowls
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and ezgs, and bread and provisions of all sorts. One
day he had just received his yearly stipend, when the
evil spirit came upon him, and he went away to the
nearest town and lost it all. He came home very
miserable, and could scarcely attend to his duties.
Fortunately for him, an Indian, whose sick child he had
attended, had compassion on his grief, and told him to
be comforted. The next day, as soon as it was dark,
the Indian came to his house, bringing a bag full of
rich silver ore. The padre was very grateful; but in-
stead of spending it wisely tc supply his wants, he took
it into the town, and 1t went the way of his s{ipend—
into the pockets of his gambling companions. Again
he returned home as full of grief as before. The Indian
soon heard of what had happened, for he loved the
padre very much; so he brought him another bag ot
silver. The padre’s propensity was incurable, and he
lost that as he had done the first. The Indian’s genero-
sity was not yet worn out, and he brought him a third
bag fuil of ore. When the padre saw it, he could
scarcely believe his own senses.

‘¢ ] fear that I am robbing you, my kind friend,” he
said. ‘I shall bring you into the poverty to which I
have foolishly reduced myself.”

“¢“() no, Selior Padre; there is plenty more where
this comes from,” returned the Indian. “ What I have
oiven you is but like a drop of water in the ocean to
the abundance of rich ore which there lies concealed.”

¢¢“1f that be the case, my kind friend, why not show
it to me?” exclaimed the padre. I shall soon become
a rich man, and will no longer think of gambling.”

‘ After much persuasion, the Indian agreed to lead
the padre to the mine, on condition that he would con-

M
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sent to be blindfolded both going and returning. The
next night they accordingly set out, the Indian leading
the padre by the hand. After walking for some hours,
the bandage was taken from fhe padre’s eyes, and he
found himself in a spot he had never before visited.
The Indian set to work, and clearing away a quan-
tity of earth and bushes, exposed to the delighted eyes of
the padre a cave full of glittering masses of pure silver.

¢ ¢ There, Setior Padre, is the mine I spoke of, Take
as much as you can carry, and we will return speedily
home,” said the Indian.

‘ The padre filled a number of bags he had brought
with him under his cloak, till he could scarcely stagger
onwards with the weight. While also he was collect-
ing the treasure, avarice seized his soul, and he forgot
the dictates of honour. He was then again blindfolded ;
and he set forward on his return 1n the same manner
as he had come. DBut though he had got as much
silver as would have supplied him with food and cloth-
ing for many years, he wanted more. He contrived,
therefore, as he thought unperceived, to break the
string of his rosary, and as he returned he dropped
one head, then ancther, hoping thus to trace his way
by means of them back to the.mine. At last he reached
home, congratulating himself on his cleverness. Of
what use, he thought, is all that silver to the Indians?
They are not the better for it, but I shall know how to
spend if. He was eager to set out the next morning,
when just as he was leaving his house, the Indian
stepped 1n at his door,

¢ ¢ Ah, Seiior Padre, I am come to see how you are
after your long walk,” said the Indian, smiling,.

¢4 Very weil, my son—very well, thank the saints,”
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answered the padre. “1 am just going out to take
another.”

“‘t I hope it may be a pleasant one, Sefior Padre,”
observed the Indian. “ But 1 forgot—I1 came to return
you your rosary, which you dropped last night.”

¢ And to the dismay of the padre, the Indian gave
him all the beads which he had carefully collected.
The padre had nothing to say for himself; but the
Inv’an did not utter any other rebuke, though he never
agaii offered to bring him any more silver ore.’

‘I think the Indian behaved very well; but I can
find no excuse for the padre,” 1 remarked.

With similar stories, which he told with far more
spirit than I have at this distance of time been able to
oive to them, Pedro endeavoured to divert my mind
from dwelling on the thoughts which he saw oppressed
it. He certainly succeeded better than 1 could have
expected.

Our road led us over a lofty height, at the summit
of which we halted to rest ourselves and our mules.
As we were sitting on the ground, and employed in
eating our dinner, we observed a large condor high
above us in the air. He approached us with out-
stretched wings, and at first I thought that he had
been attracted by the provisions we carried, and that
he was about to attack us. 1 cocked a gun Manco
had given me, and prepated to shoot him should he
come near us; but he passed beyond us, and presently
he pounced down on the ground at some distance off.
Instead, however, of his rising again with his prey in
his talons as we expected, we saw him violently flap-
ping his wings ; and, to our great surprise, directly after-
wards he was surrounded by a number of Indians, wha
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bezan to strike him about the head with sticks to keeg
him quiet. Our curiosity induced us to run as fast as
we could towards the spot, when we found that the
condor had been caught in a trap laid on purpcse for
him. A hole had been dug in the ground, over which
had been spread a fresh cowhide, with parts of the flesh
still adhering to it. Underneath this an Indian had
concealed himseli with a rope in his hand. The condor,
attracted by the smell of the flesh, had darted down on
the hide, when the Indian below had firmly bound his
claws together, and held on with all his might, the
cowhide protecting him {rom the attacks of the bird's
beak. The other Indians had been concealed near the
spot to help their companion. They quickly secured
the monster bird, and prepared to carry him off in
triumph to their village. At first when we appeared,
they looked suspiciously at us; buf after Pedro had
spoken to them, their looks brightened up, and they
invited us to accompany them to their dwellings, whicl
were on the other side of the height.

We gladly accepted their invitations, for they lived
near the road we wished to pursue. I have so often
spoken of the wretchedness of Indian huts, and of the
coarseness of the food, that I need not describe them.
They were no exceptions to the gemeral rule. The
scene before them was wild and dreary. At some
distance off appeared a mass of long rushes, beyond
which extended a sheet of water, the opposite shore of
which was scareely visible. Numerous flocks of water-
fowl were hovering over the marshy banks of this
lake, which 1 found was of very considerable extent,
though inferior to that of Titicaca, the largest in Soutk

America.
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Pedro and 1 were sitting round a fire in the hut
with our Indian hosts, before retiring to rest, when a
loud moaning noise was heard in the distance. The
Indians regarded each other with terrified looks.

‘What can cause that noise?’ 1 inquired of Pedro.
He shook his head, and turned to one of the Indians.

¢It forebodes evil to the herdsmen,” answered the
man. ‘In yonder lake, which is so profound that no
plummet has ever reached the bottom, there dwell huge
mounsters, neither beasts nor fish. No man has ever
seen one near; but at night, when the moon is shining,
they have been descried at a distance, prowling about
in search of prey. When that noise is heard, which
has just sounded in our ears, it is a sign that ihey
have attacked some of the cattie feeding in the sur-
rounding pastures; and to-morrow morning there is no
doubt several will be found missing.’

‘But cannot the monsters be caught or killed?’ 1
asked. *Surely it is foolish in the herdsmen to allow
the cattle to be killed with impunity.

‘Who would venture to do it?’ exclaimed the
Indian with a look of horror. *Besides, 1 told you,
Setior, that no one has seen them near enough to
observe their form; and sure I am that neither stones
cast from slings, nor arrows shot from bows, nor bullets
from guns, would pierce their hides.

‘1 should like to encounter one of these monsters,
I repiied. * A ball trom a good rifle would soon enable
me to judge what they are like)

‘ May Heaven protect you from such an adventure !’
answered the Indian.,

“If I ever return here, we will see.’
I said this because I very much doubted the exist-

rd
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ence of the monsters he spoke of, and suspected that
the moanings we heard arose most probably from some
of the cattle which had sunk into the marshes near
the lake, and were unable to extricate themselves In
every part of the world where I have since been, I have
heard similar legends, and have in most instances been
able to discover a very probable explanation of the
mystery.

'The rays of the sun were shining on the waters of
the lake as we passed one end of it the next morning,
and it now wore a far more cheerful aspect than it had
done on the previous evening. The two next days of
our journey were one continual descent, and we were
now approaching the ruined village, near which the
body of the faithful Ithulpo was said to have been dis-
covered, and in which I supposed my parents had takep
refuge.

I could no longer attend to any of Pedro’s remarks,
but rode on sadly and moodily, dreading to find the
truth of the dreadful report I had heard, counfirmed,
yet not daring to believe in its possibility. It was now
necessary to proceed with great caution, for we were
in a part of the country which had been inhabited
chiefly by Spaniards; but we found that they had all
fied or been destroyed, and the blackened rnins of
farm-houses and hamlets met our sight every league we
proceeded. Here and there we encountered an Indian,
of whom Pedro made inquiries; but from no one could
we obtain information to guide us.



DREADFUL SURMISES. 175

CHAPTER XI.

DREADFUL SURMISES—TAKEN PRISONERS BY INDIANS.

WE were passing over a somewhat level country, when
Pedro poiuted to a line of blackened walls and charred
timbers in the distance.

“ Yonder is the place you seek, Sefior,” he said, in a
tone of commiseration which touched my heart. ¢ You
are seeking for parents whom you have known, and
their memory is dear to you. I, alas! have never
known any parents to love, and my heart is vacant.’

I knew he wished to utter words of consolation, but
I have no recollection of what more he said. My
mind was too full of the work before me. I urged on
my mule, for I felt an eager desire to search through
the village; yet what information could I expeet to
find in those deserted ruins? As we approached, we
saw a wretched hali-starved dog skulking among the
walls. He looked at us to see if we were [riends whom
he knew, and then fled away. Not a human being was
to be seen. We passed through the desolate streets.
Some of the walls had been cast down, and the roofs
of all the houses had been burned and fallen in. The
church only was standing; but the doors were open,
and the interior presented a scene of horror which baffles
description. Numbers of the unfortunate inhabitants
had fled there as their last place of refuge, but it had
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proved no sanctuary to them. In every part of the
building, on the steps of the altar, and by the altar
itself, were seen heaped together the mangled remnants
of the forms of human beings. Their dresses showed
that they were those of men, women, and children;
but weeks had now passed since they were slain, and
their bones alone remained. 'The beasts and even the
birds of prey had been there, or it would have bcen
impossible to enter into that charnel-house.

Pale and trembling I wandered through 1t, scarcely
able to draw breath from the foul air which filled the
place; but no sign of those I sought could 1 find. Af,
length I staggered ont again into the open air, where
Pedro, who was holding our mules, waited for me. I
determined next to search each of the houses separately.

As we were wandering through one of them, an ob-
ject met my sight which riveted my attention. It was
a silk handkerchief. With a trembling hand 1 picked
it up. It was exactly such a one as 1 remembered to
have seen my sister Lilly wear round her neck. It was
of an ordinary sort; a little three-cornered handker-
chief with a pink fringe. There might be many such
in the country. This might have been the property oi
some Spanish girl or young Chola, for there was no
mark on it to distinguish it ; but still, as I looked at it,
I felt almost confident that it had been my sister’s.
How it had escaped being burned or trampled on I
could not tell. Perhaps it had been dropped near one
of the outside walls, which the fire did not reach, and
had been blown by the wind into the corner of the room,
where I found it. Pedro was of the same opinion. I
placed it carefully in my bosom, though how it could
prove of use I could not tell. We searched and searched
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in vain thrcugh every other house in the village ; but
no other trace or sign which I could recognise could we
find. The whole day was thus spent, and night almost
surprised us while we were still in the ruins.

Near the village was a meadow, where Pedro had
led our mules to feed ; and we had, besides, found some
Indian corp, which we had given them; so they were
in good condition to proceed. DBut after the example of
the state of the country we had seen, it was impossible
to say where we could hope to find shelter for ourselves.
| asked Pedro if he would object to remain in the ruins
all night,

‘ Oh, may the good saints defend us from such a
thing !’ he answered with a look of dismay. ¢ After the
sights we have seen, how can you think of doing so,
Nefor 2’

‘' The dead cannot hurt us, you know ; and we car
easiy fortify ourselves against any attack of wild
beasts,” 1 answered. ¢ We will shut our mules up in a
room of one of the houses where no people have been
killed ; and we can sleep in a room next to them. We
shall find plenty of timber to barricade ourselves in,
and they will give us good warning if any wild beast
comes near to attempt an entrance.’ |

For a long time Pedro was not convinced of the
wisdom of my proposal; or rather, his dislike to the
idea of remaining prevented him from being so. His
objections were very natural; and I own that had I
not been desirous of making a further search in the
neighbourhood the following morning, I would myself
have much rather proceeded, if there had been sufficient
daylight to enable us to find another resting-place.
‘This was, however, now totally out of the question ;
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so Pedro was obliged to accede to my wishes. T fixed
upon a house on the outskirts of the village, which had,
1t appeared, been the residence of a person of superior
wealth and rank. Some of the rooms had been but
little injured. One of them I selected as our abode for
the night, and an adjoining one as a stable for our
mules. Having collected some food for our trusty little
-animals, we brought them inside the honse. We first
cleared away the rubbish out of the rooms, and then
placed against the doorway some timbers and planks,
which we tore up from the floors, so as effectually to
prevent the ingress of any wild beasts.

By the time ws had thus fortified ourselves it had
become perfectiy dark; and I must own that a feeling
such as I had never before experienced, crept over me,
as 1 thus found myself shut up with my young com-
panion in that abode of the dead. 1 knew that I must
arouse myself, or it would master me completely.

‘ Come, Pedro,” said I, ¢ we must now light a fire. It
will serve to cheer our spirits, and to keep us warm, for
1 feei the evening chilly.’

The floor ¢f the room we were in was composed of
bricks, so that we could make our fire in the middle of
it ; and as there was no roof, we had no fear of being
incommoded by the smoke. I‘rom among the rubbish
I managed to pick out several smaller bits of timber,
which had escaped being totally consumed, and some of
the dry grass we had collected for our mules served as
lichter fuel to kindle a flame. Having thus collected
sufficient materials, we piled some of them up in the
middle of the room, and kept the rest in a corner, to
fced our fire as 1t required.

A flame was soon kindled; and as it burned up
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hrightly, it contributed very much to banish the feel-
ings which had before oppressed me, aided, I suspect,
by the exertions which it had been necessary to make
to collect the fuel. I have always found that exertion
both of mind and body is the best, I may say the only,
remedy for melancholy and foreboding thoughts. The
licht enabled us to find more fuel, which we agreed
it would be requisite to husband with care, so as to
make it last till sunrise. We had no wish to be again
left In darkness.

The light, however, served to show us more clearly
the desolation of the place. The walls were bare, and
not a particle of furniture had been left; for the
Indians had carried off from the village everything that
had escaped the flames. Above our heads a few charred
timbers only remained of the roof, beyond which the
stars were seen shining from out of the dark sky.

‘We might have been very much worse off,” I ob-
served to Pedro, as we sat by the fire eating the pro-
visions which we had brought with us. After supper
we lay down in the cleanest spot we could find, and
tried to recruit our strength by sleep.

I was awoke by Pedro’s hand touching my shoulder.
1 looked up, at first scarcely able to remember where I
was. He had just before thrown some chips on the
fire, which made it blaze brightly. I saw that he had
his fingers on his lips to enforce silence, so I did not
speak ; but his looks showed that something had
alarmed him. 1 soon discovered the cause, from hear.
ing the footsteps of several persons in the neighhour-
bood. I was about to inquire, in a whisper, who they
could be, when I observed him glance up at the top
of the wall above us. I turned my eves in the same



180 MANCO, THE PERUVIAN CHIEF,

direction, and then I saw, by the light of the fire, the
elf-like locks and red-coloured countenance of a wild
Indian, who was gazing down upon us. He looked as
much surprised to find us there as we were to see him.

‘ Pray, friend, who are you, and what do you seek
here ?’ asked Pedro, in the Quichua language.

The stranger made no answer, and presently after-
wards a dozen other Indians sprung up to the top
of the wall. They were dressed and painted as the
warriors of a distant tribe, dwelling i the northern
part of the country. After looking at us for an
instant, they fixed their arrows in their bows, and
were drawing the strings when Pedro shouted out
to them :—

¢ Stay your hands. We are friends of the Indians,
and under the protection of the Inca Tupac Amaru.
At the same time he held up a gold ring with which
Manco had provided him.

The Indians evidently supposed we were Spaniards,
and were accordingly about to put us to death, They
did not seem inclined to alter their purpose, for they
drew their arrows to the heads; and I believed that
our last moments had arrived, when the name of the
Inca restrained them.

‘ We will hear what account you have to give of
yvourselves,” said the man who had at first appeared,
letting himself down from the top of the wall. He
was followed by the rest, and others who had climbed
up; and we were soon surrounded by a large body of
Indians. I endeavoured to lock as unconcerned and
as little alarmed as possible, so I re-seated myself on
the block of wood which I had before occupied. Onse
who seemed to have authority over the rest, took a
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geat opposite to me, while they stood round the room
Pedro forthwith began to give a history of our pro-
ceedings, and the cause of our present wanderings.
The chief, after some time, appeared satistied.

‘ We have vowed to destroy all the white men we
meet,” he exclaimed ; ‘but though your skins are white,
your hearts are with the lIndians, and we will not
injure you.’

On hearing these words, I breathed more freely ;
for I had my misgivings that the Indians would not
believe Pedro, and would torture us before they put
us to death, as they had lately too often treated their
white captives. We soon became on very friendly
terms. 'The chief told Pedro that he and his followers
belonged to the very war party which had destroyed
the village ; that they had swept the country for some
way farther to the north, burning all the houses, and
murdering all the white inhabitants they encountered ;
ond that now, laden with booty, they were returning
to their own homes in the far distant interior. The
army now lay encamped at a little distance from the
village, in a strong position, where they could not be
surprised by any Spanish force which might be near
them. He and his band had, he said, come to the
place for the purpose of carrying off some of the spoil
which they had concealed when last there. They had
found it undisturbed, and were consequently in a. very
good humour.

I told Pedro to endeavour to learn from them,
whether they had heard of any LEnglish people being
in the village when they attacked it. Pedro put the
questions 1 desired.

‘If any English people were there, or other strangers,
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they shared the fate of the rest,’ answered the chief
with a look of fierceness. I shuddered as he spoke.
‘It was not a time for us to distinguish people. We
had years and years of bitter cruelty and wrong to
revenge on the heads of the Spaniards. No one
escaped. We came upon them in the night, suddenly
and without warning. We surrounded the village,
and then burst in upon them while they slept in
fancied security, despising the poor Indians whom
they so long had trampled on. As they rose from
their beds and attempted to fly, we cut them down
at the doors of their houses. We threw burning
brands upon the roofs, and closed them in till the
fire had destroyed them. We drove them shrieking
through the streets, and shot them down with our
arrows. Some took refuge in the church; but 1t did
a0t save them. When the morning broke, not a soul
remained alive. Dut we were not content. We had
begun to taste the sweets of vengeance, and we rushed
on through the country, burning and destroying in our
course. We have still more work to perform. Oaur
swords must not be sheathed till the Inca sits once
more on the throne of his ancestors, and till not a
Spaniard remains alive to boast that his people once
held sway in the land.

As I watched the countenance of the speaker, it
wore an almost terrific expression, full of an intense
hatred, and a desire for vengeance; yet, before the
outbreak, he had probably been like most other
Indians, a mild, peaceable, and patiently suffering
man. The account he had given of the destruction
of the piace almost banished the hope which still
existed within my breast. Yet [ resolved to per-



#

TAKEN PRISONERS BY INDIANS. 183

severe in my search. My dismay was very great,
when I learned from Pedro that the old chief 1n-
tended to remain in the village with his followers
till the morning, and then to carry us along with
him as prisoners.

‘ He believes our story,” said Pedro; ¢but still he
thinks that if we continue our journey, we may give
information to the Spaniards of the road the army is
taking. He will, I dare say, treat us well, and release
us when he fancies we can run no chance of injuring
his people.’

The news caused me great vexation, for, though I
had no fear that the Indians would injure us, I was
atfraid that we should be led a long way out of the
road in which we could hope to make any effectual
inquiries, if, indeed, further search was of any avail
[ was anxious also to examine the country surround-
ing the place where the body of Ithulpo was said to
have been discovered; and I told Pedro to entreat
the chiet, before he commenced his march, to allow us
to go out for a few hours as soon as it was light,
promising faithfully to return. Pedro made the re-
quest, but the old chief, when he understood the object,
said it would be useless to grant it. .

‘Your friends were all killed,) he said. ¢ You
search for those who are not to be found’

‘ Then we must appeal to the head chief command-
ing the army,” I said to Pedro in Spanish. *Try and
learn who he is)’

After making inquiries, Pedro told me that he was
a powerful caciqgue, who had assumed the title of
Tupace Catari; and though he was, as most of the
caciques were, descended from un Inca noble, he was
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only in a remote degree connected with Tupac Amarn.
He did not consider himself in any way under the
orders of the Inca, and was Inclined, it appeared, to
set up as the Inca himself. It argued ill for the
Indian cause, that there should be this division in
their forces. From what I heard of him, I was afraid
that there was very little probability of his granting
the request which had been denied by his inferior, the
old chief.

‘ If, then, we are to be treated as prisoners, we must
endeavour to make our escape should any opportunity
present itself,” 1 whispered to Pedro, whom I had drawn
aside,

Not to excite the suspicions of our captors, I pre-
tended to be contented with the arrangement, when 1
found that there was no chance of altering the old
chief’s determination; and returnine to the fire, I sat
down, desiring Pedro to say that I was very tired,
and wished to be allowed to sleep till daylight. The
Indians apparently finding themselves in tolerably com-
fortable quarters, wrapped their ponchos round them,
and lay down on the ground round the fire, to follow
my example. I was, however, too much excited to
sleep, and had lost myself in forgetfulness but a very
short time when daylight appeared, and the whole party
sprung to their feet.

Pedro and 1 were allowed to mount our mules, and
accompanied by the Indians, who bore the spoils they
had collected, set out to join the main body, which was
already on its march to the northward. We came in
sight of them about three miles to the west of the
village, as they were passing over a wide sandy plain,
hordered by a range of thickly wooded hills. There
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appeared to be about thirty thousand of them,—a body,
as far as numbers were concerned, fully able to com-
pete with any Spanish force which could be sent against
them ; but they were in a very undisciplined and dis-
organized state, and were, from what 1 heard, more
intent on obtaining plunder, and on destroying the de-
fenceless whites, than on pushing their first successes
with vigour against the common epemy. There were
some four or five hundred horsemen among them armed
with spears ; the rest were infantry, who carried slings,
and bows, and axes, and heavy wooden clubs. The
cavalry guarded the flanks, and the footmen marched
in separate bodies under their respective chiefs, with
banners at their head ; but there were a great number
of stragglers, and, as far as my eye could reach, I
observed small bodies who appeared to be scouring the
country in search of plunder or provisions. The booty
was distributed among the soldiers, each of whom bore
a load on his back, consisting of woollen and other
zoods, household utensils, furniture, and clothing of
every description.

The chief, Tupac Catari, rode at the head of his
forces, surrounded with banner-bearers. He was a
fierce, wild-looking Indian, with a forbidding expression
of countenance; and his dignity was not increased by
“his having dressed himself in the uniform of a Spanish
officer, whose cocked hat he wore with the points rest-
ing on his shoulders. The lower parts of his legs were
bare, except that he had sandals on the soles of his
feet, fastened with leather thongs, and a huge pair of
silver spurs to his heels. His wife came behind him
in a sort of litter, covered with coloured cotton, and
supported on men’s shoulders. His followers were

N
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habited in every variety of costume, which they had
picked up in their expedition; a few of the better
organized bodies only retaining their national costume.
Is this, I thought, the sort of character who is to aid
in the liberation of his native land ?

A force like his may, as it has proved, have the
power to lay desolate a country, and to murder the
defenceless inhabitants ; but will they be able to sustain
an attack from disciplined troops, when such are sent
against them? The general—for so I may call him—
halted when we appeared, and made inquiries of the
old chief about us. A long conversation then ensued,
the result of which was that we were ordered to ac-
company him. He wanted a secretary, we were told,
to write despatches to the other chiefs, and to com-
municate with the Spaniards; and he thought that
either Pedro or I should be able to answer his pur-
pose. In vain we pleaded the necessity of proceeding
as we had intended. He refused to Listen to any appeal
we could make,

‘Y on may consider yourselves fortunate in not losing
vour lives,” he at last answered. ¢ We have sworn to
kill every white man we meet; and you have to thank
your friend Manco, on account of the love all tha
Indians bear him, that we have not killed you; so be
content and say no more,

The old chief who had first taken us prisoners, find-
ing himself thus unceremoniously deprived of our com-
pany, left us to our fate, and for some time we rode on
in silence among the general’s body-guard Every man
in the army seemed to be talking at the same time,
They were, I found, boasting to each other of the deeds
of valour they had performed, of the enemies they had
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slain, and of the booty they had collected. The gencral
after some time called us to his side, and asked us if
we could inform him what the Spaniards were about,
and whether they were likely to attack the Indian
arniies.

“Tell him,” I said to Pedro, ¢that the Spaniards will
never consent to yield up the country to the natives.
They are only waiting to assemble their forces, to en-
deavour to recain the places they have lost. If they
have not men enough here, they will send to Spain for -
more, and for guns and artillery, and all the munitions
of war. They will soon appear, weil armed and dis-
ciplined ; and a hundred of their troops will be a match
for a thousand or even two thousand Indians. The
only chance of success the Indiaps have is to be
anited, to act under one chief, and to follow un each
ltdmnmwe till they have driven the Spammds from
their shores.’

‘Very good,” said the general. ‘I will be that
chief, and will follow the advice of the English
stranger.’

And he drew himself up proudly in his saddle, as if
he was about to become Inca of Peru. I saw after
this, that any advice I could offer to him would be
thrown away; besides, I doubted much whether I was
justiied in offering encouragement to the Indians. I
felt that they had been most unjustly and cruelly
treated, and certainly desired to see them obtain their
emancipation; but at the same time, I saw that there
was little or no hope of their ever regaining their
country, or restoring the ancient dynasty of the Incas;
and that the attempt would only cause a vast amount
cf bloodshed, and too probably end in their total de-
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struction. As an Knglishman, too, I regretted that
I had no business to interfere in a cause which, just
as it certainly was, if maintained properly, was not-
my own; and I resolved, therefore, to be silent for
the future.

The dreadful eruelties committed by the Indians had
horrified me; and the romance with which I had at
first invested their brave attempt at emancipation, had
vanished on a nearer inspection of the means by which
they were carrying it out. I never did and never can
believe that the end justifies the means. God’s richt-
eous laws must be implicitly obeyed; and no reasons
which we may offer can excuse us for neglecting them.
Yet we may be allowed to believe that He weigchs our
actions of good or evil by the knowledge we possess
through the light of His word; and acts which, com-
mitted by us, might be unpardonable, may, when per-
petrated by ignorant savages, be overlooked throuch
His mercy 1t the day of judgment.

From the time that the Christian and the ecivilised
[furopeans first landed in Peru, they treated the igno-
rant and heathen natives with the greatest cruelty ; and
thus taught by their task-masters, they, on the first
opportunity, showed that they had not forgotten the
lessons they had received, but treated them as they
themselves had been treated. Had the Spaniards
taught the Peruvians mercy, justice, and piety, by
their own example, this terrible outbreak would never
have occurred, and the weaker race would have be-
come willing servants to the stronger. We ought
always to bear in mind that it is by the just adminis-
tration of good laws, and by the conduct of the rich,
the educated, and the powerful, that the lower orders
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are educated, as much, or even more, than by the
lessons given them by their nominal instructors.

Ministers of relicion will preach in vain from the
pulpit, and schoolmasters will find their elfforts useless,
unless the upper orders set a good example. I entreat
my young friends to recollect that they belong to the
ecdlucated classes, whose behaviour is sure to be imitated
by those below them. If their conduct is unchristian,
irreligious, or immoral, they will not only have their
own sins to answer for at the day of judgment, but
the sins of those whom they by their example have led
astray. The dreadful excesses committed by the lower
orders during the IFrench Revolution were the results
of the irreligious and immoral conduct and teaching of
the upper classes in France. The Peruvian Indians,
who were guilty of the terrible atrocities 1 have men-
tioned, were mostly, in name at least, Christians, and
had Christian priests ministering to them; but their
teaching appears to have had no effect in restraining
them from acts totally at variance with all the prin-
ciples of Christianity. How could they, indeed, have
faith in a creed professed by men who, from the time
of their first appearance in their country, had not
serupled to murder, to plunder, to ill-treat, and to
enslave them ?

It is worthy of remark, that when the Indians de-
stroyed every other human being in the places they
attacked, they in many instances saved the lives of the
priests. I suspect, however, that they did so, not so
much that they respected their sacred character, but
because in their superstition they fancied they were
possessed of supernatural powers, which might be ex-
ercised for their punishment if thiev ventured to iniure
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them. There were many enlightened and patriotic
men among the Indians; and from all 1 heard of
Tupac Amaru and his family, they were worthy of
1 happier fate than befell them. I shall have to
describe their subsequent bistory as I proceed in my
narrative.
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CHAPTER XIIL

ANOTHER BATTLE—WE ARE CAPTURED BY SPANTARDS,

IT must be remembered that the war party whom
Pedro and 1 were now so unwillingly compelled to
accompany, was but an irregular portion of the Indian
army, and that the chief commanding it was in every
respect inferior to Tupac Amaru, and his brave sons
Andres and Mariano, or his brother Diogo. I mention
this, because otherwise I might give my reader a very
unjust and incorrect history of the principal men en-
gaged in the attempt I am describing to regan the
l[ong-lost liberties of the Peruvian nation.

The forces of Tupac Catari had crossed the sandy
plain, and ascended the woody height I have mentioned,
when we reached a rocky defile, through which lay the
road we were to pursue. Instead of sending on an
advanced guard to feel the way, as a more experienced
general would have done, the chief rode carelessly on
at the head of his followers. Pedro and I were allowed
to keep together, and to converse in Spanish; for I sup-
pose that Catari thought that we should not dream of
attempting to escape from among his numerous army.
He was wrong, however; for the idea of doing so was
never absent from my mind.

‘ Pedro,” said I, ¢ you have been so true and faithful,
nod have shown so much regard for me, that I know
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you would not willingly desert me, and yet I do not
like to lead youn into danger unnecessarily ; but tell me,
do you think we could manage to get away from these
people ?’ |

“ O Sefior, do not suppose I would hesitate a moment
to serve you on account of the danger,” he answered, in
a tone of much feeling. ¢ What have I, without kindred
or friends, to live for, that I should be afraid of risking
my life? Yet at present I do not see what chance we
have of escaping; though an opportunity may occur
when we least expect 1t.’

‘ Thanks, Pedro, thanks, my {riend,” I replied. *I
was certain that you would be ready to aid me; and I
hope some day to show my gratitude to you, little as I
am now able to do so. DBut do not say that you hava
no friends. Surely Manco is your friend, and the In-
dians among whom you have lived, and the good priest
who educated you.’

‘ The good priest is dead. Mlanco is my friend, and
so are the kind Indians: but T am the child of another
race, and though I love the Indians, my heart yearns
for the sympathy and affection of the people from
whom I am sprung. When I was a child I cared not
for it ; but since I learned to read the history of my
father’s country, and more than all, since I met you,
Sefior, new feelings and aspirations have sprung up
within my bosom. 1 cannot be content unless I am
in the company of those who can converse, like yom,
on things beyond the narrow circle of the life I have
hitherto led.

‘I understand you, Pedro; and I think that I should
feel as you do,” I said. ¢ If we can make our escape,
you shall accompany me to other lands—we will go
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forth togelher to see the great world which lies beyond
these lofty mountains.’

¢ O Sefior, your words have given me a new life,” he
exclaimed enthusiastically. ‘I will follow you any-
where you may lead, and serve you faithfully. And
vet,” he added in a tone of feeling, ‘1 must not leave
the generous Manco without again seeing him; I must
bid farewell to my foster father and mother, and the
Indians who protected me in my youth; I must return
to them once more before 1 go.

‘1 would on no account induce you to be ungratetul,
and I should myself be very unwilling to leave the
country, even should I discover my family, without
returning to bid farewell to Manco,” I said in return.

‘ Then we will go back to Manco as soon as we can
escape from these people; and we may thus with more
speed be able to begin our travels,” exclaimed Pedro.

We were both very young, and ignorant of the
great world we talked of exploring; and we little
knew all the difficulties we might be destined to en-
counter. The subject, once commenced, was a con-
tinual source of interest to us, and we were never
tired of talking about it. It served also to prevent
my mind from dwelling on my loss, the probability
of which I could scarcely conceal from myself.

I have mentioned but a few of Pedro’s observations,
for the sake of showing his character. He had bene-
fited to the utmost from the little education which
had been given him by the priest of whom he spoke.
His disposition was ardent and romantic, and full of
generous sympathies; and possessing a clear percep-
tion of right and wrong, he was always anxious to
do right. Ile had been made acquainted at an early
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age with his own history; and thongh he loved the
Indians, he was proud of belonging to a superior race,
among whom his great desire was to mix as an equal.
He was tall and well formed, with very handsoms
features, to which his amiable disposition had given a
most pleasing expression ; so that, whether or not his
parents were of good birth, he looked, at all events, in
every respect the gentleman. |

In early youth, when people are thrown together
under difficult circumstances, friendships calculated to
endure to the end of life are quickly formed; and
thus, during the short time we had been together, we
had become mutually much attached; indeed, I fancied
that no one could have been many days in the society
of Pedro without feeling a sincere regard for him.

So much were we absorbed in conversation, that we
scarcely noticed how the time flew by. The leading
parties of the Indians had now passed through a con-
siderable portion of the defile, and the rear were about
to enter it when we reached a spot more difficult and
narrow than any we had yet arrived at.

“If any of the Spanish troops were on the watch to
intercept the Indian forces, this is the very spot they
should select,” I observed to Pedro.

‘ May the saints forbid!’ he answered. ¢ The poor
people would be cut to pieces, and we should suffer
with them.’ |

‘I ecertainly do not wish it,” T said; ‘thongh I
think we might manage to escape in the confusion;
but I thought of it, as it was exactly in such a spot
as this that some months ago we were attacked by
the Montoneros, when we were rescued by Manco and
his followers.’
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‘ Oh, the Spaniards are too much disheartened and
terrified by their laie disasters to think of attacking
the Indians,” said Pedro.

* But suppose they were to attack our captors, do
not you think that we could manage to climb up the
cliffs, and hide ourselves among the rocks till the
fichting is over?’ 1 asked, without at all expecting
that smch a thing was likely to happen.

I had scarcely made the observation, when our ears
were assailed by the loud ratile of musketry, and a
shower of bullets flew abont our heads, killing and
wounding many of the Indians near ns. In an instant
they were thrown into the most terrible confusion, and
the shouts and cries of fear rent the air. Catari, and
some of the chiefs about him, in vain endeavoured to
lead them on to meet their concealed enemies. So
completely were they taken by surprise, that all their
eonrage deserted them. They gave way to their first
impulse, which was to fly from the danger. The rear
ranks turned, and the rest followed, and fled as fast as
they could, with the intention of getting into the more
open country they had left. 'T'he Spaniards, a strong
body of whose troops had been lying in ambush, on
this showed themselves, and, with their swords in their
hands, ruoshed down upon the confused bands of the
Indians. Catari, and those immediately about him,
fonght bravely, for they had not a hope of escaping.
His people threw themselves before him, and allowed
the Spaniards to cut them to pleces in their attempt
to preserve the life of their chief. Pedro and I were
fortunately at the time a little in the rear of the ad-
vanced guard; and we had escaped the bullets which
had lald low many of those near ns, The Indians,
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however, were so completely blocking up the narrcw
defile in their eagerness to escape, that we saw it
would be impossible to fly in that direction. Our
only chance of saving our lives was to put in execu-
tion the plan I had just before been proposing.

‘Let us throw ourselves from our mules, and try to
climb up the cliffs,” I exclaimed to Pedro.

Just then a bullet struck Catari. I saw him reel
in his saddle, when one of his companions seized
his horse’s bridle, and attempted to lead him out
of the fray towards the rear. DBut he was mortally
wounded; and before he could be got from among
the combatants, he fell to the ground. His death
was the signal for the rest to fly; but they attempted
to do so in vain. The Spanish soldiers pressed in
upon them, and cutting them down without merey,
forced them back in confusion. A few of the Indians,
driven to despair, still fought fiercely, and for a time
impeded their progress, thus leaving a clear space
near where Pedro and I stood.

‘Now, now!’ I exclaimed to Pedro. * We have
not a moment to lose. If the Spaniards reach us
before we have time for explanation, they will kill us.
Jump from your mule and follow me.

I had observed that on one side the cliff was con-
siderably broken, and that a number of jufting rocks
would enable us to climb up to the summit, and afford
us some sort of shelter in the meantime. I threw my-
self out of my saddle as I spoke, and Pedro following
my example, we ran as fast as we could towards the
rocks. It was the work of a momeut to spring up
them ; there was an abundance of shrubs and creeping
plants to help us. By laying Lold of them, we drew
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ourselves from rock to rock. Our lives we felt de-
pended on our activity ; and under ordinary circum-
stances I do not think we could have accomplished the
task,. We had thus climbed up some forty feet or
so in a shorter time than I have taken to describe
it, when we reached a platform, above which, as we
looked upwards, it scemed impossible that we could
ascend, There was, however, the branch of a tree,
which grew in a cleft of the rock.

‘Take me on your shoulders, and I think I can
reach it,” I cried to Pedro.

He stooped down, and, as I sprung on his shoulders,
he lifted me up till I caught hold of the branch. I
drew myself up, and succeeded in throwing my body
over the bough. 1 then, holding on tight with one
hand, gave him the other, and lifted him up till he
could catch hold of it also. The branch cracked and
bent with our united weight; but we were anxious
enough had it not done so, for we were now fully
exposed to the sight of the combatants below. They
were, however, too much engaged to observe us. When
Pedro no longer required my assistance, I lifted myself
till I could reach the branch of another tree still hicher
up, and from thence sprung on to the rock we wished
to gain. Pedro kept close behind me, and imitating
my example, we in a short time found ourselves behind
a rock overshadowed by trees, where, from among the
branches which hung down close to it, we could com-
mand a view of the greater part of the ravine without
being seen, though we were not high enough to escape
any stray shots fired in our direction.

By the time we got there, the last of the Indians
who had stood their ground, were either killed or
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wounded ; and the Spanish troops swept along the
defile like a mountain torrent, overthrowing all they
encountered 1n their course. Their shouts of triumph,
and the shrieks of the Indians, reached our ears with
terrible distinctness where we stood. During our as-
cent we had heard nothing; even the rattle of the
musketry was unheeded. Now and then the Spaniards
halted to load, and they again sent forth a volley,
which 1n that narrow space took terrible effect; and
once more they advanced to the charge. 'Lhe Indians
did not once attempt to rally, but fled like a flock of
sheep chased by dogs; those in the rear falling the
first victims, and the conquerors passing over their
prostrate bodies. The rout was most complete; and
over the distance which we could see from where we
stood, 1t appeared that many thousands had been
killed. Kvery foot of the ground was covered with
them, and the conquerors had literally to wade through
their blood as they rushed to the work of destruction.
It was a dreadful sight; but still we could not with-
draw our eyes from it. Ve were considering what we
should next do; and in order to obtain a better view
of the country beyond the defile, to judge whether we
sliould proceed In that direction, I climbed up to a
Liigher part of the rock, supposing that all the Spaniards
had passed Dy; when, to my dismay, I saw some fifty
men or so drawn up across the road. They were
posted there evidently to guard the entrance of the
defile, and to prevent their companions from being
attacked in the rear by any fresh body of Indians.
Though I was only exposed for a moment, they saw
me; and as I jumped down several shots rattled
against the rock. Their voices shouting to us, and
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ordering us to come to them, warned us that we could
hope no longer to remain concealed. We, however,
were in a very secure position; and we judged, from
the difficulty we had in getting there, that they were
not at all likely to be able to climb up to us.

“ What is to be done now, Pedro?’ I asked. ‘Do

you think we could manage to scramble up among the
trees, and so escape over the top of the cliffs ¢’
- *Perhaps we might,” he answered, lookinz up to
examine the trees above us. ¢ But what should we do
when we got there? We should be without our mules
or provisions or arms, and a long way from any habita-
tion where we might obtain shelter. We should also
very likely fall into the power of some of the broken
parties of Catari’s army, dispersed by the Spaniards;
and they, enraged by the disaster which has befallen
them, would, seeing that we were whites, kill us with-
out asking us any questions.’

Pedro’s arguments were very strong; but still 1
thoucht we should be only falling from the frying-pan
into the fire, if we put ourselves into the power of the
Spaniards. While we were still discussing what we
should do, we heard them again calling to us.

‘ Come down, you Indian thieves, come down and be
shot, or we must climb up after you,’ they shouted.

‘ More easily said than done,” observed Pedro; ¢buf
do not let us show ourselves, or they are very likely to
shoot us without further questioning. If we could
make them hear us from where we are, we might tell
them that we are whites, who had been taken prisoners
by the Indians.’

‘Stay then,” said I, going to the side of the rock
ncarest to where the Spaniards stood, keeping my body

0
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carefully sheltered behind it, I put my head among the
leaves, so that they could not see me, and shoufed
out—

‘ We are friends! we are friends !—whites, escaped
from the Indians. We were afraid you would mistake
us for enemies, so we hid ourselves.’

¢ If that is the case,” said an officer, stepping forward,
¢ come down, we will not hurt you.’

‘What shall we do?’ said I to Pedro. ¢We are
safe where we are for the present, for their bullets can-
not reach us; and I am cerfain no Spanish soldier will
be able to climb up in the way we did to this spot.’

‘We shall get very hungry though, if they {ry to
starve us out,’ he answered; ¢besides, 1t will look as
if we were guilty of some crime if we appear afraid of
coming down.’

‘ There is no help for it, 1 see,” was my reply. ¢We
must put a good face upon the matter. Sefior officer,’
I shouted, ¢your men have already shown that they
can aim very correclly, and we would rather not run
the risk of another peppering ; may I beg that you will
take care that they do not fire at us by mistake. If
we have your word for it, we will descend, as you
desire.’

‘I pledge you the word of a Castilian that they shal[
not fire at you,” answered the officer.

‘That satisfies us; we will descend,” I shouted back.
¢ Come, Pedro, we must take care not to break our
necks though, which we shall do if we slip,” I said, as
I swung myseif on to a bough of the nearest tree below
the rock.

It is nearly always more difficult to descend a cliff
than to climb up; as in the former case one caunot see
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where one’s feet are to rest; and one may chance to
find one’s self on a jutting ledge, from whence the height
is too great to leap off to the next standing-place below,
and one has to climb up again to search for another
way down. We had the advantage of knowing the
rocks on which we were to rest; yet our descent took
much more time than had our ascent. At one place
Pedro had to hold fast by a tree while he let me down ;
and I, in return, had to grasp firmly a jutting rock, and
to cateh him as he dropped down to me. At length,
with no slicht exertion and risk, we reached the bottom,
where we found the Spanish officer and several of his
men, who had been watching us with some admiration,
and wondering, as they told us, how we had contrived
not to break our necks. They would scarcely belicve
that we had got up by the same way. '

‘I thought none but monkeys could climb such a
place,’ observed the ofiicer.

‘We English have a way of doing extraordinary
things when we try,’ 1 replied, trying to look as uncon-
cerned as possible.

‘ English, are you indeed? 1 thought you must
be s0.’

‘Yes, Seiior, I am an Englishman at your service,’
I said; for I had agreed with Pedro that it wounld be
better to give a correct account of ourselves, than to
attempt any deception.

There is an old saying—* Tell the truth and shame
the devil” Now, although there can be no doubt that
there are occasions when concealment is excusable, yet.
these are very rare exceptions, which occur but seldom
in most men’s lives; and as a general rule a strict ad-
herence to the truth is the only just and safe course,
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even thouga it may apparently lead one into a difh-
culty. There is something degrading in a falsehood or
prevarication, which must injure the self-respect of a
man of proper feeling. It is a sin! There is no dis-
euising it. People often tell falsehoods to conceal what
they have done wrong, but that does not make the sin
less ; 1t 1s only adding one sin to another. 1 say—and
I know that am right—Tell truth, and stand the con-
sequences.

[ therefore told the officer my true history. How
my father’s house had been taken possession of by the
Spanish troops; how the Indians had attacked and
burned it ; and how they had carried me off desperately
wounded. 'Then I described how 1 had been nursed by
an Indian and his wife among the mountains till 1 haq
recovered, when the dreadful report reached me of the
destruction of my family; and how the Indian had
allowed me to set out for the purpose of discovering
what had really been their fate, when, in the course of
my search, we had been captured by Catari and his
followers. The officer seemed much interested by the
account I gave him, and to feel real compassion for my
loss.

¢ And the youth with you, who is he?’ he asked.

I told him, a Spaniard, who in his childhood had
been carried off by the Indians, and educated by the
good priest of their village.

‘It 1s a very strange story you tell me,’ he remarked.
¢ However, 1 believe you, for your face assures me that
you speak the truth. You both must now accompany
me to the place where I am ordered to wait with nmy
men for the return of the rest of the froops. I hear
the bugles sounding the recall, and they probably have
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by this time completely dispersed all the Indians who
remained together ; but their orders were not to ven-
ture beyond the defile, lest the brigands should re-
assemble and cut them off. We must march at once,
for the colonel commanding our force will soon be
there.’

I was very well satisfied with his manner of speaking,
and felt certain that we should be kindly treated. I or-
tunately for us, our mules had managed to get out of
the way of the troops as they passed by, With much
sagacity they had, when we jumped oil their backs,
crept into a wide crevice in the clilfs, and we found
them close to the spot feeding on the leaves of some
shrubs which grew among the rocks. On our claiming
them as our property, the officer allowed us to mount
them ; and he invited us to ride by his side at the head
of his men. 1llis questions were sometimes very puz-
zling, for I resolved not to give him any information
which might prove injurious to the Indians. I could
not, however, deny that I had seen a large Indian force
collected very different to that of Catari; and I warned
him, that should the Spaniards ever meet it, they would
find a victory far more difficult than the one they had
just achieved.

¢ Do you think you could lead us to the place where
this army you speak of i1s encamped?’ he asked sud-
denly, after a considerable silence.

‘“ Sef<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>