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      To my friend Mrs. F.W.S., in the name of one whose memory is linked with the sweetest and the saddest recollections of my Cuban journey, this book is dedicated.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        The place was called Gan-Eden, the Garden of Delight; and it belonged to the Caliph Haroun-Al-Raschid, who, when his heart was contracted, used to come to that garden and sit there; so his heart became dilated, and his anxiety ceased.

        Noureddin and the Fair Persian.

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Preface

          

        

      

    

    
      In calling Cuba a “Garden of Delight,” I only express the sum of those bright memories, of a genial nature, and of more genial human friends, which I brought away from the tropics.

      The title “Pictures of Cuba,” indicates my intention in composing this volume. I have not attempted to write a history, or a gazetteer of Cuba. I have only sought to reproduce the sights and thoughts which passed before the eyes, and through the mind of one whose interest in Cuba is by no means recent, and who tried to see and to think for himself. Many mistakes of detail, I must have made. I have done my best to avoid them, but my chief wish has been, to preserve the aroma of those general impressions, which are the best things that an unscientific traveler has to offer to an exciting public. The considerate reader, to whom I shall be fortunate enough to convey any distincter notions of the sweet, sad South, I am sure, will pardon the prominence which the plan of the book necessarily gives to the first personal pronoun.

      It is proper to say here, that something of the substance of these pages has already appeared in the form of letters addressed to the National Era, and that Chapter XIV has been altered and condensed from an article published in the North American Review, for January, 1849.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “New-born delights.”

        

      

      
        
        Keats.

      

      

      There are names which affect us like a delicious poem or a glowing picture. When young Hassan heard his father talking with the merchants from Cairo about Egypt and her Nile, his heart dilated with pleasurable pain, and he found no rest till he sallied forth from the western gate of Mosel across the Syrian sands. Only with reading over the names on a map of Italy or of England, we can warm a winter’s hour, and cover the barest walls with such landscapes as never Claude or Constable, Tintoret or Turner put upon the canvas. The name of Cuba leaves a ring of doubloons on the ear, a flavor of guava on the lips.

      Cuba has no history. One sublime figure alone does that magic word summon up before us, a figure how sublime! A shape of rewarded greatness, — of triumphant patience, — a grand heroic figure, motionless upon the rude prow of a low caravel, with sad eyes brightening in an awful joy, as that new world, borne about so long within his throbbing brain, slowly rises, a visible reality, from the bosom of the calm blue sea!

      Before Columbus all human history in Cuba is a blank, after him it is all blood and business. Yet is that fair island a land of sirens to those who know it not; to those who have wandered there, a land of the lotus. I have heard young men talk regretfully of Havana while lounging along the brilliant Boulevards of Paris, and a venerable merchant, as chary of his emotions as of his endorsements, once said to me, with a light of youth in his old gray eyes, that his arrival in Cuba gave him the most vivid idea he ever had of the passage from this world to the next. What wonder that this should be so? The northern Anglo-American sails from his “stern and rock-bound coast,” racked in body upon the swiftly revolving wheels of a climatic torture, the pains of which are the more intense, that he cannot anticipate where or when they will recur, — racked in spirit by the vexatious excitements of the most distracting and unjoyous life men have ever led. He finds in tropical Spanish America a Kingdom of Cockaigne.

      
        
        
        —“a place

        Blest by Heaven’s especial grace,

        ….. A pleasant shore,

        Where a sweet clim is breathed from a land

        Of fragrance, quietness, and trees and flowers,

        Full of calm joy it is, as we of grief,

        Too full of joy and soft delicious warmth.”

      

        

      

      Within three days’ sail of our southern ports, lie scenes than which India itself offers nothing more thoroughly strange to our eyes. The world of nature is strange. The eye seeks in vain the many-branching small-leaved forests of the Continent. They are replaced by taller, more leafy, more graceful tribes of the vegetable kingdom, — the grains and the grasses of our cornfields and our ponds, shooting up, mighty arborescent giants overhead. The rich and dainty flowers, whose acquaintance we made as the delicately nurtured belles of the aristocratic New England hothouse, flaunt upon us, rude and healthy hoydens, from every hedge and roadside. New lights are in the firmament, strange constellations shining with a planetary splendor in these new, more magnificent heavens. There, most beautiful of all the signs God hath set in the skies, flames the Southern Cross, the Christian constellation, the symbol of the new hopes and the new life revealed to Christendom in that later age when first it greeted European eyes. Strangely, among the new tenants of the upper world, shows the familiar brightness of Orion and of the Pleiades, and the great Northern Bear seems a wanderer like ourselves, gazing on the splendid southern stars as the rude Gothic heroes and fierce Vikinger gazed of old upon the gorgeous pageantries of Rome and of Byzantium. The very crescent moon has changed, the huntress Diana has bartered her bow for a golden boat, in which she floats Cleopatra-like, and careless of the chase, through the luxurious purple skies. Not less strange in appearance than the moon, are the waters which she sways. The ocean rolls around the volcanic and coralline rocks, a tide more “deeply darkly beautifully blue” than is ever seen upon our northern coasts, more blue even than the glorious blue waters of the Mediterranean. These waters which are very deep close in shore, for the shores of northern Cuba are generally steep and sudden, are transparent and pellucid as the crystal of Lake George, and leaning over the bows of the ship you may see far down below you a whole submarine landscape of queer and enormous plants, populous with all manner of lazy conservatives, — huge turtles not less grave and aldermanic in appearance than their transatlantic human foes, — star-fishes content throughout their lives to be the admiration of their own Little Pedlingtons; lazzaroni conchs to whom Heaven has granted what alone the lazzarone of Naples considers wanting to his bless, “that food should have legs and crawl to him;” for lying on his back, the happy conch, with feelers indolently stretched along the tide, takes toll of all slight living things that pass that way. How cool and inviting seem to the sun-burned, soul-weary voyager those silent watery realms, unvexed by merman or by mermaid, “a dream of idleness in groves Elysian!”

      Not alone are the eyes refreshed with new sighs on land and sea; the air is full of winged jewels, the groves and cane fields glancing by day with the prismatic colors of thousands of Coleoptera, and brilliant broad-winged butterflies, and glittering by night with the electrical splendors of the famous cucullos, those torch-bearing aerial watchmen, those living emeralds, whose effulgence no gem of the mineral world can rival. Nay, the very air itself is a novelty to northern lungs in which the senses take not less delight than in aught of sight or sound that rejoices them. Breathing, which is perhaps the greatest inconvenience of life in our intemperate zone, becomes its chief and cheapest luxury in Cuba. One finds it more easy to surrender his barbarian faith in the forms of matter, and accepts more submissively the gospel of gas, when he finds how effectively and sweetly the mere atmosphere of the tropics can attune the dissonant chords of his substantial mortal body. Those bland airs steal over the system, curdled by our uneasy atmosphere, with a soothing influence such as the companionship of the serene and the noble exerts upon hearts snatched from the society of the vexatious, the passionate, and the querulous. It is so strange and so pleasant to trust in the skies as one trusts in one’s friend! Our northern Aurora is a mere Armida, — nay, she is a very Pale, and when, lulled by her seducing smiles, we lay our trusting heads upon her lap, she rewards our confidence with a nail smartly driven through the temples! The Cuban morning, faithful as Fiordelisa, crowns us

      
        
        
        “Con gioia e con diletto

        Senza aver tema o di guerra sospetto.”

      

        

      

      Here it is almost as unsafe to count upon a pleasant tomorrow in the country as to speculate upon the chances of a Cape Horn voyage, or a presidential nomination. In Cuba, a man may arrange periodical picnics for his grandchildren yet unborn. Of course in such a land nobody talks of the weather, excepting raw foreigners, and the comparative dulness of large social gatherings in Havana may perhaps be due in part to the impossibility of introducing this agreeable and fruitful topic, to which we owe so much of the easy and brilliant conversation that abounds in our own saloons.

      If God's world in Cuba, the world of nature, as Columbus and Ojeda found it there three centuries ago, is thus strange to the children of the temperate zones, man's world, the world of arts and manners, as the successors of Columbus and Ojeda have reared it, is not less striking and strange. The northern voyager, as his steamer glides into the huge tub-shaped harbor of Havana, gazes with astonishment on a scene which revives his visions or his memories of the far Levant. Our Anglo-Saxon has so appropriated to itself the American name; the “young giant of the West,” so yearns to crown his head with the Arctic Circle and to bathe his feet in the southern sea, that most of us think little of those bygone days, when the Indies were but the pantry and the strong-box of the Catholic kings, when the Caribbean was a Spanish lake, when the man who sailed from London a trader was hung in Panama a pirate, and the old Gothic monarchy talked as confidently of its manifest rights as does young America now of its manifest destiny. So it seems to us, that to have reached this stately panorama of Havana, we must have traversed many miles of longitude instead of a few degrees of latitude. On the left hand rise fortifications massive as those of Malta or Gibraltar, wrought into the dark grey rocks of the Morro, sweeping along the many-hued hillsides of the Cabañas, glittering throughout their lengthening lines with the white uniforms and shining bayonets of the sentinels who guard the proud flag of Spain, that gorgeous banner of blood and of gold, which symbolizes so well the career and the character of the pedlar knights, or knightly peddlers, who conquered the Indies for Castile and Leon.

      On the right, stretch irregular masses of parti-colored buildings, blue, pink, white, green, yellow, overtopped at intervals by some massive church tower or graceful tufted palm tree. Queer-looking boats, emancipated gondolas, shameless sisters of the veiled Venetian nuns, and brilliant as butterflies, dart in and out along the crowded quays. Half-naked negroes are riding fractious horses into the sluggish water, and a confused incessant buzz, like that which rises from vociferous Naples to the ear of the lonely traveller dreaming among the orange groves of lofty San Elmo, comes faintly from the shore. You land, penetrate the mysteries of the city, and still the wonder grows. You call a coach, and find only an odd-looking gig with shafts sixteen feet long, and wheels six yards in circumference, driven by a negro postilion, three parts jack-boots and one part silver-laced jacket. Into this singular vehicle you fling yourself, and find that to the gig of your dear native land, this tropical gig is as the pine-apple is to the pearmain, so luxurious, so cradling, so provocative of bland indifference to all worldly cares! You reach your inn, and find it in appearance a Moorish palace, — in general discomfort a German boarding house, in expense a Bond street hotel. You find that you are to live on two meals a day; a breakfast that begins with eggs and rice, is sustained by fried pork and Catalan wine, and ends with coffee and cigars; a dinner, every dish of which is a voyage of discovery. You are to sleep on what most resembles a square drum-head of Jullien dimensions, without mattress or coverlets, in a room with a red-tiled floor, and with windows in which the utter want of glass is compensated for by the presence of innumerable iron bars. Boots is a native African, an ex-cannibal for aught you know, wonderfully tattooed, and the laundress an athletic young negress who smokes authentic long nines.

      You walk out through streets narrow as those of Pompeii, past shops open to the ground like those of Naples, and shaded with heavy awnings that often sweep across the street. Every thing is patent to your gaze and nobody seems to be aware of the fact. Only now and then you pass some vast pile of yellow stone, stately as the palaces of Genoa, and catch through the great archway a glimpse of courtyards, fountain-cooled and palm-shaded, that suggest dreams of Eastern seclusion and invisible beauty. You dream on this fine dream, for in all your walk you meet no female form save of the Pariah class, unless, perchance, you stumble on some fair foreigner, at sight of whose bonnet the incurious native deigns to look up from his business in doors, or his lounge in the shade, with a sudden stare and a half-pitying smile, which provoke you to wonder that you had ever ceased to feel how fearful a thing the bonnet of civilization is. Water carriers, balancing their jars, mules half hidden from the eye by fresh bundles of green fodder, borne on either side, large cream-colored oxen, superb as the mild-eyed monsters of Lombardy, pulling primeval carts by means of yokes fastened in front of the horns, crowd up the narrow streets. And through them all the frequent calesero, swinging in his heavy saddle, steers the clumsy length of his quitrin with careless certain skill.

      The signs of the shops startle you, for if you are to take them au pied de la lettre, all the retail business of Havana is in the hands of saints, goddesses, and heroes, of birds, beasts, and beauties. St. Dominic deals in healing drugs, St. Anthony boldly handles laces, muslins, and ribbons, Diana dispenses sweets to all the dandies of the town, the Empress Eugenia meekly measures tapes, and the blessed Sun himself has really "proved a micher," and cheats in cosmetics. The greater merchants, like the burghers of the middle ages, often occupy with their families the elegant upper floors of the building which in its first stories serves them for a warehouse.

      Not less mediaeval is the confusion of quarters. Next door to the begrimed hovel of a dealer in coal, rises the palatial home of the opulent marquis; St. Giles and St. James elbow each other.

      Have we not passed the pillars of Hercules, and shall we not "look the blue straits over," for the heights of Morocco?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        “In the afternoon they came unto a land

        Wherein it seemed always afternoon.”

      

        

      

      
        
        Tennyson.

      

      

      What shocks may not our personal identity survive? A month ago I sate, a listless convalescent, gowned and slippered, beside a roaring coal fire, feebly dreaming of Cuba and the Azores, of Madeira and of Georgia. Then, the cautious journey from the phials and pill-boxes of the sick room to the busts and the books of the genial library, was an affair of doubts, and hopes, and fears. Then, to watch the panting pedestrians in the street as they toiled through the drifting snow, and to follow the tintinnabular sleigh horse with the ear long after he had vanished from the eye in the eddying snow-mists, was to see the world and to share in its concerns. A fortnight later I lay sickening and shivering in the narrow berth of an unquiet steamer, tossed to and fro by the riotous waves about Cape Hatteras. And now I sit at mine ease, in the gigantic frescoed saloon of an old Spanish house, in a cool undress, oblivious of physic and of pain, lapped in a sweet frenzy of fragrance and of sunlight, eating, drinking, breathing the very life of summer! — We left Charleston on a bleak wintry morning, and for two days I lay in my berth just over the boiler, and just under the heels of sixteen horses, en route for Havana, eating oranges and wishing myself in New England. On the third day, the heat from below, and the noise from above, fairly drove me on deck. The weather had already become demi-tropical, and a warm shimmer over the sea wooed us seducingly onwards. When I awoke under the rich golden light that streamed through the cabin window on the fourth morning, we were just backing up to the pier at Key West.

      This purgatory of underwriters was a charming surprise to me. A low sandy shore, covered with a luxuriant growth of aloes and feathery palmettos, and dotted all along with shining white cottages, among which towered a cage-like lighthouse; rows of pelicans, dipping into the surf after fishes; half a dozen vessels moored alongside a long wooden pier, and as many more lying motionless further out on the glassy green water; such was Key West on that fine sunny morning. New life began to kindle in my veins. Delightfully the day wore on. Flying-fishes darted here and there above the surface of the still and glittering sea. Sometimes the white sails of a wrecking schooner, flapping in the calm; sometimes the bare spars of a stranded ship; sometimes the slender network of an iron lighthouse, drew the attention of the little knots of passengers from the general consultation of watches and the study of maps. We were seven hours behind time, and great was our fear lest we should not pass the Morro Castle before sundown. Since the times of Lopez, the government of the Island have enforced the order which forbids ships entering the harbor after the evening gun is fired, and it was not pleasant to anticipate a night on the rolling billows that ceaselessly surge outside the narrow gateway of the port.

      About noon the breeze sprang up, the good ship spread her wings, and with the double help of Daedalus and Watt we hurried onwards. Islet after islet appeared and vanished like shadows on the far horizon, low isles

      
        
        
        "remote, that ride

        On the ocean's bosom unespied."

      

        

      

      At four o'clock there was a rush to the upper deck, and lo! bold and brown against the silver-blue cloud-bank before us, rose the irregular outline of Cuba. The hue of the waves brightened as we went onward, till we sailed through such glowing deeps of blue as beat about the cliffs of Capri.

      Plainer and plainer grew the brown hillsides, the glancing Italian villas, the lofty palm trees, — plainer and plainer the dark gray rocks and white tower of the Morro Castle, the terraced roofs and glittering houses of the city. Not a sail was in sight. It seemed as if we, fortunate discoverers, now saw before us that populous Cathay for which Columbus longed. Soon a lateen sail swooped out on the sea from behind the threatening rocks, and the massive masonry of the fortifications became distinguishable. The lateen-sail drooped beside our still advancing ship, a pilot came on board, and while the sun was still kindling the cloud-bank on our right, and flashing yellow light over all the gay and gorgeous scene, we shot through the narrow entrance of the port, and the whole panorama of the vast landlocked bay, with its ships and its shores, suddenly swept into view, Not more strange, not more rich, not more beautiful is the bay of Naples or the roadstead of Genoa!

      An endless line of masts from which floated a profusion of gay flags. Negroes in bright jackets and briefest trowsers thronging the quays of yellowish stone, or darting over the water in boats, the lateen sails and painted hulls of which, now bright scarlet, now blue, now striped in green and white, give infinite and picturesque variety to the scene. Great square stone warehouses fronted with low colonnades; elegant dwellings in the Italian style, stuccoed and painted, and continually relieved by bright green jalousies and plumes of graceful foliage; the renowned volantes, brilliant with silver, rolling in and rolling out of enormous gateways. Ever and anon from behind the fanciful lines of the diversified houses, rises the sombre gray tower of a Romanesque church, or the high-peaked roof of a huge convent.

      The entrance to the harbor was hidden by the battlemented heights behind us, and what with solid forts, squaring the hill-tops here and there, and white hamlets, and red hamlets, and hamlets of every hue, and rich green tufts of tropical trees chequering the brown slopes, the whole circle of the harbor was as brightly beautiful as need be. Half a dozen Spanish men of war lay here and there about the bay; a French steam-frigate off the Alameda de Paula, and hard by ourselves a magnificent English seventy-four displayed the white ensign of the West Indian Admiral. We had surely seen all this before, when in boyish days Tom Cringle treated us to the crimes and candies of his Caribbean Log! Funny little canopied boats manned by clean, neat Spaniards in white jackets, swarmed about us, and eager negroes balanced on the swinging bows of fragile barquichuelas, waved golden bunches of the pendulous banana before our wondering eyes. The escaping steam shrieked with joy to be relieved from duty, the hurrying passengers besieged the grave polite customs' officers who had boarded us, beseeching them to grant landing permits for that night, and the valets-de-place of the different hotels kept shoving cards into everybody's hands. Decidedly we had arrived!

      Soon but two passengers remained on board, of the sixty-two who had traversed the placid seas in company. The night air in the harbor was so mild, that I could not deny myself the delight of dallying a little longer with the sober certainty of arrival. Weary with the excitement of the day, but not otherwise conscious of that great illness from which I had so lately escaped, I lay on the deck with my pleasant English friend. We watched the great moon and stars come out into the purple sky. The lights glittered one by one at the mastheads of the war ships all over the bay. The sounds from the shore grew fainter and fainter, and the familiar strains of "God save the Queen" coming mellowed over the water from the stately English ship, were our evening hymn.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        “Gambling from one inn to another.”

      

        

      

      
        
        John Locke.

      

      

      I had no trouble at the Aduana. "Smith's Leading Cases," two delicate octavos in calfskin, attracted the attention of the courteous official, who removed his cigar to ask an explanation;" Las leyes de Inglaterra!" I solemnly answered; "Ah si!" and evidently convinced that a man who could not travel without a "Corpus Juris" in his portmanteau, must be a miracle of good behavior, the Aduanero replaced his cigar, waved his hand politely, and passed our luggage. I found him afterwards charged in the bill, by the polite and excellent Antonio, our Spanish landlord, who had come to find us on board of the ship, and to pilot us to his house. And what a house! neither English, nor American, nor French; a genuine Spanish Posada, colonial indeed, but redolent of the Asturias! The house was once a bishop's palace, and dates from the days of Velasquez and Cortez. When this house was built, Puritanism was a capital joke, and the king of the Spains was the Bugaboo of all Anglo-Saxondom. How grave and quiet was the company at the breakfast table! the waiters, how goodhumored without familiarity, how respectful without servility! An amiable New Zealander, my friend and fellow passenger, brought me to this place, whither uninitiated Americans rarely wander. My vigorous gratitude ought to reach him at the Antipodes. But for yonder negress, who, with a cigar in her mouth, is ironing at a large table in the red-tiled back court of this second story, I might imagine myself to be in that very "venta, que por su mal Don Quixote penso que era castillo!" that memorable inn where the four wool-combers of Segovia, the three Cordovan leatherdressers, and the strollers of Seville, that jocose and lively folk tossed Sancho in a blanket to pay his master's bill.
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