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'FTER many months of
photographing scenes of
desolation and picturing
the doughboy at play, I
longed for the opportunity
to travel with my camfera through a
peaceful country, remote from ravages
of war. My chief desire was to wander
at will through the domain of the
Basques, those "warders of the Pyrenees," whose remarkable history makes
them one of the most fascinating races of
Europe.
Descended from the original Iberians,
they still cling to the mountain country
whence their ancestors were driven by
the Aryans, and where, in later years,
their forefathers preserved the faith of
the cross when Mohammedanism had
virtually conquered Spain. To-day they
are found on both sides of the Pyrenees,
but those now known as French Basques
share in common with their brethren
across the Spanish border the glorious
heritage of their very ancient race.
Therefore it was with keenest anticipation that I caught my first glimpse of the
twin spires of the cathedral at Bayonne
on a Sunday afternoon in August, knowing I had arrived at the very threshold
of the Basque country.

A holiday crowd was thronging the
spacious bridges and passing under the
triumphal arch, draped with the tricolor
and bearing the inscription "Gloire a nos
Poilus." I looked in vain for some trace
of a national costume, and I listened
without immediate reward for a word of
this strangest of all the languages of
Europe, for Bayonne to-day differs little
from any other modern French town, and
has lost much of its former distinctive
character. Later, in a little patisserie, I
caught a-bit of conversation between two
women which differed from anything I
had ever heard in France. During my
two years overseas I had become familiar
with French in all its purity, with the
patois of the Ardeche and of AUier, with
Italian and Nigois along the Riviera, and
the language of Mistral in Nimes and
Aries; but this smoothly flowing speech,
with its many final vowels, its multitude
of g's and k's, was like none of these,
and lacked the harsher, guttural sounds
that somewhat mar the musical quality
of Spanish.
Whenever later in my travels I made
inquiries for some books in the native
tongue, there was always an instant
endeavor to dissuade me from any attempt to learn Basque, as it was the most
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The quartet

difficult study in all the world. Did I
not know that the devil himself, after
seven long weary years spent in the
effort to master its intricacies, gave up
in despair, admitting that he was completely baffled, without having learned
a single word.
"Oh," I replied, "I was told that he
succeeded in adding three words to his
vocabulary."
"And what were the three?" was the
eager demand. That was a question I
could not answer, but, anyway, so the
story goes, Satan, because of his ignorance of the language, has never been
able to interfere with the Basque people
in the exercise of their simple religious
faith.

As I boarded the evening train, I realized it would carry me through the gateway into the very midst of the hills that
have proved to be the citadel of the Pays
Basque for generations past. I knew
that nearly fifty years had elapsed since
this liberty-loving people, who had long
maintained their civil and religious
integrity, had lost the special privileges
jealously guarded by their fathers, and I
was anxious to see if the famous Basque
provinces still retained the characteristics which had impressed travelers of an
earlier period. Obeying a cardinal principle of a foreign traveler seeking local
color, I turned my back on the first-class
carriages and climbed into a secondclass compartment, where I soon had an
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On the way to market at St.-Jean-Pied-de-Port

opportunity to study my fellow-passengers at close range.
There were sittings for ten, and all
were taken; but at the next station,
where the platform was crowded with
young women, one youth called out
that there was plenty of room, so our
numbers were suddenly increased to
fifteen. One man held two damsels on
his knees, exacting a kiss in payment
when they left the train several stations
farther on. Another held his arm very
protectingly about the waist of the girl
who had taken refuge on my upturned
suitcase. Meanwhile, I was wondering
if an affectionate nature was a strong
national characteristiQ of the Basque
people.^

Darkness had fallen when I reached
the end of the line at St.-Jean-Pied-dePort, and was driven rapidly up the hill
to the Hotel de France, accompanied
by the merry tinkle of bells, a sound to
which I became accustomed in the days
which followed, for hotel buses, donkeycarts, cow-teams, and the goats on the
hillside, all herald their coming by
cheery, jingling bells. The first object
which attracted my attention as I
entered the inn was an old-fashioned,
gleaming brass water-jug hanging
against the wall, now doing duty as a
reservoir. An instant later, passing
the kitchen door, I caught a glimpse of
the enormous fireplace, with its dazzling
array of copper utensils hanging over
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In the heart of Ondarroa

the mantel, in strong contrast with the
smoke-begrimed walls and the heavy
oak beams above. Beside the chimney,
and close to the ceiling, was a shelf
containing the row of family shoes, in
accordance with a custom that has
come down through the ages. So I fell
asleep with the impression that I had
left the modern world behind me, and
had entered into the life of another era.
In the morning I was suddenly aroused
by the most fearful creaking. I lay
wondering what could possibly be the
origin of such an unearthly din, till a
flash of inspiration told me that this
must be one of those carts with the solid
wooden wheels, guaranteed to make
such a racket that no evil spirits ever
venture near. Hurrying to my window,
I beheld the very cart of which I had
read, a two-wheeled vehicle laden with
sacks of wool from the mountains, and
drawn by a yoke not of oxen, but of
cream-white cows! So elaborately caparisoned was this odd pair that their
identity was almost lost. Their bodies
were covered with white canvas to keep
off the flies, their faces protected by a

fine netting, and over their yoke was
stretched a sheepskin resembling a great
fur rug, while a festive row of red tassels
dangled between their horns.
Well in advance of this quaint load
of merchandise walked the driver, for
all the world like a band-master. He
solemnly marched forward for a few
paces, then, finding he had outdistanced
his team, made curious brandishing
motions with his long stick, returning
to give them a gentle prod on their
flanks, and then with a word of admonition turned to lead the way again.
I discovered later that even milch
cows are used as draft animals, for the
farms are small, and the labor not heavy
enough to require oxen. Mules, hitched
three abreast, are everywhere employed
for moving the heavier loads. The
strangest combination of all I saw was
attached to a coal team at Fuenterrabia,
where the wheel horses were three
mules, led by a tandem arrangement of
a horse and a huge cow.
Enticed by this scene, I hastily
dressed in order to lose none of the sights
of market-day at St.-Jean-Pied-de-Port.
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On the Spanish slope of the Pyrenees there are corn-fields everywhere

It would be more exact to call it "meeting-day," for there was no great evidence
of merchandise save a few fruits, vegetables, and small wares displayed in the
improvised booths that lined both sides
of the main street of the new town, just
below the old city walls. Here were
eggs and cheese, chickens, with their
feet tied together, sprawling helplessly
on the ground, and ducks, stowed away
carefully in a big basket, calmly surveying their unaccustomed surroundings.
Now and then a prospective customer
arrived, inquired the price, and with
a judicial air lifted the struggling purchase in order to estimate its weight and
worth. There were pigs, too, of all
sizes, very much alive, loudly objecting
to the indignity of being tethered by one
hind leg. Small flocks of sheep were
resting in the shade beneath the massive,
towering walls of the medieval fortifications. Donkeys, the patient beasts of
burden of all hill countries, were quietly
waiting, ready to take the rude mountain trails when evening came.
Half a dozen men were chatting, with
only a passing interest in the animated

scene about them. One was tall and
spare, while the others were rather below medium height. All were smooth
shaven. They had well-rounded heads,
straight brows, regular noses, and square,
determined chins. There was an intellectual, even distinguished, look upon
their faces. Over and over again, as I
roamed the streets on festive occasions,
I was startled by the strong family
resemblance, especially among the men.
Both men and boys wear the characteristic cap of the Basque country, of
dark blue, round in shape, with a slight
overhang from a fullness above, much
like a diminutive tam-o'-shanter. All
but the younger men still cling to the
short blouse of fine black cloth, hanging
free from the shoulders, pleated before
and behind, with a double row of buttons
and fastenings of braid, the whole resembling an abbreviated college gown.
They wear dark trousers and the shoes
that are part of the costume of the
Basques of all ages and sexes. These
shoes are made of canvas, usually white,
with soles of braided hemp, often fastened by strings about the ankles. The
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The solid wooden wheels that keep the evil spirits away.
house of the Basque provinces of Spain

costume of the women is quite as somber
as that of the men, for it usually consists
of a black gown and black bonnet, a
tiny cap sometimes being substituted
for the latter.
As I mingled with the market-day
throng, I wondered where all these visitors hailed from, for the population of
St.-Jean is not very large, and the surrounding country is sparsely settled.
There was an air of good humor and good
fellowship everywhere. Evidently these
lineal descendants of the sturdy mountaineers of several centuries ago, who
fought stubbornly for their rights, are
to-day well satisfied with their lot in
life, full of real content, and unruffled by
the weighty problems of state. This

A typical farm-

predominant characteristic of good nature extends even to the children, as I
found many times, to my sorrow, while
trying to pose a special photograph.
On such occasions it seemed as if all the
mischievous instincts of child nature
everywhere were focused in my youthful Basque spectators. They were ready
to open the shutter or press the bulb
the moment my attention was diverted
from my camera.
All through the day and into the night
the hotels and cafes were filled to overflowing. Certainly, a national dry law
would meet with little favor in this
region, where there is a greater variety
of liquors now than in the old days when
cider was the national beverage. It was
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Within the walls of the old town of St.-Jean-Pied-de-Port

well on toward midnight before the
young proprietor of the Hotel de France
succeeded in inducing the last of the
revelers to start homeward, and the
echoes of their uncertain voices, raised
in song, were heard for some time before
peace and quiet once more descended on
the streets of St.-Jean.
One day I spoke to a young man of
thirty whose dress proclaimed that he
came from the outside world. In response to a comment of mine in French,
he answered in English. Ten years or
more ago he left home for our Western
States to act as shepherd. Finally, he
succeeded in acquiring a flock of his own,
and now with his savings of fifty thousand francs had returned to the land of

his youth. He was anxious to visit his
old home, but confessed, that thus far,
he has found himself a stranger in a
strange land.
During his absence French has become
the every-day language of business and
social intercourse, while he knew only
the speech of his childhood. To be sure,
all his old friends can converse with him
in Basque; still, he was bewildered by
the foreign invasion he finds all about
him, the prosperous resorts filled with
summer visitors, and the varied interests which have followed in their train.
One girl friend of his boyhood days had
married an American officer; another,
and this seems almost as epoch-making
in his eyes, was the wife of a Frenchman.
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In his own neighborhood nearly every cow, the pig, and the chickens, with a
home had a representative in California. staircase at the rear of the gloomy inteThe young men go away at the age of rior mounting to the rooms of the family
seventeen, and return some dozen years above. Brass knockers are common,
or so later with a comfortable little for- usually in the shape of a hand holding
tune acquired in sheep-raising. When- a round ball. The following inscription,
ever one returns, another leaves for carved on the stones above the doorway
America in his place. The nouveau riche of a house in St.-Jean, gives an interestpays off the family debts and sets up a ing side-light on the property rights,of
well-furnished home of his own, with women in this region more than a cenmany of the comforts of modern times.
tury ago:
The Basque emigrant drifts naturally "Jean de Ste. Marie et Marie Doxarain
into the sheep industry of our Western
Conjoints'^ Mes de la Presente Maison
ranges, for the mountainous district of
1767"
his own country is truly a land of green
pastures. The sheep are driven to the
In the kitchen the great chimney,
hills in March, to remain until October. with its spacious fireplace, is the center
Twice during the season they are of attraction. It projects well into the
brought back for the shearing. Some room, with the hearthstone raised a few
owners have as many as a thousand inches from the floor, giving an opporhead. Young cattle are also taken to tunity for people to sit around three
the summer feeding-grounds, the surplus sides of the fire. The room is filled with
stock being sold in the autumn because strange contrasts, for electricity nOw
of the shortage of winter-forage crops. furnishes light for even the humblest
Pasturage is free for members of the homes, although the stately row of brass
commune, but even to outsiders the candlesticks still ornaments the mantel,
price is only five or six sous per head for and the enormous copper caldrons and
the season. Rural occupations have a shining stew-pans contribute a note of
dignity of their own in this pastoral brilliant, dazzling color.
country. The lines of the national song
It would be unfair to give the impresof the Basques ring as true to-day as sion that the Basque of to-day is at all
when they were written centuries ago, provincial, since he is very up-to-date
proclaiming:
in many particulars, although he still
For noble on our mountains is he who yokes clings fondly to some of the customs of
his ancestors. The annual "jour ferie"
the ox,
And equal to a monarch, the shepherd of the of one of the smaller villages gave me an
excellent opportunity to study the inflocks.
roads of modern ideas, and was quite a
Aside from the sheep industry, with different experience from the weekly
its valuable products of wool and cheese, market-day.
the Pays Basque is a country of small
This celebration at Uhart-Cize always
farms, raising just sufficient crops for takes place in the latter part of August
home consumption. There are apples, and lasts for three days. It is held on
—sometimes shipped to Normandy for the pelota-grounds, by the side of the
cider-making,—pears, peaches, apricots, churchyard. Upon my arrival I found
cherries, chestnuts, walnuts, grapes, several hundred spectators, men as well
hay, corn, and wheat in abundance. as women, seated on the walls, or standAlong the sea-coast, fishing is still a ing around three sides of the field, all
favorite occupation.
holding huge black umbrellas as a proOn the French side of the Pyrenees I tection from the blazing sun. There
found the typical Basque house to be had been no rain for weeks, and the
two stories and a half high, with widely •pelota-conrt was so dry that the flying
projecting eaves and gently sloping roof feet of the forty couples who danced
lines. The main doorway is surmounted continually raised a cloud of dust which
by a round arch, leading sometimes into almost hid them from view, but did not
the living quarters of the donkey, the interfere with the interest of the multiI Maitres.
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Weighing the load

tude. The orchestra, consisting of
seven pieces, two flutes, three horns,
and two drums, with cymbals, was
mounted on an improvised platform,
resting on huge wine-barrels. It furnished music for the waltz, polka,
schottische, mazurka, and quadrille.
No fox-trot, one-step, or kindred modern
dances were tolerated, and the absence
of jazz music was refreshing.
All the musicians wore Basque shoes
and caps, and had discarded superfluous
collars. But among the spectators were
several young women whose dress, from
modish hat to dainty shoes, followed the
latest dictates of fashion. One said she
was a student in medicine at Paris,
another at the Ecole des Beaux Arts.
A typical young Basque told me he had
one year more to complete his studies
• at the Ecole Normals at Pau, while a
stalwart youth with red hair answered
my inquiries in my own tongue, declaring that his father was an Englishman,
his mother a Basque, and that he himself had been, for several years previous
to the war, a chef in one of New York's
famous restaurants.

The strong family resemblance which
I noted among the Basques is doubtless
the result of long years of intermarriage.
Marriage outside the race is becoming
more common, but even the younger
members of this generation consider
such a step seriously and regard it as a
transgression of the traditions of their
people. The remark of a young bride
who observed to me, " I never thought I
should marry a Frenchman," hints at
the self-sufficiency which is characteristic of the Basques. A wealthy textile
manufacturer told me that his own
mother was English, but his earnest
advice to his eldest son, educated in the
exclusive schools of England, was not to
fall in love with an English girl, but to
reserve his affections for some one in his
native land. Slowly, but surely, however, the Basque blood is losing its
purity, but who can say that the rest of
the world will not be enriched thereby?
The great pervading principles of this
liberty-loving people, trained by centuries of self-government to be freemen
in spirit and not in name alone, have
always been a love of justice and rever-

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

^i

A
Toilers of the sea bearing a single net, hundreds of yards in length, which they unwind, man after man, spreading
it out to dry on the railing of the bridge

ence for law. "They were the Tyrolese
of Spain, lambs in the hour of peace, yet
lions in the field. With them the household charities and patriotism went hand
in hand. In them the bravest yet the
kindest spirit, the mildest yet the
proudest virtues, were combined." So
wrote an enthusiastic English traveler
half a century ago. The Basques of
to-day, although shorn of their ancient
rights and privileges, still manifest the
characteristic virtues of their forefathers.
The spirit and traditions of his fatherland
cling to the Basque wherever he wanders,
causing him to contribute a wholesome
element to our modern civilization.
With genuine regret I bade farewell to
the narrow streets and arched gateways
of St.-Jean-Pied-de-Port, with its beautiful encircling hills. As I paid my hotel
bill, I was surprised to find not a taxe de
luxe, but a discount of one franc per
day. This unusual entry, my landlady
naively explained, was because I was
such a small eater.
The railway down the winding valley
follows the twifts and turns of the dashing river, past the Pas de Roland, where

the nephew of Charlemagne is said to
have tested his faithful sword by cleaving the mighty rock, and out into the
meadows near Cambo, one of the most
popular of all the resorts of the Pays
Basque. Here the landscape reminded
me of the English country-side, like one
huge garden, tended by many hands.
My entry into Spain was marked by
one of those inexplicable errors on the
part of the Spanish officials, that make
one agree with the traveler who once
said decisively, "Hereafter I shall travel
in a country where there are no frontiers." After visiting numerous offices,
seeking various stamps of approval on
my passport, I was finally informed that
the passport issued to me, an American
gentleman, had been delivered to a
Swedish lady only a few minutes before,
ifter hours of vexatious waiting, while
those who had been responsible for the
loss lifted not a hand, the united efforts
of the French police and the American
consul recovered the missing document
and I resumed my journey.
At Irun, the Spanish frontier town,
the porter deposited my luggage near
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with her guard of honor

the tram-line, and I entered into conversation with a traffic officer. Despite all
my precautions in the way of inquiries, I
nearly lost my car, for I gave only the
slightest attention to the approaching
vehicle, which looked very much like an
old-fashioned carry-all drawn by horses.
As it suddenly stopped just over the
bridge from where I stood, I realized
that I must hurry if I wished to take advantage of the principal means of rapid
transit between Irun and Fuenterrabia,
for this strange conveyance proved to be
a bob-tailed affair, like one of our earliest
types of horse-cars, drawn by two rawboned mules, tandem fashion.
Past little groups of houses, three and
four stories high, loaded with balconies
where clusters of vegetables were drying
in the sun and the week's wash was flapping in the wind, around curves where
little patches of vegetables and vast
corn-fields covered the flats even to the
gleaming waters of the Bidassoa, we
rumbled along till we reached the terminus. Near by stands the quaint old
gateway that marks the entrance to
Calle Mayor, leading straight up the
hill to the historic church whose Renaissance tower looks proudly down upon
the surrounding country. The view
from the top of the castle of Charles

Quint, close by the church, is surpassingly beautiful. The river stretches
from the distant ranges of hills down to
the sea at one's very feet. Perhaps two
miles away lies Irun, while on the other
side of the Bidassoa are the red roofs,
the bright-colored walls, and the gleaming sands of Hendaye and HendayePlage. Dazzling white houses, nestled
in the green slopes of both banks, dot the
hillsides, while the chapel of the patron
saint of the town, Nuestra Senora de
Guadalupe, stands at the very summit,
with its steeple piercing the sky.
Of all the towns I visited in the
Basque provinces of Spain, Fuenterrabia
held for me the greatest charm. The old
streets, with their vari-colored houses,
white and pink and orange and brown,
are always enchanting. Many of the
upper stories overhang the sidewalk,
while the roofs project away out into
the street until they almost touch one
another in neighborly fashion. Every
house has its quaint old balcony, sometimes of wood, with slender spindles,
often of curiously wrought iron, the masterpieces of medieval craftsmen. The
ancient origin of the older houses is proclaimed by huge shields carved in the
stones of the front walls, the coats of
arms of the former owners.
11
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The Spanish Basques are darker, on
the whole, than those of the Pays Basque
of France. Even here, however, it is
hardly safe to deal in generalities, there
are so many different types. In some
respects they are more backward than
their neighbors on the other slopes of the
Pyrenees. Not only the children, but
big girls, and even men and women, go
barefoot. Many wear sandals without
stockings.
The ideal way of touring the Basque
provinces is by automobile, for the
country is so irregular that the frequent
tunnels spoil the pleasure of a ride by
rail or electric lines. There are cornfields everywhere, apple orchards, with
the branches overburdened with fruit, little groups of farm buildings surrounded
by haystacks, all reminiscent of the hill
country of northern Switzerland or our
own New England.
This part of Spain is a hive of industry.
At Tolosa are paper mills and cotton
factories. Cement mills are common in
the region near the sea, while at Bilbao
the iron works which supplied rapiers
to the cronies of Shakspere are still busy.
For centuries the Basques have been a
sturdy fishing people. Their seafaring
men are famous. Along the coast of
Newfoundland, and in even more distant centers of this industry, many of
the fishermen are of Basque origin.
To-day the old-time fishing-villages
have become popular resorts for summer
visitors. The motor-ride from Deva,
along the shore, is a glorious one. As far
as Motrico the road follows the indentations of the coast. There are many
prominent headlands jutting boldly out
to sea, wild, jagged cliffs, alternating
with peaceful grassy slopes that lead
down to the very water's-edge. From
Motrico to Ondarroa the road turns
inland, then out again, to mount high
above the waves. Thence, on to Lequeitio, it is a superb highway, similar to
La Grande Corniche between Nice and
Monte Carlo. Orange-trees are replaced by apple-trees; olive-trees by
locusts; vineyards by corn-fields; villas,
with their gorgeous display of bougainvillea, by unpretentious peasant homes
of stone, their garden walls overgrown
with a tangle of wild blackberry-bushes.
San Sebastian, in the very center of

the Basque country, is to Spain what
Biarritz is to France. There is a magnificent beach, with a wonderful outlook over the harbor to the precipitous
slopes of the island of Santa Clara.
Imposing hotels, spacious parks, wellshaded avenues, attract many a visitor,
including even the royal family. Bullfights are here seen at their best, or their
worst, depending on the point of view of
the observer.
Less spectacular than a bull-fight, but
still tremendously interesting, is the
national game of pelota, a daily event
during the summer season. This game
interested me especially because it
originated centuries ago in the Basque
provinces, and is the favorite pastime
of the Basques of to-day, although its
popularity has overspread Spain. The
fronton is an inclosure with walls perhaps
twenty feet in height on three sides, and
galleries for the spectators completing
the quadrangle. The game is played on
a cement' floor nearly sixty meters in
length and ten in breadth, with cross
lines at varying intervals. The players
are two against two, dressed all in white,
except for the distinguishing sashes of
red and blue. The game is best described by saying that it is similar to our
gymnasium hand-ball.
The ball is
somewhat larger than a tennis-ball, and
not unlike our base-ball in composition.
On the right arm the players wear a
heavy basket-like glove, weighing three
kilos, with which they deliver the ball
smashing blows at distances from the
front varying from fifty to a hundred
and fifty feet or more.
Marvelous as is the skill of the players,
the interest of a San Sebastian audience seems to be centered far more on
the score-board and the book-makers.
These latter gentlemen, fifteen or
twenty in number, picturesque in their
scarlet caps, with leather bags slung
over their shoulders, stand in a long line
between the court and the spectators.
In their ability to register the bets in
the midst of the bedlam which lasts all
through the game they show quite as
much skill as the players themselves,
displaying a cleverness in their profession equaled only by the famous bookmakers of an English Derby. To my
mind the pelota game of to-day, no
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IN THE LAND OF THE BASQUES
longer existing for its own sake, but
serving merely as an opportunity to
gratify the gambler's instinct, has lost
the charm it must have possessed in the
old days, when champions of the home
teams went forth to Mexico and South
America to show their skill. Even now
the game, as it is played on fete-days at
St.-Jean-Pied-de-Port, is far more interesting than the professional affair of San
Sebastian. For there in the hills of the
Pays Basque the court lies in a beautiful
grove of trees, and the spectators are
seated on the terraces down both sides
of the field. The wicker glove is much
lighter than the heavy basket of the
Spanish players, weighing perhaps three
hundred grams. The game varies somewhat in consequence. The players are
three on a side and catch the ball as it
rebounds from the front wall, then hurl
it back again with tremendous force.
A visit to the Basque country would
be incomplete without a chance to view
some one of the numerous local celebrations. It was my good fortune to
spend the seventh and eighth of September at Fuenterrabia the most important
days of the annual festival in honor of
the deliverance of the town from the
French many centuries ago.
In 1638, so runs the story, Nuestra
Senora de Guadalupe listened to the
prayers of the frantic inhabitants of the
town, and accorded its defenders a victory over the French, who had besieged
them without mercy. The triumph
of arms came during the feast of the
nativity, and in accordance with their
vow, taken in time of dire distress, the
people of Fuenterrabia have made an
annual pilgrimage since 1639 to the
shrine of their patron saint. At noon
on the seventh of September the bells of
the parochial church of Santa Maria
and of the ancient chapel of Nuestra
Senora de Guadalupe rang long and
loudly in unison. During the afternoon
bursts of artillery and rifle-shots alternated with the bells, and at night, when
I attended the festival mass in Santa
Maria, the beautiful music was constantly drowned by the sounds of cannon
just outside the church. Thus I was
told did custom seek to reproduce in the
minds of the modern worshipers the
spirit of apprehension which filled the
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souls of their ancestors in the dread
days three hundred years before.
All through the festival the semimilitary character prevails, for from
early morning of September 8, the great
day of the f gte, until the wee small hours,
the uniforms of the companies from
different quarters of the commune and
of artillerymen from the neighboring
fortress of Guadalupe are everywhere to
be seen. The troops play an important
part in the long procession which forms
in the plaza de armas early in the day,
and marches to the ancient chapel on the
hill.
As I have already indicated, the dress
of the modern Basque is simple in the
extreme, and aside from cap, shoes,
and the curious blouses of the men, has
no marked peculiarities. On this occasion, however, the cherished fete-day
costumes of days gone by are brought
to light, and all who own the picturesque
garments of their forefathers don them
to do honor to the sacred day. Most
interesting of all to me was the gaily
colored raiment of the cantinera, the
smiling damsel who marched proudly at
the head of each company, representing
the ancient prototype of the modern
canteen girl, who proved indispensable
in our own days of recent warfare.
Equal in interest to my wanderings
in the hill country of the French Pays
Basque were my tours along the Spanish
sea-coast, so beautiful in prospect, so
rich in historic lore. Every nook and
corner has its own story, but none appealed to me more than the tiny hamlet
of San Juan Pasajes, where I found
myself one afternoon looking out on the
glorious harbor which should ever be
sacred to Americans. For through its
narrow channel, out to the open sea,
sailed the noble Lafayette, in all the
glory of his adventurous youth, to cast
the weight of his sword and the weightier
Influence of his liberty-loving soul on
the side of our country in the War for
Independence.
Perhaps as he saw the shores of Spain
recede from view, as he set sail on his
perilous adventure, he was cheered and
strengthened by the thoughts of the
hardy Basques from whom he had just
parted, whose spirits were so in tune
with his own.
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The Awful Miss Brown
By WILLIAM CAIRNS
Illustrations by Arthur G. Dove

ESTER BROWN was the
most striking personality
in Dredgefield. This was
indicated in her being
invariably spoken of as
"Miss Brown," though the parish contained no fewer than four other single
ladies of the same name.
Born in Dredgefield, she had lived
there all her life, and at forty-three was
a tall, slim woman, decidedly handsome
in a rather forcible style. Dredgefield
was proud of Miss Brown as of a woman
whose equal none of the adjacent parishes could show; at the same time it occasionally remarked, behind her back,
that she was "a bit of a Tartar." This
had served to protect her from the importunities of certain bucolic admirers who
were anxious to settle in life, but who,
shunning the ordeal of a proposal, remained single or married elsewhere. In
recent years only one had been hardy
enough to approach her with matrimonial intentions, and he had done so to the
astonishment of all cbncerned—that is
to say, of the entire population.
Worldly-minded people would have
considered Mr. Giles Jobson, the person
referred to, as eligible a suitor as ever
dined at a farmers' ordinary or took an
extra glass on market-day; for he was a
substantial freeholder, who paid his way
and cared for no man. On the other
hand, they would have thought no one
less likely to make his appearance in the
character of a wooer or to plant the
myrtle of Venus in soil which could be
turned to better account. Stout and
ruddy, with a prosperous, broadcloth air,
he was too solid a man to give undue attention to the trivialities of mere outward display, and when he was suddenly
transformed into a middle-aged rustic
buck of the first head, with a nosegay
in his buttonhole, Dredgefield could
scarcely believe its eyes.

"Why, Giles lad, be it you!" old farmer
Dobbs exclaimed, surveying him one
evening when he entered the parlor of
The Load of Hay. "Vine veathers make
vine birds. What be you arter?"
"Well, if you must know," he replied,
overcoming a slight tendency to sheepishness, "I be going to court Miss
Brown."
Mr. Jobson had expected the effect of
this announcement with a certain degree
of pride; its reception fully justified his
expectations. His hearers, taking their
clay-pipes from their mouths, stared at
him and at one another for several minutes in amazement before they recovered
themselves sufficiently to repeat: "Going
to court Miss Brown! He be going to
court Miss Brown!" What was to be
made of it? Had Giles Jobson suddenly
gone crazy, or was there that in him
which they had never supposed to be
there? Was he a fool or a hero? His
reputation trembled in the balance; and
then farmer Dobbs settled the point.
"Well, Giles lad," he cried, bringing
his fist down upon the table, "thou 'rt
the only man as I knows on who 'd
venter it. Going to court Miss Brown?
Dang! Ye '11 never beat that!"
"No, no," chorused the rest, "ye '11
never beat that!" The balance had
turned in his favor: he was a hero.
THIS inspired Mr. Jobson with a dangerous confidence, so that Miss Brown was
"woo'd and married and a ' " before he
had spoken a word to her on the subject.
He pictured himself saying, in reply to
the congratulations of his friends, "I
just said to her, 'Miss Brown, maybe
you 're not the popularist woman i' the
parish, but you 're the one I think most
on'; and i' less nor half an hour it was
settled quite comfortable."
,
When he called on Miss Brown the
affair was settled in considerably less
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