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PREFACE

'Climas pasé, mudé constelaciones, golfos ¡navegables, nave-

gando.'—ERcJLLA La Araucana.

To read a book to which a friend has asked you

to write a preface is an unusual—nay, evcn a

pedantic—thing to do. It is custornary for a

preface-monger to look contemptuously at the

unoperied bundle of bis friend's proofs, and then

to sit down ami overfiow you bis opinions UOfl

things created, and those which the creator has

left in chaos. ¡ pIcad guilty at once to eccen-

tricity, which is worse than the sin of witchcraft,

for witchcraft at one time may have exposed

one to the chance of thc stake; but cccentricity

at all times has placed one outside the pale of

all right-thinking men. 'Fo wear adifferent hat,

waistcoat, or collar, from those affected by the
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.Apoilos who perambulate 01W streets, tO Cul your

ha¡¡- too short, to wear it by thc twentieth fraction

of an inch too long, is scandalum ;nagnalnm, and

¡mt to be endu red. So in confessing that 1 have

read ' Down tile Orinoco in  Canoe,' not only in

the original Spaiiish iii which it ñrst appeared,

btl in its English clress, is to conclernn myse)f

out of my own mouth, to be set down a pedant,

perhaps a palterer with the truth, and at the hest

a man so wcdcled to oid customs that 1 might

almost be a Socia]ist.

It is undoubtedly a Nr cry to Bogotá. Per-

sonally, more by goocl fortune than by, any

effort of my own, 1 know wkh sorne degree of

certainty where the place is, and that it is not

buiR upon ihe sea. My grandfather was called

upon to mediate bctween I3olivar anci General

Paez, and 1 believe acquittcd himself to the

complete dissatisfaction of them hoth. Such is

the mecliator's meed

The general public, of whorn (or which) 1

wish to speak with a]l respect, is gerierally,

1 take it, in the position of the American
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Secretary of State to whom an office-seeker

carne with a request to be appointed the United

States Vice-Consul for the town of Bogotá.

Ihe request was duly granted, aud as thc

future Consul left the room the Secretary

turned to the author of this book, and said

Triany, where ¡n thunder is Bogoter, any

\s'ay ?' Still, Bogotá to-day is, without cloubt,

the greatest literary centre south of Panama.

Putting aside the floocls of titubating verse

which, like a mental dysentery, aíflict ah mcm-

bers of the Spanish-speaking race, ¡u Bogotá

more scrious hiterary work is done during a

month ihan in the rest of ihe rcpubhics in a

ycar. The President hirnsclf, Don José Manuel

Marroquin, during the intervais of peace-

which in the past have now and then 1)rcvat1ec

in the republic over which he rules—has found

Wc time to wrirc a book, El Moro,' in which

he draws thc adventures of a horse. The book

is Written not without literary sk iii, contains

much lore of horsemanship, anci is a veritable

mine of local customs ; anci for Wc moral of it
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—and surely Presiclents, though tiot anointed,

as are Kings, must have a mora' ¡ti al! they

write, they do and say—¡t is enough to inake a

man incontinently go out anci pawn Ns spurs.

Thus, Bogotá, set ja its plateau in Columbian

wilds, is in a way a ¡ciad of Chibcha Athens.

There all men writc, anci poets ra ye and

madden through the land, and on!y wholesome

necessary revolutions keep their number down.

Still, iii the crowd of versiíiers onc or two, such

as Obeso, tbe negro poci who, being denieci ah

access to thc lady of his love—the colour une

being stricily drawn iii Bogotá, as wehl befits a

dcmocratic government—brought out a paper

once a week, entitied Lectura para ti, llave

wril1efl verse abo ye the average of Spanish

rhyrnc. Othcrs, again, as Gregorio Gutierrez

Gonzalez and Samuel Uribe Vclazquez have

written weB on local matters, and Juan de Dios

Carasquilla has produceci a novel called 'Frutos

de mi Tierra,' far bctier than the average

epoch-rnaking work of circu)ating Iibrary aud

press.
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Pérez Triana, son of an ex-President, and

speaking English and Spanish with equal

íluency, is a true son of Bogotá, and writes

as easily as other people taik.

His book occurred in this wise. The usual

biennial revolution having placed bis enernies

in power, he found it requisite to leave

the country with ah speed. '[he seaports

being watched, he then determined, 11k-e Fray

Gaspar de Carbajal, to launch bis boat UOI1 the

Orinoco, and, that the parallel should be exact,

write an account of al] he saw upon dic way.

Few books of travel which 1 have come across

contain less details of tbc travehler hirnselí.

Strangcly enough, he rescued no orle single-

handed from grcat oclds. His strength and

valour, and bis fcrtility of brain in tirncs of

peril, together with bis patience, far exceeding

that of 1 tidian fakirs, are not obtrudcd on

the bewtldcrcd reader, as is usual in like

cases.

Though armed, aud carrying on one occasion

so much lethal swfí as to resemble, as he says
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hirnse]f, a ' wandering arsenal,' he yct slcw no

one, nor did he bave those love adventures

which happen readily to rnen in íoreign lands

frorn whoin a kitchen wench would turu in

scorn ¡u their own native town nothing of

einpire and little of patriotism is there in bis

book. In fact, he says that those who are his

countryincn are those who have ihe sazne idcals

as himself.—a cursed theory which, if it once

obtained, would soon abol ish C ustom-houses,

and render armies useless, rnake navies ah to be

sold for scrap iron, and would ]cave hundreds

of patriotic sweaters witliout a 1)latitude. \Vhat

chieíl y seems to have appealed to this unusual

traveller vas the sirangencss ind bcauty of tite

long rcachcs oit dic interminable waterways,

the brightness of the moon, the thousand noises

of Wc desert night, thc brilliant birds, kaleido-

scopic fish, and thc enchantincnt of a world

rernote from ah thai. to a really welI-constituted

modem mmd makes life endurab]e. At times,

ahihough 1 tremble as 1 write, it scems to me

he doubis of things which 've ah take on trust,
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such as the Stock Exchange. Even the arrny

is not sacred to this dernocrat, sprung from a

sharncless State in which there is no King, and

which, consequently, can never hope to con-

template a Coronation show, for he retails a

joke current in Columbia, but which, 1 think,

if duly followed up, rnight be encountered in

Menander, or, at the least, in Aristophanes.

A Columbian Mayor of a town sent to thc

President a hundred volunteers, wiih a request

that al! the ropcs should be returned. Jokes

such as these cannot be helpful to a State; in

fact, a joke at ah is to a serious man a rank

impertinence, and if an author wishes to obtairi

a place within the ranks of Anglo - Saxon

hiterature, he should not joke al al!, or, if he

does, joke about fat or thin men, baid heads or

sea-sickness, or ori sorne subject which the

great public mmd has set apart for wit. How-

ever, as a member of the Latin race, it cannot

reasonably be expected of him that at one

bound he should attain unto the fulncss of our

Anglo-Saxon gr.-ice.
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The careful reader of this book may possibly

be struck with the diíferent point of vicw from

wbich a Latin looks at many questions which

to an Englishman are set inimovably as the

foundations of the world, ernbedded ja the

putty of our prejudice.

Por instance, 011 arriving at the open plairis

after a tedious journey across mauntain ranges

and through foresi paths, the thing that in-

terests the author most is that the laud ja the

Columbian llanos is not heid ¡u rnany instances

by individuals, but that so scant ¡5 popula-

tion that it is open to all those who choose

to take it up. This does not strike hitu as

a foliy or as affording room for speculation,

but sirnply as a fact which, on thc whole,

he seems rather to approve of, but without

enthusiasrn, looking upon the rnatter as a

curious generality, but not inclining to refine

or to reduce it to any theory in particular.

A state of mmd a]rnost irnpossible for Saxons

(Anglo or Celtie), who, as a general rule, seem

quite incapable of looking at a proposition as
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a whole, but must reduce it to its cornponent

parts.

The voyage in itself was memorable, for no

one of the parcy seems tu have been the least

the kind of man who generaily ventures upon

journeys of the son, and furtherrnore because,

since the first conquerors went down the river

with thc faith that in their case, if rightly used,

might have smoothed out all the mounlain

ranges in the world, no une except a stray

adventurer, or india-rubber trader, has followed

in their steps. Leal, the jaguar-hunter, who

slew bis tigers as 1 have seen them slain in

Paraguay, on foot, with a forked stick ¡ti ono

hand and in the other a bamboo lance; the

Indian guide Gatiño; and the young Venezuelan

Governor oía State, who, shut up in his ¡muse,

fougbt to the death, his rnistress, an ex-ballet

dancer, handing him up loaded guns, are co the

fuil as striking characters as 1 have met in any

book of traveis outside the types that crowd

the pages of the 'Conquistadores' of Arnerica.

The naked Indian in bis canoe, before whose
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cyes the ¡rnrncasurab]e vealth of powder,

Iooking-glasses, a red (lannel shirt, and otber

treasures, ricli aud rare io him, were spread,

who yet had strength of mmd to scorn them

ah rather than piedge bis Iiberty for two days

paddiing, 15 thc kind of Indian that merits such

a chronicler as he has found. Long may he

paddle 011 the caños and the agnaftcys, and die,

still crowned will) feathers ¿md with liberty,

as did his fathers, by, sorne forgotten beacli or

by sorne vzoricha/ where parrots chatter and

toucans Uit through the leaves, and hurnrning-

bircis bo yer like bees abo ye the tropic Ilowers.

What rnost deLights me in the book is that

the author haci no setded plan by means of

which he strove to square the circie of the glohe.

Wc wandered,' as he says, c with thc definite

aim of reaching the Atlantic Ocean. Beyond

that we clid not venturc lo probe too deeply

the mysterious and ivonderful man ifestatious of

Nature, but took them as they appeared to our

¡imited rneans of vision ¿md understanding, and

sought nothirig beyond.'
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A charming way to travcl, and a svise, and if

not profitable to commerce, yet to literature,

for books writ in the fashion of tbis brief

record of a trip through the great waterways

of Venezuelan and Colunibian wilds, although

perhaps not 'epoch-making,' yet uve and

flourish when the smart travellers' tales, bristling

with paltry facts and futile figures, which for

a season were sea-serpents in the press, have

long been pulped to make the soles of ammuni-

don boots.

R. B. CUNNIN(;HAME GRAHAM.
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