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    The Historical Action-Adventure Cycle (Illustrated Collection) gathers, in one continuous library, a wide selection of G. A. Henty’s historical narratives in their full, readable form. The volumes included here are complete novels, joined by a small number of shorter tale collections, and accompanied by illustrations to support orientation in period, costume, and scene. Drawn from Henty’s prolific late-nineteenth-century career as a novelist and war correspondent, the set ranges from antiquity to the high Victorian era. Its purpose is straightforward: to present the essential shape of Henty’s project—swift, event-driven fiction grounded in recognizable history—so that new and returning readers can traverse his principal subjects with ease.

While the collection is dominated by full-length historical adventure novels, it also represents adjacent forms within Henty’s practice. Among Malay Pirates appears as a story collection, offering compact sea-and-jungle episodes. Contemporary or near-contemporary adventure romances and mysteries, such as The Curse of Carne’s Hold, Colonel Thorndyke’s Secret, and The Lost Heir, stand beside the historical reconstructions. Several titles treat recent conflicts of Henty’s day in novelistic form rather than reportage, a distinction consistent with his career. Readers will therefore encounter novels, novella-length tales, and story cycles, but not essays, letters, or poems. The focus remains narrative prose shaped for momentum and clarity.

Across these works, Henty’s signature arrangement is clear: a capable youth or young man enters a large historical convulsion, learns through service and hardship, and emerges tempered by prudence, loyalty, and courage. He favors lucid logistics—marches, ships, fortifications, and supply—alongside brisk plotting, set-piece battles, and travel through contested landscapes. Mentorship, self-help, and duty to comrades recur, as do scenes of craft, engineering, and fieldcraft. His prose is economical and declarative, designed to propel the reader through action while foregrounding traits Victorian educators prized. The result is a consistent pattern of initiation and responsibility that ties disparate centuries into one continuous adventure ethos.

Chronologically, the cycle opens deep in the past and advances by eras. The Cat of Bubastes and The Young Carthaginian situate readers amid Ancient Egypt and the struggle with Rome, while Beric the Briton explores the Roman invasion of Britain. The Dragon and the Raven follows resistance in Alfred’s England, and For the Temple dramatizes Judaea under siege. Medieval and Renaissance Europe appear in Winning His Spurs, St. George For England, Wulf the Saxon, The Lion of St. Mark, A Knight of the White Cross, and At Agincourt. Early modern upheavals surface in By Pike and Dyke, By England’s Aid, and The Lion of the North.

Later centuries bring revolution, empire, and global campaigning. Friends Though Divided treats the English Civil War; True to the Old Flag and With Wolfe in Canada move to North America; Bonnie Prince Charlie and Orange and Green follow Jacobite and Williamite struggles; Saint Bartholomew’s Eve and In the Reign of Terror enter French conflicts. The Napoleonic world animates The Young Buglers, One of the 28th, With Moore at Corunna, and By Conduct and Courage. Nineteenth-century frontiers dominate With Clive in India, The Tiger of Mysore, Through the Sikh War, On the Irrawaddy, For Name and Fame, The Dash for Khartoum, With Kitchener in the Soudan, Jack Archer, and The Young Franc-Tireurs.

Maritime audacity and transoceanic encounter are equally prominent. Under Drake’s Flag charts privateering in the Caribbean, With Cochrane the Dauntless follows a maverick admiral’s exploits, and other naval tales return to Nelson’s era. The Americas appear through With Lee in Virginia, Captain Bayley’s Heir, In the Heart of the Rockies, Redskin and Cowboy, and The Treasure of the Incas, while conquest and resistance frame By Right of Conquest. Southern Africa and the Antipodes surface in The Young Colonists, With Buller in Natal, With Roberts to Pretoria, and Maori and Settler. At home, social and urban crises shape Through the Fray and When London Burned.

Read today, Henty’s fiction offers both propulsion and a record of Victorian assumptions. His protagonists often exemplify industry and loyalty, yet the narratives can reflect imperial viewpoints and stereotypes now recognized as partial and dated. This edition preserves the original texts and invites historically informed engagement. As a body of work, the cycle influenced English-language juvenile historical fiction and remains a case study in how popular narrative mediates the past. The volumes stand alone but reward thematic or chronological reading, and the illustrations support orientation without intruding on the prose. Together they present Henty’s enduring ambition: to make sweeping history immediately legible as adventure.
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    George Alfred Henty (1832–1902), a war correspondent turned novelist, wrote amid late-Victorian Britain’s confidence in empire, industry, and historical instruction. Educated readers embraced narratives that fused geography, biography, and military anecdote, a market nourished by periodicals and school libraries. Henty’s front-line reporting for The Standard in Italy, Abyssinia, and the Balkans shaped his logistics-rich descriptions, while the expanding rail and telegraph networks quickened public appetite for global news after 1850. His illustrated adventure tales, marketed for boys, drew authority from atlases, regimental histories, and memoirs, aligning with contemporary ideals of character-building, Protestant patriotism, and the belief that history vindicated British institutions.

Several novels pivot on maritime supremacy and private enterprise at sea, reflecting England’s rise from Elizabethan privateering to nineteenth‑century global policing. Under Drake’s Flag invokes voyages against the Spanish Main after 1577, when bullion fleets and colonial monopolies entwined war and profit. Later settings trace Mediterranean and Atlantic contests where corsairs, Ottomans, and European navies contested chokepoints such as Gibraltar and the Nile delta, and island bastions like Rhodes. Admiral Nelson’s victories at Aboukir Bay in 1798 and Trafalgar in 1805, and Lord Cochrane’s daring commerce‑raiding, exemplify tactics that prized initiative and sail‑handling. Henty recasts them as didactic seamanship, honor codes, and imperial maritime geography.

Continental battlefields furnish a panorama from the Reformation to German unification, emphasizing discipline, alliance politics, and evolving firepower. The Thirty Years’ War (1618–1648) and Gustavus Adolphus’s innovations in mobile artillery and volley fire reappear in campaigns of Marlborough during the War of the Spanish Succession (1701–1714). Later, the Seven Years’ War and the Napoleonic era culminate at Waterloo in 1815, reshaping borders from the Low Countries to Poland. Franco‑Prussian War episodes (1870–1871) register the arrival of rail‑mobilized mass armies and breech‑loading rifles. Henty filters these shifts through battlefield initiative and loyalty, often sidelining ideological complexity in favor of tactical clarity and comradeship.

Imperial consolidation in South and Central Asia anchors narratives of conquest, alliance, and insurgency. With Clive in India evokes the East India Company’s ascent after Plassey in 1757, followed by wars against the Mahrattas and Mysore that ended with Tipu Sultan’s death at Seringapatam in 1799. The Indian Rebellion of 1857 exposes fault lines of recruitment, religion, and revenue policy, while Afghan campaigns in 1839–1842 and 1878–1880, including Roberts’s march to Kandahar, dramatize the Great Game. Burma’s first war (1824–1826) and Nile expeditions to Khartoum and Omdurman (1898) highlight steam transport, telegraphy, and the Maxim gun shaping strategic reach.

Frontier tales mirror settler expansion and resource booms that transformed the nineteenth‑century world economy. Conflicts with the Ashanti (1873–1874), the Zulu kingdom (1879), and Boer republics (1880–1881; 1899–1902) reflect mineral wealth, missionary networks, and contested sovereignty in southern and western Africa. Parallel narratives unfold in New Zealand’s wars of 1845–1872, on Argentina’s pampas amid ranching frontiers, and across the North American West during railway building and the California Gold Rush of 1848–1855. Henty often frames these zones as arenas for pluck, survey, and skirmish, casting indigenous polities as obstacles to order, a perspective welcomed by contemporaries yet questioned by later readers.

Domestic upheavals provide a laboratory for civic virtue and institutional endurance. Medieval settings—Alfred’s resistance to Viking incursions in the late ninth century, the Norman Conquest of 1066, and victories at Crécy (1346), Poitiers (1356), and Agincourt (1415)—furnish origin stories for English kingship and common law. Early modern crises such as Wat Tyler’s rising in 1381 and the Great Fire of 1666 probe urban vulnerability and governance. Nineteenth‑century industrialization brings Luddite riots between 1811 and 1817, pitting artisan skill against mechanized capital. Henty’s narratives valorize loyalty to crown and parish, translating disorder into lessons about duty, discipline, and social hierarchy.

Revolution and counterrevolution supply moral drama across the Atlantic and the Mediterranean. The American War of Independence (1775–1783) and subsequent Civil War (1861–1865) test constitutional loyalties, while Wolfe’s 1759 victory at Quebec broadens imperial stakes in North America. In Europe, the French Revolution, the Reign of Terror, and rural resistance in La Vendée (1793–1796) illustrate competing definitions of liberty; the Paris Commune of 1871 adds urban radicalism. Irish campaigns around the Boyne (1690) and Limerick (1691), Spain’s Carlist Wars (from 1833), Greek independence (1821–1827), and Garibaldi’s unification drives demonstrate nationalism’s reach. Henty tends to favor legitimist order over plebeian revolt.

Antiquity broadens the canvas, from Hannibal’s campaigns (218–201 BCE) and Roman Britain after AD 43 to the fall of Jerusalem in AD 70 and ritualized life in dynastic Egypt. Henty refracts these eras through Victorian teleology, projecting self‑help, chivalry, and Protestant ethic onto distant cultures. Illustrated editions and school prizes embedded his books in curricula, promising maps, glossaries, and exemplary careers. Yet the same frameworks—racial hierarchy, imperial paternalism, and gendered duty—now invite critique. As syntheses of battles, voyages, and state‑building, the stories express how late‑nineteenth‑century Britons organized the past, celebrating endurance and command while simplifying the voices of conquered peoples.
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    Ancient World Chronicles (The Cat of Bubastes; The Young Carthaginian; For the Temple; Beric the Briton)
Youthful protagonists navigate high-stakes battles and court intrigues in Ancient Egypt, Punic-era Mediterranean, Judea under siege, and Roman-invaded Britain, witnessing empires clash at close quarters.
These books balance clear, instructive combat set-pieces with curiosity about customs and belief, emphasizing courage, duty, and cultural encounter amid hardship.
Early Medieval Resistance and Nationhood (The Dragon and the Raven; Wulf the Saxon; In Freedom's Cause)
Set amid Viking onslaughts, Norman conquest, and Scottish resistance, these tales trace the forging of British identities through steadfast service to embattled leaders.
The tone is stoic and martial, highlighting loyalty, local knowledge, and small‑unit daring against larger forces.
Crusades and Mediterranean Chivalry (Winning His Spurs; The Lion of St. Mark; A Knight of the White Cross)
From crusader courts to Venetian canals and the strongholds of the Hospitallers, young knights prove themselves through discipline, faith, and audacity.
Henty blends pageantry and siegecraft with moral instruction, exploring honor codes and political intrigue across a shifting medieval sea-lane.
Hundred Years’ War and Late Medieval Europe (St. George For England; At Agincourt; Both Sides the Border; A March on London)
These narratives follow squires and archers through chevauchées, urban uprisings, and border feuds, charting the rhythms of campaign life and civic unrest.
The focus rests on battlefield craft, fealty, and the strain of prolonged conflict, with a clear-eyed view of leadership and class obligations.
Reformation and the Wars of Faith in Europe (By Pike and Dyke; By England's Aid; The Lion of the North; Won by the Sword; Saint Bartholomew's Eve)
Protestant and Catholic powers contend in the Netherlands, Germany, and France, as resourceful youths thread espionage, pitched battles, and shifting alliances.
The books stress endurance under sectarian pressure, tactical innovation with pike‑and‑shot, and the costs of conviction.
Seventeenth-Century England: Civil War and Restoration (Friends Though Divided; When London Burned)
One novel confronts families split by Roundhead and Cavalier loyalties, while the other moves from court intrigue to urban catastrophe and rebuilding.
Together they emphasize pragmatism, civic duty, and resilience amid ideological fracture and disaster.
Wars of Succession and the North (1700–1763) (The Cornet of Horse; The Bravest of the Brave; In the Irish Brigade; A Jacobite Exile; With Frederick the Great)
From Marlborough’s cavalry charges and Peterborough’s dash in Spain to campaigns under Charles XII and Frederick the Great, these stories prize initiative and drill.
The tone is brisk and strategic, foregrounding coalition warfare, logistics, and the perils of court politics on campaign.
British Isles Upheavals, 1689–1746 (Orange and Green; Bonnie Prince Charlie)
Set around the Boyne, Limerick, Fontenoy, and Culloden, these narratives chart shifting loyalties and the human toll of dynastic claims.
Duty, clan ties, and regional identity drive the action, tempered by a sober view of defeat and endurance.
The Americas: Wars, Frontiers, and Gold (True to the Old Flag; With Lee in Virginia; With Wolfe in Canada; By Right of Conquest; Captain Bayley's Heir; Redskin and Cowboy; In the Heart of the Rockies; Out on the Pampas; The Treasure of the Incas; In the Hands of the Cave Dwellers; A Roving Commission)
Spanning colonial showdowns, civil war, settlement, and treasure-seeking from Canada to the Andes, these adventures chart youths earning their place through grit and practical skill.
Henty emphasizes self-reliance, contested nationhood, and rugged landscapes as both adversary and teacher, while maintaining a fast, didactic pace.
Napoleonic and Crimean Campaigns (The Young Buglers; With Moore at Corunna; Under Wellington's Command; One of the 28th; Through Russian Snows; Jack Archer)
These campaigns—from Iberian retreats and set-piece battles to Russia’s winter and the Crimea—test discipline, comradeship, and endurance under fire.
The narratives detail formations, scouting, and supply, balancing battlefield clarity with coming‑of‑age arcs.
Sea Lords and Daring Captains (Under Drake's Flag; With Cochrane the Dauntless; By Conduct and Courage)
On decks from the Spanish Main to South America and the Mediterranean, young sailors rise under audacious commanders and unforgiving seas.
Naval ingenuity, seamanship, and honor codes shape a tone of brisk adventure interlaced with tactical tutorials.
Gibraltar Under Siege (Held Fast for England)
A besieged garrison endures isolation and bombardment at a strategic chokepoint during a global war.
The story underscores stoicism, engineering ingenuity, and the morale required to hold a rock against the odds.
Egypt and the Eastern Mediterranean Wars (At Aboukir and Acre; Chapter of Adventures: Through the Bombardment of Alexandria)
From Napoleonic thrusts into Egypt to a later naval bombardment, these episodes frame the Mediterranean as a crossroads of ambition and empire.
Henty’s tone is kinetic and observational, focusing on coastal fortifications, combined operations, and civilian peril under fire.
India and the Subcontinent: Conquest, Mutiny, and Frontier (With Clive in India; In Times of Peril; Through the Sikh War; The Tiger of Mysore; At the Point of the Bayonet; To Herat and Cabul; For Name and Fame: To Cabul with Roberts; On the Irrawaddy; Rujub, the Juggler)
Across early company campaigns, princely resistance, Afghan passes, Burma’s rivers, and the upheavals of 1857, youths navigate alliances, ambushes, and imperial politics.
Tactical adaptability and cultural negotiation drive the action, with an emphasis on reconnaissance, fortitude, and the ambiguities of empire.
Africa: West Africa and the Nile (By Sheer Pluck; The Dash For Khartoum; With Kitchener in the Soudan)
From jungle expeditions against the Ashanti to desert marches on the Nile, these books pit initiative against climate, distance, and fierce resistance.
The tone is lean and martial, highlighting scouting, riverine movement, and the strain of campaigning far from home.
The South African War and Southern Africa (With Buller in Natal; With Roberts to Pretoria; The Young Colonists)
Set amid Zulu and Boer conflicts and the later South African War, these tales follow young leaders learning mobility, marksmanship, and bushcraft.
They stress improvisation, endurance, and the moral puzzles of irregular warfare.
Revolutions and Risings in 19th-Century Europe (In Greek Waters; With the British Legion; Out With Garibaldi; Condemned as a Nihilist)
From Greek independence and Spanish Carlist strife to Italian unification and escape from Tsarist repression, protagonists are swept into cause-driven upheaval.
Henty adopts a brisk, partisan but observational tone, attending to clandestine networks, skirmish tactics, and the risks of idealism.
Pacific and Southeast Asian Adventures (Maori and Settler; Among Malay Pirates)
Colonial homesteads and tropical sea lanes become arenas for courage, negotiation, and quick wits against raids and storms.
The focus falls on community defense, navigation, and cross-cultural contact on the edge of empire.
Frontier Campaigns of Empire in Asia and Africa (Through Three Campaigns; With the Allies to Pekin)
These linked episodes move from the Northwest Frontier and West Africa to the Boxer crisis in China, tracing rapid-response warfare at the imperial periphery.
Emphasis on scouting, small‑unit cohesion, and multinational coordination reflects a shift toward modern, mobile campaigns.
Industrial Britain in Turmoil (Through the Fray)
A young artisan confronts factory violence and social unrest as machine‑breaking convulses northern England.
The novel favors sobriety and moral steadiness, framing courage as restraint, fairness, and responsibility under pressure.
Mystery and Inheritance Thrillers (Colonel Thorndyke's Secret; The Lost Heir; The Curse of Carne's Hold)
Away from the battlefield, Henty crafts suspense around hidden fortunes, family enmities, and perilous journeys.
Investigation, disguise, and sudden jeopardy replace set‑piece battles, but the throughline of pluck, prudence, and rectitude remains.
France in Revolution and Counter-Revolution (In the Reign of Terror; No Surrender!)
Youthful witnesses navigate surveillance, reprisals, and clandestine aid networks amid the French Revolution and its royalist backlash.
The tone balances urgency with restraint, underscoring conscience, compassion, and survival under ideological extremes.
Franco-Prussian War and the Paris Sieges (The Young Franc-Tireurs; A Girl of the Commune)
Skirmishers and civilians face invasion, siege, and political fracture as Paris endures war and internal revolt.
Henty emphasizes improvisation, urban hardship, and the thin line between patriotism and factionalism.
Recurring Motifs and Stylistic Signatures
Across the cycle, Henty pairs reportage‑like clarity in tactics, travel, and logistics with didactic coming‑of‑age arcs that prize duty, self‑reliance, and honor.
A career arc runs from chivalric pageants and nation‑forging sagas to late‑Victorian frontier and colonial campaigns, reflecting a shift toward modern weaponry, multinational coalitions, and global settings.
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  What are you thinking of, Frank?’ Mrs. Hardy asked her husband one evening, after an unusually long silence on his part.


  ‘Well, my dear, I was thinking of a good many things. In the first place, I think, I began with wondering what I should make of the boys; and that led to such a train of thoughts about ourselves and our circumstances, that I hardly knew where I was when you spoke to me.’


  Mr. Hardy spoke cheerfully, but his wife saw at once that it was with an effort that he did so. She put down the work upon which she was engaged, and moved her chair nearer to his by the fire. ‘It is a serious question, Frank, about the boys. Charley is fifteen now, and Hubert fourteen. I wonder myself sometimes what we shall do with them.’


  ‘There seems no opening here in England for young fellows. The professions are crowded, even if they were not altogether beyond our means; and as to a clerkship, they had better have a trade, and stick to it: they would be far happier, and nearly as well paid. The fact is, Clara,’ and here Mr. Hardy paused a little, as if to gain courage to say what he feared would be very disagreeable to his wife,—‘the fact is, we are altogether too crowded here. The best thing for the children, by far, and I think the best thing for ourselves, would be to emigrate.’


  Mrs. Hardy gave a little sigh, but said nothing, and sat looking quietly into the fire, as her husband went on: ‘You see, my dear, I am just, and only just earning enough for us to live upon. Nor is there any strong probability of an increase of business. The boys, as you say, are growing up, and I see no prospect of giving them a fair start in life. Abroad it is altogether different: we can buy land and stock it for next to nothing. We should live roughly, certainly; but at least there is no fear for the future, and we should start our boys in life with a fair certainty of success. Still, Clara, I do not of course mean that I have made up my mind upon the subject. It is far too serious a matter to decide upon hastily. I only threw out the suggestion; and if you, after thinking it over, are against it, there is an end of the matter.’


  Mrs. Hardy was silent for a little, and a tear sparkled on her cheek in the fire-light; then she said, ‘I am not surprised, Frank, at what you have said. In fact I have expected it for some time. I have observed you looking over books upon foreign countries, and have seen that you often sat thoughtful and quiet. I guessed, therefore, what you had in your mind. Of course, dear, as a woman, I shrink from the thought of leaving all our friends and going to quite a strange country, but I don’t think that I am afraid of the hardships or discomfort. Thousands of other women have gone through them, and there is no reason why I should not do the same. I do think with you that it would be a good thing for the boys, perhaps for the girls too; and that, when we have got over the first hardships, we too should be happier and more free from care than we are now. So you see, Frank, you will meet with no opposition from me; and if, after deliberation, you really determine that it is the best thing to do, I shall be ready to agree with you. But it is a hard thought just at first, so please do not say any more about it to-night.’


  Mr. Hardy was an architect, as his father had been before him. He had not, however, entered the office at the usual age, but when eighteen had gone out to the United States, to visit an uncle who had settled there. After spending some time with him, the love of adventure had taken him to the far west, and there he had hunted and shot for nearly three years, till a letter, long delayed on the way, entreated him to return to England, as his father’s health was failing. He at once started for England, and found that his father was in a feeble state of health, but was still able to carry on the business. Frank saw, however, that he was unequal to the work, and so entered the office, working hard to make up for lost time. He was a good draughtsman, and was shortly able to take a great burden off his father’s shoulders.


  He had not been long at home, however, before he fell in love with Clara Aintree, the daughter of a clergyman; and his father making over to him a share in the business, they were married just as Frank attained his twenty-fourth year, his wife being about nineteen. Two years after the marriage Mr. Hardy sen. died, and from that time Frank had carried on the business alone.


  B—— was a large provincial town, but it scarcely afforded remunerative employment for an architect; and although Mr. Hardy had no competitor in his business, the income which he derived from it was by no means a large one, and the increasing expenses of his family rendered the struggle, to make ends meet, yearly more severe. His father had been possessed of a small private fortune, but had rashly entered into the mania of railway speculation, and at his death had left about £3000 to his son. This sum Frank Hardy had carefully preserved intact, as he had foreseen that the time might come when it would, for his children’s sake, be advisable to emigrate. He had long looked forward to this, but had abstained from taking any step until his sons were of an age to be able to make themselves useful in a life in the bush or upon the prairies.


  Frank Hardy, at the time our story begins, was about forty. He was a tall, active man, and the life he had led in America when young had hardened his muscles, and given him the full use of every faculty.


  Mrs. Hardy was five years younger than her husband, and scarcely looked thirty years old. She was a high-spirited woman, well fitted to be her husband’s companion in the dangers and hardships of a settler’s life.


  The subject of emigration once started, was frequently continued, and presently books and maps began to be consulted, and the advantages and disadvantages of the various countries and colonies to be debated. Finally, Mr. and Mrs. Hardy agreed that the Argentine Republic, in its magnificent rivers, its boundless extent of fertile land, in its splendid climate, its cheap labour, and its probable prospects, offered the greatest advantages.


  The decision once arrived at, it was determined to announce it to the children, who had up to this time no idea of the great change decided upon. Breakfast was over, and the boys, whose holidays had just begun, were about to leave the table, when their father said: ‘Wait a moment, boys; there is something we want to talk to you about.’


  The boys resumed their seats. ‘Your mamma and I have been wondering what you boys are to become, and we do not see any openings likely to occur here. Now, what should you say to us all emigrating?’


  ‘What, going abroad, papa!’ they both exclaimed joyously.


  ‘Yes, boys, settling in the back woods or in the prairies.’


  ‘Oh that would be jolly,’ Charley said, ‘I know, papa, having fights with Indians, and all that sort of thing. Oh it would be glorious!’


  ‘Well, Charley,’ his father said, smiling, ‘I do not know that we shall have fights with Indians, nor do I think it would be very jolly if we did. But we should have to rough it, you know; you boys would have to work hard, to help me in everything, and to look after the cattle and sheep.’


  ‘What fun! what fun!’ the boys both shouted; ‘we should like it of all things in the world.’


  ‘And what do you think of it, Maud and Ethel?’ their mamma asked the two little girls, who were looking very surprised, but rather doubtful as to the pleasure of the fights with Indians which their brothers had spoken so delightedly about. ‘You will have to be two very useful little women, and will have to help me just as the boys will have to help your papa. Very likely we may not be able to get a servant there, and then we shall have to do everything.’


  ‘That will be fine, mamma,’ said Maud, who was rather over twelve, while her sister was just eleven. ‘I don’t think I could cook, but you should cook, and I could scrub and do all the hard work, and Ethel could wash up, and lay the table, and that sort of thing. That would be fine, mamma.’


  Ethel, who almost always agreed with her elder sister, did so now, and the four young ones became quite uproarious in their plans for making themselves useful. At last Mr. Hardy called for order.


  ‘Now silence all, and listen to me. This affair is a serious business; and although I hope and believe that we shall all enjoy our life very much, still we must prepare for it, and look upon it in earnest, and not as a sort of game. I have business here which I cannot finish before another eight or nine months. Let us all make the most of our time before we start. In the first place, the language of the people among whom we are going is Spanish, and we must all learn to speak it well before we leave. For the next three months we will work together at grammar and exercises, and then I will try and get some Spanish teacher to live in the house, and speak the language with us until we go. In the next place, it will be well that you should all four learn to ride. I have hired the paddock next to our garden, and have bought a pony, which will be here to-day, for the girls. You boys have already ridden a little, and I shall now have you taught in the riding school. I went yesterday to Mr. Sarls, and asked him if he would allow me to make an arrangement with his head gardener for you to go there to learn gardening. He at once agreed; and I have arranged with the gardener that you are both to be there every morning at six o’clock, and are to work until nine. At nine you will come in to breakfast. From breakfast to dinner you will have to yourselves, except upon the days you take riding lessons; and I should wish you to spend this time at your usual studies, except Latin, which will be of no use to you. From two till half-past four you are to learn carpentering. I have made an agreement with Mr. Jones to pay him so much to take you as a sort of apprentices for the next nine months. In the evening we will all work together at Spanish. It will be hard work; but if you want to be of any real use to me, it is absolutely necessary that you should be able to use a spade and to do rough carpentering. As the time draws on, too, I shall ask one of the farmers near to let you go out with his men and get some notion of ploughing. Well, what do you say to all that?’


  Hubert looked a little downcast at this recital of the preparatory work to be gone through, but Charley said at once, ‘It sounds rather hard, papa, but, as you say, we shall have to work hard out there, and it is much better to accustom one’s self to it at once; besides, of course, we should be of no use at all to you unless we knew something about work.’


  ‘And what are we to learn, mamma?’ Maud asked.


  ‘Not a very great deal, my dear,’ Mrs. Hardy said. ‘Spanish to begin with, then cooking. I shall teach you, at any rate, to make simple dishes and puddings, and to boil vegetables properly. I shall myself practise until I am perfect, and then I shall teach you. Besides that, it will be as well for you to learn to attend to poultry; and that is all I know of at present, except that you must both take pains to improve yourselves at sewing. We shall have to make everything for ourselves out there.’


  ‘I suppose we shan’t do any more regular lessons, mamma?’


  ‘Indeed you will, Maud. You do not imagine that your education is finished, do you? and you cannot wish to grow almost as ignorant as the poor Indians of the country. You will give up the piano, and learn Spanish instead of French, but that will be all the difference; and I shall expect you both to make as much progress as possible, because, although I shall take you both out there, and shall teach you whenever I find time, your lessons must of necessity be short and irregular. And now you can all go out into the garden and talk the matter over.’


  ‘But you have not told us yet where we are going to, papa,’ Charley said.


  ‘We are going to farm upon the banks of one of the great South American rivers,—probably the Parana, in the Argentine Republic.’


  Mr. and Mrs. Hardy watched their children from the window. They went out in a group to the summer-house in the corner of the garden, all talking excitedly. Then Maud ran back again to the house, and in a minute or two returned with the schoolroom atlas, and opening it upon the table, they all clustered over it in eager consultation.


  Mrs. Hardy turned to her husband with a smile. ‘You will have to get up the subject, Frank, so as to be able to answer the innumerable questions you will be asked.’


  ‘I shall always refer them to you.’


  There was quite a talk in B—— when it was known that Mr. Hardy was going to emigrate with his wife and family. He, and his father before him, had been so long established in the town, that there were few people who did not know him, more or less.


  Emigration in the year 1851 was far less common than it is now, and the interest was proportionately greater. Charley and Hubert became quite popular characters among their late schoolfellows, who, whenever they met them, would always stop to have a talk about the distant country to which they were going. The boys, however, had now but little time for talking; for upon the week after their father had first told them of his intention, they had set-to regularly at the work he had laid down for them. They rose every morning at five, had a slice of bread and a cup of milk, and were off to the gardener’s, where they worked hard until half-past eight. Mr. Hardy had requested that they should be specially instructed in the raising of vegetables, and in the planting and pruning of fruit-trees. The culture of flowers could be of no utility. The digging made the boys’ backs ache at first, and blistered their hands, but they stuck to it manfully, and soon became accustomed to the work, returning to breakfast with glowing cheeks and tremendous appetites.


  In the afternoon they might be seen in the carpenter’s shop with their coats and waistcoats off, working away with saw or plane.


  Although both made good progress in both pursuits, yet their tastes differed; Charley preferring the carpentering, while Hubert was the gardener’s most promising pupil. The former was therefore christened the head carpenter by his sisters, while the latter was promoted to the post of chief gardener.


  Four or five months of this work made a visible difference in the boys’ appearance. They both widened out across the shoulders, their arms became strong and muscular, and they looked altogether more healthy and robust. Nor did their appearance belie them; for once when spending a holiday in the cricket-field with their former schoolfellows, wrestling matches being proposed after the game was over, they found that they were able to overcome with ease boys whom they had formerly considered their superiors in strength.


  In the meantime Mr. Hardy had succeeded in obtaining the services of a young Spanish lady, who had come to England to learn the language, as governess; and of an evening the whole family worked at Spanish, and made such progress that they were soon able to establish the rule that no other language should be spoken at meal-times. The girls here soon surpassed their brothers, as they had the advantage of morning lessons in the language, besides which young children can always pick up a language sooner than their elders; and they had many a hearty laugh at the ridiculous mistakes Charley and Hubert made in their efforts to get through a long sentence. In six months, however, all could speak with tolerable fluency.


  Maud and Ethel were as amused and as diligent at learning household work as their brothers were in their departments, and might have been seen every afternoon in the kitchen, in their little white pinafores, engaged in learning the mysteries of cooking.


  One day, after they had been so engaged for about four months, Mrs. Hardy said at breakfast: ‘I am going to try an experiment. I have given the cook leave to go out for the day. Mr. and Mrs. Partridge are coming to dinner, and I intend handing over the kitchen to the girls, and letting them make their first essay. We are going to have soup, a leg of mutton with potatoes and spinach, a dish of fried cutlets, and a cabinet pudding. I shall tell Sarah to lift any saucepan you may want on or off the fire, but all the rest I shall leave in your hands. The boys will dine with us. The hour will be half-past five, punctually.’


  The little girls’ eyes flashed with pleasure, and they quite coloured up at the thought of the importance and difficulty of the task before them. At lunch the boys pretended to eat an extra quantity, saying that they felt very doubtful about their dinner. In the afternoon Mrs. Hardy felt strongly tempted to go into the kitchen to see how things were getting on; but she restrained herself, resolving to let Maud and Ethel have entirely their own way.


  The dinner was a great success, although the soup was rather hot, from Ethel, in her anxiety, having let too much pepper slip in; and the cabinet pudding came up all over the dish, instead of preserving its shape, it having stuck to the mould, and Maud having shaken it so violently that it had come out with a burst and broken up into pieces, which had caused a flood of tears on the part of the little cook. It did not taste any the worse, however. And when the little girls came in to dessert in their white frocks, looking rather shy, and very scorched in the face, from their anxious peeping into pots to see that all was going on well, they were received with a cheer by the boys; and their friends were not a little astonished to hear that the dinner they had partaken of had been entirely prepared and cooked by these little women.


  After four months’ gardening, Mr. Hardy placed the boys with a farmer who lived a mile distant, and made an arrangement for them to breakfast there, so that they now remained at work from six in the morning until twelve. Here they obtained some idea of harnessing and driving horses, of ploughing, and of the other farming operations.


  They now only went four days a week to the carpenter’s, for their papa had one day said to them when they were alone with him before dinner: ‘Do not put on your working clothes this afternoon, boys; I am going to take you out with me, but do not say anything about it at dinner. I will tell you why afterwards.’


  Rather surprised, they did as he told them, wondering where they could be going. Their father said nothing on the subject until they reached the town, which was a quarter of a mile distant from their house. Then he said: ‘Now, boys, you know we are going out to a country of which a great portion is still unsettled; and as land is a good deal cheaper at a short distance from the inhabited parts, we shall perhaps have no one within many miles of us. Now it is just possible that at first the Indians may be disposed to be troublesome. I do not suppose that they will, but it is just as well to be prepared for everything. There is no reason why you boys should not be able to shoot as straightly as a man, and I have therefore bought two carbines. They are the invention of an American named Colt, and have a revolving breach, so that they fire six shots each. There is a spare chamber to each, which is very quickly shifted in place of the one discharged; so that each of you could fire twelve shots in a very short time. They will carry up to five hundred yards. They are a new invention, but all accounts agree that they are an excellent one. I have obtained leave from Mr. Harcourt, who lives three miles from here, to put up a target at the foot of some bare hills on his property, and we will walk over there twice a week to practise. I used to be considered a first-rate shot with a rifle when I was a young man in America, and I have got down a rifle for my own use. I do not want you to speak about what we are doing to your mamma, or indeed to any one. We shall keep our rifles at a cottage near where we shoot, and no one need know anything about it. It is not likely that we shall have any trouble with the Indians, and it is of no use making your mamma uncomfortable by the thought of the probability of such a thing.’


  As Mr. Hardy spoke, the boys were ready to dance with delight, and this was increased when they turned into the gunsmith’s shop, and were shown the arms which their father had bought for this expedition.


  Mr. Hardy had already an excellent double-barrelled gun, and he had now purchased a long and heavy rifle carrying a conical ball. In addition to the boys’ carbines, he had bought them each a light double-barrelled gun. Besides these were two brace of Colt’s revolving pistols. These were all new; but there were in addition two or three second-hand double-barrelled guns for the use of his servants, in case of necessity, and three light rifles of the sort used for rook-shooting. Altogether, it was quite an armoury. The carbines were in neat cases; and the boys carried these and a box of cartridges, while Mr. Hardy took his rifle; and so they started off to their shooting ground.


  Here their father instructed them in the use of their revolving carbines, and then, after some practice with caps only, allowed them to fire a few shots each. The firing was certainly rather wild, owing to the difficulty they felt at first of firing without shutting their eyes; but after a few weeks’ practice they became very steady, and in three or four months could make pretty certain of a bull’s-eye at three hundred yards. Of all this Mrs. Hardy and the girls knew nothing; but there was not the same secrecy observed with reference to their shot-guns. These they took home with them, and Mr. Hardy said that he understood that the plains of South America swarmed with game, and that, therefore, it was well that the boys should learn how to shoot. He insisted, however, that only one gun should be taken out at a time, to diminish the danger of accidents. After that the boys took out their guns by turns when they went to work of a morning, and many a dead blackbird soon attested to their improving skill.
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  It was nearly a year after he had made up his mind to emigrate, before Mr. Hardy was able to conclude all his arrangements. Then came the great business of packing up. This is no trifling matter when a family of six persons are going to make a move to a new country. Mr. Hardy had at first thought of taking portable furniture with him, but had been told by a friend who knew the country that every requisite could be obtained at Buenos Ayres, the capital of the Argentine Republic, at a far less price than he could convey such heavy articles from England. Still the bulk of luggage was very large; and the boys, who had now left off their farming and carpentering lessons, worked at home at packing-cases, and had the satisfaction of turning their new acquirements to a useful purpose. In addition to the personal baggage, Mr. Hardy was taking with him ploughs and agricultural implements of English make, besides a good stock of seeds of various kinds. These had been sent on direct by a sailing ship, starting a fortnight before themselves. When their heavy baggage was packed up, it too was sent off, so as to be put on board the steamer by which they were to sail; and then came a long round of visits to bid farewell to all their friends. This was a sad business; for although the boys and their sisters were alike excited and delighted at the thought of the life before them, still they could not but feel sorrowful when the time came to leave all the friends they had known so long, and the house they had lived in ever since they could remember.


  This over, Mrs. Hardy and the children went to Liverpool, where they were to embark; while Mr. Hardy remained behind for a day or two, to see to the sale of the furniture of the house. The day after he joined the family they embarked on board the Barbadoes, for Rio and Buenos Ayres. Greatly were the girls amused at the tiny little cabin allotted to them and their mother,—a similar little den being taken possession of by Mr. Hardy and the boys. The smartness of the vessel, and the style of her fittings, alike impressed and delighted them. It has not been mentioned that Sarah, their housemaid, accompanied the party. She had been left early an orphan, and had been taken as a nursemaid by Mrs. Hardy. As time went on, and the little girls no longer required a nurse, she had remained as housemaid, and having no friends, now willingly accompanied them. Mr. Hardy had, to her great amusement, insisted upon her signing a paper, agreeing, upon her master’s paying her passage, to remain with him for a year; at the end of which time she was to be at liberty to marry or to leave them, should she choose.


  Knowing the scarcity of young Englishwomen in the country that they were going to, and the number of Englishmen doing well in the towns or as farmers, Mr. Hardy had considered this precaution to be absolutely necessary; as otherwise Sarah might have married and left them within a month of her arrival. At the end of a year her so doing would not matter so much, as by that time the party would be comfortably settled in their new home; whereas during the necessary hardship at first, it would be a great comfort having a faithful and reliable servant.


  The last looks which the party cast toward England, as the Welsh coast sank in the distance, were less melancholy than those of most emigrants. The young people were all full of hope and excitement; while even Mrs. Hardy felt but little disposed to give way to sorrow, as it had been arranged that in three or four years, if all went well, she should bring her daughters over to England to finish their education.


  Very lovely was that first evening, and as they sat in a group together upon deck, the little girls remarked that they did not think that the sea was anything like as terrible as they had expected, and that they did not feel the least sea-sick. Their father smiled: ‘Wait a little, my dears; there is an old proverb, “Don’t halloo until you are out of the wood.”’


  The next day was still perfectly calm; and when, towards evening, the children were told that they were now fairly getting into the Bay of Biscay, they could scarcely believe the intelligence.


  ‘Why, one would think, Maud,’ her father said, ‘that you were disappointed at its being calm, and that you really wanted a storm.’


  ‘Oh, papa, I do think it would be great fun; it would be so curious not to be able to walk about, and to see everything rolling and tumbling. Don’t you think so, boys?’


  ‘Yes, I think so, Maud; great fun,’ Charley said.


  ‘Well, young people,’ the captain, who had been standing by watching the sun, now fast nearing the horizon, and who had overheard their remarks, said, ‘if it is any satisfaction to you, I can tell you that you are very likely to have your wish gratified. But I question if you will like it as much as you expect.’


  ‘Ah, you expect wind, Captain Trevor?’ Mr. Hardy said. ‘I have been thinking myself that the almost oppressive stillness of to-day, and the look of the sunset, and these black clouds banking up in the south-west, meant a change. What does the glass say?’


  ‘It is falling very rapidly,’ the captain answered. ‘We are in for a sou’-wester, and a stiff one too, or I am mistaken.’


  Now that it appeared likely that their wishes were about to be gratified, the young Hardys did not seem so pleased as they had expected, although Charley still declared manfully that he was quite in earnest, and that he did wish to see a real storm at sea.


  As the sun set, the party still leaned against the bulwarks watching it, and the great bank of clouds, which seemed every moment to be rising higher and higher. There was still nearly a dead calm around them, and the heavy beat of the paddles, as they lashed the water into foam, and the dull thud of the engine, were the only sounds that broke the stillness. Now and then, however, a short puff of wind ruffled the water, and then died away again.


  ‘Look at that great cloud, papa,’ Hubert said; ‘it almost looks as if it were alive.’


  ‘Yes, Hubert, it is very grand; and there is no doubt about there being wind there.’


  The great cloud bank appeared to be in constant motion. Its shape was incessantly shifting and changing; now a great mass would roll upwards, now sink down again; now the whole body would seem to roll over and over upon itself; then small portions would break off from the mass, and sail off by themselves, getting thinner and thinner, and disappearing at last in the shape of fine streamers. Momentarily the whole of the heaving, swelling mass rose higher and higher. It was very grand, but it was a terrible grandeur; and the others were quite inclined to agree with Ethel, who shrank close to her father, and put her hand in his, saying, ‘I don’t like that cloud, papa; it frightens me.’


  At this moment Mrs. Hardy, who had been down below arranging her cabin, came up to the group. ‘What a dark cloud, Frank; and how it moves! Are we going to have a storm, do you think?’


  ‘Well, Clara, I think that we are in for a gale; and if you will take my advice, you will go down at once while it is calm, and see that the trunks, and everything that can roll about, are securely fastened up. I will come down and help you. Boys, you had better go down and see that everything is snug in our cabin.’


  In a quarter of an hour the necessary arrangements were completed, but even in that short time they could feel that a change was taking place. There was now a steady but decided rolling motion, and the young ones laughed as they found it difficult to walk steadily along the cabin.


  Upon reaching the deck they saw that the smooth surface of the sea was broken up by a long swell, that the wind now came in short but sharp puffs, that the bank of clouds covered nearly half the sky, and that the detached scud was now flying overhead. The previous stillness was gone; and between the sudden gusts, the roar of the wind in the upper region could be heard. The sun had set now, and a pall of deep blackness seemed to hang from the cloud down to the sea; but at the line where cloud and water touched, a gleam of dim white light appeared.


  In preparation for the coming storm, the sailors had put on thick waterproof coats. Many of the passengers had gone below, and those who remained had followed the sailors’ example, and had wrapped themselves up in mackintoshes.


  Every moment the gusts increased in frequency and power, and the regular line of swell became broken up into confused white-headed waves. The white gleam under the dark cloud grew wider and broader, and at last, with a roar like that of a thousand wild beasts, the gale broke upon them. Just before this, Mr. Hardy had taken Mrs. Hardy and the girls below, promising the latter that they should come up later for a peep out, if they still wished it. Charley and Hubert were leaning against the bulwark when the gale struck them.


  For a moment they were blinded and half choked by the force and fury of the spray and wind, and crouched down behind their shelter to recover themselves. Then, with a hearty laugh at their drenched appearance, they made their way to the mainmast, and then, holding on by the belaying pins, they were able to look fairly out on the gale. It was dark—so dark that they could scarcely see as far as the foremast. Around, the sea was white with foam; the wind blew so fiercely that they could scarcely hear each other’s voices, even when they shouted, and the steamer laboured heavily against the fast rising sea. Here Mr. Hardy joined them, and for some little time clung there, watching the increasing fury of the gale; then, drenched and almost confused by the strife of winds and water that they had been watching, they made their way, with great difficulty, down into the cabin.


  Here the feeling of sea-sickness, which the excitement of the scene had kept off, increased rapidly; and they were glad to slip off their upper clothes, and to throw themselves upon their berths before the paroxysm of sickness came on.


  When questioned afterwards as to the events of the next thirty-six hours, the young Hardys were all obliged to confess that that time was a sort of blank in their memory,—a sort of horrible nightmare, when one moment they seemed to be on their heads, and the next upon their feet, but never lying down in a comfortable position, when sometimes the top of the cabin seemed under their feet, sometimes the floor over their head. Then, for a change, everything would go round and round; the noise, too, the groaning and the thumping and the cracking, the thud of the waves and the thump of the paddles, and the general quivering, and shaking, and creaking, and bewilderment;—altogether it was a most unpleasant nightmare. They had all dim visions of Mr. Hardy coming in several times to see after them, and to give them a cup of tea, and to say something cheering to them; and all four had a distinct idea that they had many times wished themselves dead.


  Upon the second morning after the storm began, it showed some signs of abating, and Mr. Hardy said to his sons, ‘Now, boys, make an effort and come upon deck; it’s no use lying there; the fresh air will do you good.’ Two dismal groans were the only response to this appeal.


  ‘Yes, I know that you both feel very bad, and that it is difficult to turn out; still it is worth making the effort, and you will be very glad of it afterwards. Come, jump up, else I shall empty the water-jug over you. There, you need not take much trouble with your dressing,’ he went on, as the boys, seeing that he was in earnest, turned out of their berths with a grievous moan. ‘Just hold on by something, and get your heads over the basin; I will empty the jugs on them. There, now you will feel better; slip on your clothes and come up.’


  It was hard work for Charley and Hubert to obey orders, for the ship rolled so tremendously that they could only proceed with their dressing by fits and starts, and were more than once interrupted by attacks of their weary sea-sickness. However, their father stayed with them, helping and joking with them until they were ready to go up. Then, taking them by the arm, he assisted them up the stairs to the deck.


  Miserable as the boys felt, they could not suppress an exclamation of admiration at the magnificent scene before them. The sea was tossed up in great masses of water, which, as they neared the ship, threatened to overwhelm them, but which, as she rose on their summits, passed harmlessly under her, hurling, however, tons of water upon her deck. The wind was still blowing fiercely, but a rift in the clouds above, through which the sun threw down a bright ray of light upon the tossing water, showed that the gale was breaking.


  The excitement of the scene, the difficulty of keeping their feet, and the influence of the rushing wind, soon had the effect which their father predicted. The boys’ looks brightened, their courage returned; and although they still had an occasional relapse of sickness, they felt quite different beings, and would not have returned to the blank misery of their cabins upon any consideration. They were soon able to eat a piece of dry toast, which Mr. Hardy brought them up with a cup of tea at breakfast-time, and to enjoy a basin of soup at twelve o’clock, after which they pronounced themselves as cured.


  By the afternoon the force of the wind had greatly abated, and although a heavy sea still ran, the motion of the vessel was perceptibly easier. The sun, too, shone out brightly and cheeringly, and Mr. Hardy was able to bring the little girls, who had not suffered so severely as their brothers, upon deck. Two more days of fine weather quite recruited all the party; and great was their enjoyment as the Barbadoes entered the Tagus, and, steaming between its picturesque banks and past Cintra, dropped her anchor off Lisbon.


  As our object, however, is to relate the adventures of our young settlers upon the Pampas of La Plate, we must not delay to describe the pleasure they enjoyed in this their first experience in foreign lands, nor to give an account of their subsequent voyage across the Atlantic, or their admiration at the superb harbour of Rio. A few days’ further steaming and they arrived at the harbour of Buenos Ayres, where the two great rivers, the Uruguay and the Parana, unite to form the wide sheet of water called the River La Plate. It was night when the Barbadoes dropped her anchor, and it was not until the morning that they obtained their first view of their future home.


  Very early were they astir, and as soon as it was broad daylight, all four of the young ones were up on deck. Their first exclamation was one of disappointment. The shores were perfectly flat, and, seen from the distance at which they were anchored, little except the spires of the churches and the roofs of a few of the more lofty houses could be seen. After the magnificent harbour of Rio, this flat, uninteresting coast was most disappointing.


  ‘What a distance we are anchored from the shore!’ Hubert said, when they had recovered a little from their first feeling. ‘It must be three or four miles off.’


  ‘Not so much as that, Hubert,’ Maud, who was just a little fond of contradicting, said; ‘not more than two miles, I should think.’


  Hubert stuck to his opinion; and as the captain came on deck they referred the matter to him.


  ‘The distance of objects across water is very deceiving,’ he said. ‘It is from eight to nine miles to those buildings you see.’


  Maud looked rather crestfallen, and Charley asked, ‘Why do we anchor such a long way off, captain?’


  ‘Because the shore is so flat that there is no water for us to get in any closer. In a couple of hours you will see boats coming out to fetch you in; and unless it happens to be high tide, even these cannot get to the beach, and you will have to land in carts.’


  ‘In carts, Captain Trevor?’ they all repeated; ‘that will be a strange way of landing.’


  ‘Yes, it is,’ the captain answered. ‘I think that we can safely say that the Argentine Republic is the only country in the world where the only way to land at its chief city is in a cart.’


  The captain’s boat was by this time lowered, and he at once started for shore with his papers. Soon after ten o’clock he returned, followed by a number of boats. He brought also a letter to Mr. Hardy from an old friend who had been settled for some years near Buenos Ayres, and whose advice had decided him to fix upon that country as the scene of his labours. It contained a warm welcome, and a hearty congratulation upon their safe arrival. This letter had been written two or three days previously, and had been left at the office of the steamship company. It said, however, that the writer would hear of the arrival of the steamer, and would have everything in readiness to take them out to his place upon their landing.


  Mr. Hardy had been in frequent communication with his friend from the time that he had determined to emigrate, and Mr. Thompson’s letters had contained the warmest assurance of a welcome, and an invitation to make his house their home until they had one of their own to go into; and now this kind letter, coming off so instantly after their arrival, cheered them all much, and made them feel less strange and to some extent at home in the new country at once.
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  Tide was fortunately high, and the boat containing the Hardys and the lighter portion of their luggage was able to get up to the landing place without the carts being called into use. As they approached the land they were hailed in a hearty voice, and greetings were exchanged between Mr. Hardy and his friend Mr. Thompson—a sunburnt-looking man with a great beard—in a Panama hat and in a suit of spotless white.


  ‘Why, Mrs. Hardy,’ he said as they landed, ‘you hardly look a day older than you did when I last saw you—let me see—fourteen years ago, just as this big fellow was beginning to walk. And now, if you please, we will be off as soon as we can, for my estancia is fifteen miles away. I have made the best arrangements I could for getting out; but roads are not a strong point in this country, and we seldom trust ourselves in wheeled vehicles far out of the town. You told me in your letters, Hardy, that the young people could all ride. I have horses in any number, and have got in two very quiet ones, with side-saddles, which I borrowed from some neighbours for your girls; but if they prefer it, they can ride in the trap with Mrs. Hardy.’


  ‘Oh no, please,’ Maud said; ‘I had much rather ride.’


  Ethel said nothing, and her mamma saw that she would rather go with her. Accordingly, Mrs. Hardy, Ethel, Sarah, and some of the lighter bags were packed into a light carriage, Mr. Thompson himself taking the reins, as he said he could not trust them to any one but himself. Mr. Hardy, the boys, and Maud mounted the horses prepared for them, and two of Mr. Thompson’s men stowed the heavier trunks into a bullock-cart, which was to start at once, but which would not reach the estancia until late at night.


  As the party rode through the town, they were struck with the narrowness and straightness of the streets, and at the generally European look of everything; and Mr. Thompson told them that nearly half the population of Buenos Ayres are European. The number of people upon horseback also surprised our young travellers; but horses cost only thirty shillings or two pounds, and grass is so abundant that the expense of their food is next to nothing; consequently every one rides,—even shepherds look after their sheep on horseback. The horses seemed very quiet, for in front of most of the offices the horses of the merchants could be seen fastened by a head rope to a ring, grooms not being considered a necessity.


  Once out the town, the riding horses broke into a canter; for the road was so good that the horses in the light carriage were able to go along at full speed. As they proceeded, they passed many houses of the rich merchants of the place, and all were charmed with the luxuriance and beauty of the gardens. Orange and lemon trees scented the air with their delicious perfumes; bananas, tree ferns, and palms towered above them; lovely butterflies of immense size, and bright little humming-birds, flitted about among a countless variety of flowers. The delight of the young ones was unbounded.


  Presently they left the mansions and gardens behind, and drove out fairly into the country.


  Upon either side the plains stretched away as far as the eye could reach, in some parts under the plough, but far more generally carpeted with bright green grass and many-coloured wild-flowers. Everywhere could be seen droves of horses and cattle, while dotted here and there over the plain were the estancias of the proprietors.


  It was a most delightful ride. The horses went very quietly, but the boys found, to their surprise, that they would not trot, their pace being a loose, easy canter. The last five miles of the distance were not so enjoyable to the party in the carriage, for the road had now become a mere track, broken in many places into ruts, into which the most careful driving of Mr. Thompson could not prevent the wheels going with jolts that threatened to shake its occupants from their places, and they felt as if every bone in their bodies were broken by the time they drew up at their host’s estancia.


  Here Mrs. Thompson came out to greet them. She had been a great friend of Mrs. Hardy in their young days, and great was their pleasure at their again meeting after so long a separation. Mr. Thompson had already explained that his wife would have come over to meet them, but that at the time he had left home it was not known that the Barbadoes had arrived. She was due, and, as a measure of precaution, the horses and cart had for the last two days been in readiness, but the exact date of her arrival was of course uncertain.


  Mr. Thompson’s estancia was a large and picturesque building. It was entirely surrounded by a wide verandah, so that at all hours of the day relief could be obtained from the glare of the sun. In front was an extensive garden; and as Mr. Thompson had made it one of his first objects when he built his house to plant a large number of tropical trees and shrubs, these had now attained a considerable size, and afforded a delicious shade. At a short distance behind the house were the houses of the men, and the corrals, or enclosures, for the cattle.


  The interior was handsomely furnished in the European style, except that the floors were uncarpeted, and were composed of polished boards. Everywhere were signs that the proprietor was a prosperous and wealthy man. Mr. Thompson had only one son, a lad of about the same age as Charles Hardy. To his care Mrs. Thompson now assigned the boys, while she conducted Mrs. Hardy and her daughters to their rooms.


  In half an hour the party re-assembled at dinner, to which they all did ample justice, for their long row and ride had given them the keenest of appetites. They were waited upon by an Italian man-servant; and Mrs. Thompson said that there were a good many of this nation in Buenos Ayres, and that, although they were not considered good hands for rough work, they made excellent servants, many of them having been waiters in hotels or stewards on board ship before coming out.


  During dinner the conversation turned chiefly upon English friends and affairs, and upon the events of the voyage. After it was over, George Thompson proposed to the boys to take a stroll round the place before it became dark. The gentlemen lit their cigars and took their seats under the verandah; and the two ladies, with Maud and Ethel, went out into the garden. The conversation of Mr. Hardy and his friend turned, of course, upon the country, its position and prospects, and upon the advantage which the various districts offered to new-comers. Presently the dusk came on, followed rapidly by darkness, and in half an hour Ethel came to summon them to tea. The boys had already come in, and were full of delight at the immense herds of cattle they had seen. As they sat down to the tea-table, covered with delicate English china, with a kettle over a spirit-lamp in the centre, and lit with the subdued light of two shaded moderator lamps, Maud said, ‘It is not one bit like what I expected, papa, after all you have told us about hardships and working; it seems just like England, except the trees and flowers and butterflies.’


  ‘Do not be afraid, Maud,’ her father said, laughing,—for her voice had a tinge of disappointment in it,—‘you won’t be cheated out of your hardship and your work, I promise you. Mrs. Thompson will tell you that it was a very different sort of place when she first came here.’


  ‘Yes, indeed,’ Mrs. Thompson said, smiling; ‘this was considered a very lonely place when we first settled here. We had a little hut with two rooms, and it was more than six months before I could get a woman servant to come out, and then it was only one of our shepherds’ wives, who knew nothing of cooking, and who was only useful in drawing the water and sweeping the floors. In time the country became more settled, and there are stations now sixty or seventy miles beyond us.’


  The next week was spent in riding over the estate, which consisted of four square leagues,—that is to say, was six miles each way,—and in examining the arrangements of the enclosures for the cattle. At the end of that time Mr. Hardy started on a tour of inspection through the provinces most likely to suit, provided with numerous letters of introduction from his host. While he was away the boys were to assist upon the estate, and to accustom themselves to the work and duties of the life they were to lead. Into this they entered with the greatest zest, and were in the saddle from morning till night, getting more and more sunburnt from constant exposure, until, as Mr. Thompson told them, they looked like two young guachos. The guachos are the natives of the country. They are fine-looking men, with Spanish faces. Their dress is very picturesque. They wear loose calzoncillas or drawers, worked and fringed round the bottom. Above this is a sort of shawl, so arranged that it has the effect of very loose trousers. These shawls are generally of bright colours, woven in stripes, and sometimes of black cloth edged with scarlet. The white calzoncillas show below this garment, and above a coloured flannel shirt is worn. The boots are long and are made of undressed leather. They wear a broad leathern belt, with pockets in it; in this a knife, too, is always stuck. Upon fête days they come out with gay silver ornaments upon themselves and their horse-trappings. Their saddles are very clumsy and heavy, and are seldom used by Europeans, who, as Mr. Hardy had done, generally bring English saddles from home. After an absence of a month, Mr. Hardy returned with the welcome news that he had made his choice, and had bought at the public auction a tract of four square leagues, upon a river some twenty miles to
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