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CHAPTER I. 

 

A Plan of Campaign. 

 

ñHere is another letter from Philip urging us to spend a few months in Mexico this 

winter," said General Meynell, entering his domestic circle with an open epistle in his hand.  

The domestic circle, which consisted of two ladies ð one a graceful young woman in 

widow's mourning, the other a pretty, fair-haired girl ð received this announcement with interest.  

ñPoor Phil!" said the first, holding out a slim white hand for the letter. "He is very lonely, 

I am sure. I think you had better decide to go, papa. We all want to see him as much as he wishes 

to see us."  

"I  am not sure about Phil being lonely," said the girl. "He is so social that he would 

fraternize with an Apache Indian if there was nobody else available for the purpose. But I should 

certainly like to see the dear boy, and I should also like exceedingly to see Mexico. So, my vote 

is for going. And last week, papa, you said that you thought you would go."  

"Well," said her father, smiling into the bright, upturned face, "I am still somewhat of that 

opinion; and I have come in to talk it over. Let us hear what Margaret says."  

But Margaret, otherwise Mrs. Langdon, was absorbed in the letter which she held. "What 

a boy!" she said presently as she laid it down. "I really think we must go and look after him, or 

else he may fall into mischief. He is just at the impressionable age, and I donôt like this talk 

about Mexican beauties."  

ñWhy, a moment ago I thought you were sure he was lonely," said Dorothea 

mischievously. "I told you Phil would never be that. Now, I don't believe there is any more 

danger from Mexican beauties than from loneliness. It in your shy, reserved man who falls in 

loveð not a gay, pleasure-loving fellow like Phil.ò  

"We bow to your superior knowledge," said her sister smiling; ñbut still I think that even 

to Phil , if he is too much cut off from his family, danger may come. And 1 distinctly should not 

like him to marry a Mexican.ò  

''Nor should I,ò said the generalð who had a high opinion of his elder daughter's 

judgment, and was also full of old-fashioned prejudices. ñIf there is any danger of that kind, we 

had better start at once. But it did not strike me that anything he says in the letter points that 

way."  

ñNot exactly," said Mrs. Langdon. "He only speaks of these pleasant acquaintances he 

has made, and declares that one young lady ð what is her name?" (consulting the letter) ð "Ah! 

Doña Mercedes ð is the most beautiful woman he has ever seen. Now, I agree with Dorothea 

that he is not specially susceptible; but there might be danger for any young man in contact with 

the most beautiful woman he has ever seen."  



"I will not go so far as to assert that he is positively danger-proof," observed Dorothea. 

ñIn fact I am prepared to admit that he is desperately in love, and on the point of marriage, if it 

will induce you and papa to decide that we are to go to Mexico."  

"I have already decided that I should like very much to go," said Mrs. Langdon. "The 

matter rests with papa. If he cares for the journeyð"  

But the general would have undertaken a journey into Thibet for the sake of his favourite 

son. "Yes," he said, ñI think I shall like it very muchð or if not like it exactly, you know, at least 

not find it disagreeable. Besides seeing Phil, which is of course the chief inducement, we shall 

see a country new to all of us, and will discover if there is any danger for the boy."  

"I have an idea!" cried Dorothea quickly. "Listen! Discovering if Phil is in danger will do 

no good, unless we provide a remedy in case the danger exists. Now, Margaret and myself are 

very charming, no one is more thoroughly aware of the fact than I am; but I fear that, since we 

are unfortunately his sisters, our charms would not suffice to draw him from those of Doña 

Mercedes. So, in order to be provided for any emergency, we must take with us an attraction 

sufficient for the purpose."  

"What do you possibly mean?" asked her sister.  

ñI mean," she answered impressively, "Violet Graham. Phil was in love with her before 

he went away, but she provoked him by her coquetry, and he confided to me that he would never 

think of her again. But that is all nonsense, you know. Of course he will think of her again as 

soon as he sees her; for she certainly is wonderfully pretty. And so we must take her along."  

"Your schemes are as absurd as yourself," observed Mrs. Langdon, ñand yet ð perhaps 

ð I cannot say that I like Violet Graham very much," she concluded, rather irrelevantly.  

"Neither do I," said Dorothea frankly. ñBut what does that matter, provided she serves the 

purpose of saving Phil? She will not marry him, because he is not rich enough; and he will not 

break his heart about her, because he knows her too well. But I am sure there is no Mexican girl 

living who can hold her own against Violet Graham, and if you want to make an end of the Doña 

Mercedes affair, you had better take her along."  

"But is it likely that she will wish to be taken?" asked Mrs. Langdon ð while the general 

listened to these rapid plans with an air of partial stupefaction.  

"She told me only yesterday that she is bored to death, that society is very dull this winter, 

and that she is much in need of a change, so my opinion is that she will eagerly embrace the 

idea," responded Dorothea.  

ñIt strikes me as rather a dangerous remedy for a disease which after all may only exist in 

our fancies," said Mrs. Langdon meditatively. She took up the letter again and read aloud the 

following passage:  

ñI do not think I have told you before of my good luck in making the acquaintance of one 

of the most aristocratic families of this part of Mexico. They are of Spanish descent ð going 

straight back to one of the Conquistadors and all that sort of thing ð have immense estates and 

are generally of the exclusive class that foreigners seldom reach, especially a poor devil of a civil 

engineer like myself. But it was necessary to run the survey for our proposed line through the 

hacienda of Señor Don Rafael de Vargas. Considering that it is almost thirty miles square, he 

would probably never have known of our presence on it; hut I judged it best to set matters 

straight with the lord of the soil. So, being in charge of the party, I called at the casa grande and 



fortunately found Don Rafael himself in occupation, for it is only a certain number of weeks in 

the year that these grand seigneurs live on their great estates. He received me with a courtesy 

altogether Mexican, and a hospitality more than Arabian. He is a splendid old fellow in every 

way, and I was only too happy to accept his invitation to be presented to his family. Such a 

family! Their number is legion; for besides his wife and children, all his sisters, his cousins, and 

his aunts, not to speak of many of his friends, appear to live under his roof. Altogether, the 

household, when I was presented to it in assembled force, consisted of more than twenty persons; 

and 1 was informed that several of its members were absent ð notably two sons of my host, 

whom I have since met, and who are fine fellows and quite men of the world, having had all 

possible advantages of education and travel. But one person was not absent on my first 

introduction ð and that was the youngest daughter of the house, the most beautiful creature that 

it has ever been my good fortune to see. I wish that I could describe her to you ð but that is 

impossible. Fancy everything most entrancing in Spanish beauty, and you have Doña Mercedes, 

for that is her charming name. I have been frequently to the hacienda since that occasion, and I 

now count the De Vargas family amongst my best friends, which is rare good luck I assure you 

for a ñgringo" like myself.' "  

"Now that is all," said Mrs. Langdon, looking up from the letter, "and probably there is 

nothing in it that ought to excite our apprehensions. Still, a young man is made of inflammable 

material, and his admiration for everything most entrancing in Spanish beauty may lead to results 

that none of us desire."  

"It will be safer to take Violet with us," said Dorothea. ñShe can do no harm, and she may 

be of use. By the time we reach Phil he may be bound hand and foot by the charms of this 

Mexican beauty; and we may need a counter-attraction without delay. And where are we to find 

it if we do not, like wise people, provide it beforehand?"  

Mrs. Langdon looked at her father with a smile. "Does all this seem absurd to you, 

papa?" she asked. "Are you prepared to burden yourself with another young woman because 

Dorothea thinks that she may be useful in drawing Phil away from Mexican snares?"  

The general pulled his grey moustaches meditatively for a moment before he answered. 

ñWell, my dear," he said, ñI do not suppose another young woman will add much to my trouble; 

and if you and Dorothea think she might be of use in the manner indicated, let us by all means 

take her along."  

ñIf she will consent to go, which I very much doubt," remarked Mrs. Langdon. ñAnd 

really I cannot say that I enjoy the idea of adding a girl like Violet Graham, with not an idea 

beyond social amusement, to our party. If we go to Mexico, I, for one, want to see the country in 

a satisfactory manner; and she will be bored to death and bore us to death in the process."  

ñThere is a way to avoid that," said Dorothea. "Take a man or two along."  

"Dorothea!" cried her sister indignantly. ñIf your suggestions are heeded we shall soon be 

of the size and compatibility of a party of Cook's tourists."  

"Oh, no!" answered Dorothea, quite undismayed. "One or two men will be enough, and 

will not make the party of an unmanageable size. The trouble is to find the right kind of men ð 

good travellers, and also cultivated, sympathetic, and agreeable people."  

"A modest list of requirements. Do you know any such people who are likely to be ready 

to start at a momentôs notice for Mexico?"  



ñI cannot just now think of any one who exactly answers to the description; but I have no 

doubt 1 shall after a little reflection."  

The general at this juncture began to look grave. The project which had opened with such 

modest dimensions ð the journey of a family party to Mexico. to visit the son and brother, with 

a little sight-seeing thrown in ð now, under Dorothea's manipulation, enlarged rapidly and 

alarmingly into a possible excursion of a magnitude calculated to dismay; and the more so 

because the general knew well that the thing upon which his youngest daughter set her pretty, 

wilful head was almost invariably the thing which came to pass. The addition of the young lady 

described by Mrs. Langdon as not possessing an idea beyond social amusement had not troubled 

him ð because, in the first place, all girls seemed to him much alike, and, in the second place, he 

knew that her presence would not greatly concern him. But if men were to be added to the party, 

they did concern him. How many hours he should have to spend with them, and how necessary it 

was that for such an expedition they should be irreproachable in character, conduct, and temper 

ð especially temper! The general shook his head as he endeavoured to gaze severely at his 

volatile daughter.  

"My dear," he observed, "you must remember that 1 have a word to say in this matter. I 

really do not see the necessity of adding any more members to our party, but if ðahem! you 

think one or two men might make things pleasanter, I must at least know who they are before 

they are invited to join us. I should be very sorry to be obliged to pass a month or so in the 

constant society of some of the very shallow young men whom one meets in these days."  

ñPapa," said Dorothea severely, ñwhat have you ever seen in me to lead you to imagine 

that I should dream of wanting any man of the class to which you allude? Ask Margaret if  

I like them, or if they like me. I thought you knew me better, and had a higher opinion of my 

taste and judgment."  

The general looked as one thus rebuked should look; but he replied: "It strikes me, that I 

have on a few occasions seen such young men at my own dinner-table ð and I am very sure that 

J did not invite them there."  

"One must take society as one finds it," said Dorothea loftily; "and if one shuts one's 

doors on all people who are not cultivated and charming, one would have a very small circle. 

One must ask stupid people to dinner sometimes ð but not to go to Mexico with one. When I do 

that, papa, you may put me in a strait-jacket, for I should be a fit subject for it. The trouble is, as 

I have said, to find anybody worthy of such an invitation."  

"You may be quite sure, papa," said Mrs. Langdon, "that no one will be added to the 

party without your knowledge and consent."  

"After all," observed the general thoughtfully, "it is not, perhaps, a bad idea to enlarge the 

masculine element a little. I should not object to a man if he were of suitable age and tastes, for 

my companionship. I am going down to the club, and perhaps I may meetð"  

"Papa," cried Dorothea, springing up and seizing him by the button-hole, "don't you dare 

to do such a thing as to ask any of the old foð gentlemen who hobnob with you at the club, to 

join us I If you do, I shall stay at home. A bore fastened to one for such a length of time would 

be simply intolerable. "  



"Softly, softly, Dorothea," said her sister's quiet tones. "Papa is not nearly as likely as you 

are to do anything rash; but perhaps " ð looking at him with a beguiling smile ð "he would not 

mind promising not to invite any one without consulting us?"  

"I should not think of such a thing," responded the general a little gruffly. "I am far too 

much under petticoat rule to venture on such an independent action. Now Dorothea, if you will 

be kind enough to let me goðò  

"Not until you forgive my impetuosity, papa." said Dorothea, who saw that he was for 

once displeased. "The danger was so great it upset me for a moment. Comeð nobody at all shall 

be asked, and we will go as a strictly family party if you prefer it."  

ñI prefer what will give you most pleasure, my dear,ò said her father kindly. ñYou and 

Margaret can talk it over and decide whom you would like to ask. I only request a reasonable 

privilege of vetoð which probably 1 shall have no need to exercise. Now you must really let me 

go. 1 have an appointment to meet a man at the club at four oôclock."  
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CHAPTER II. 

 

GATHERING RECRUITS. 

 

Dorothea always afterwards said that it was a positive proof to her of the direct 

interposition of a kindly Providence in even the small affairs of human life, that when her father 

entered his club that afternoon the first person whom he met was Herbert Russell.  

An old friend in former days of the Meynell family, this gentleman in later times had 

become somewhat lost to them ð but very well known to the world at large as traveller, scholar, 

and man of letters. A wanderer in many lands, he had in great measure ceased to belong to one, 

at least as far as the subtle chords of association and friendship were concerned; and, as there is 

no gain without some loss, he sometimes felt that the man who takes the whole world for his 

country, must of necessity miss some things which belong to a narrower mode of existence. His 

knowledge may be much greater, his human sympathies far more wide, but he can never know 

the long-enduring ties, the deeply-rooted friendships, the tender if half-unconscious affection for 

familiar paths and skies, which form so much of life for the man whose ways have lain within 

closer bounds. Russell was a man whose perceptions were too fine not to feel this; and it 

sometimes came upon him with saddening force when he found himself treading as a stranger 

the streets of his native city. He had friends there who never forgot him, or who at least 

remembered him with a cordial welcome whenever he presented himself to them. But to how 

many interests of their lives had his long absences made him alien; while at every recurring visit 

he found their number less! He was thinking of these things as he satð a spare, sunburnt man,  

with nothing remarkable about his appearance except an air of refinement and a pair of very keen 

and kindly dark eves ð in the reading-room of the club with a newspaper in his hand. Of the 

half-dozen men present not one was known to him; and although nobody was ever more 

absolutely without that social craving which makes their own society so oppressive to  



many people, the fact added to that consciousness of strangeness which always saddened him a 

little. His eyes were on the sheet before him, but he was paying not much heed to its words, 

rather wandering back in fancy to half-forgotten days and scenes, when a hand suddenly fell on 

his shoulder, and looking up he saw a tall, erect, elderly gentleman with something of a military 

air, a white moustache and grey, closely curling hair, who was smiling with eager cordiality.  

"Why, Russell, my dear fellow,ò cried this striking-looking personage, ñwhere do you 

come from? and how long have you been in New Orleans?"  

ñMy dear General Meynell, I am delighted to meet you!'' said Russell, rising quickly and 

grasping the otherôs out-stretched hand. ñI come ð well, let us say, for the sake of brevity, from 

the antipodes, and 1 have only been in New Orleans a day or two. I should have given myself the 

pleasure of calling on you at once, had I known you were in the city.''  

"Oh! I am always here now,ò answered the general cheerily. "Come, let us find a quiet 

corner where we can talk and smoke a sociable cigar. What was I saying?" he went on when they 

were settled in the smoking-room. "Ah, yes! ð that I live here now. I have given up the 

management of the plantation to George since he has married. Life on a plantation is no bed of 

roses in these days; and I much prefer taking my ease in New Orleans, where I can meet my old 

friends, and enjoy a few rubbers and dinners occasionally.ò  

"Your friends have reason to congratulate themselves, as well as you, on the change," 

said Russell. "But I shall never forget the delightful days I have spent at Beau-Sêjour. And how 

are my old friends, who were very young friends in those days, Miss Meynell ð Mrs. Langdon, 

I mean ð and Mademoiselle Dorothea?"  

"They are both very well. Margaret, you know, is a widow. Her husband, poor fellow! 

died before they had been married a year. Dorothea, who was a school-girl when you saw her 

last, is now a full-fledged young lady ð but as much of a madcap as ever."  

"A charming madcap, I am sure, or else the promise of her youth has been belied. How 

well I remember her ð the quaint, wise, merry little hoyden! And Phil ð what is he doing?"  

ñPhil insisted on becoming a civil engineer ð chiefly, I think, because the boy has a 

passion for roving; and he thought that profession a good means of gratifying his taste. He has 

gone to Mexico. By-the-bye, we are thinking of going down there to see him this winter. I 

wonder if you know anything about that country ð you are what they call in these days a óglobe-

trotter,' eh?"  

"I must plead guilty to having done a little globe-trotting," answered Russell, modestly, 

"and as for Mexico, I know it well and like it so much that I am on my way there to spend my 

third winter."  

"What!" cried the general, with a radiant face. "You are on your way to Mexico? Why, 

this is capital news! How pleased Margaret and Dorothea will be! You are just the man to tell 

them all about the country, for we know what kind of a traveller you are. It was only the other 

day Dorothea was talking of some of your articles aboutð Persia, I believe. If you can throw as 

much light for us on Mexico now ðò  

"I ought to be able to throw a good deal more," said Russell, ñfor I have seen little of 

Persia, compared to what I have seen of Mexico. I wandered down there, as it were, by accident 

two years ago, and was so pleased with all I found that I returned last winter, and am on my way 

for a third visit now. I have been studying the country, especially its history, art, and antiquities, 



with the intention of writing something which I hope may have a scholarly value, and I shall be 

very glad if I can be of service in giving you any information."  

"You can tell us everything!" said the general. ñWhat a stroke of good luck that I should 

meet you! Phil is very much pleased with the country; but Phil is of an age and disposition to be 

pleased with anything ð so I have not attached much importance to his opinion. But if you like 

it ð and you really do, eh?ò  

"I like it so much,ò Russell answered, "that I am half afraid to talk of it, for fear of 

seeming enthusiastic ð a fault not readily pardoned. But the land, with its story, its art, and its 

people, is one of the most interesting to be found in the world to-day. It is Spain, the East, and 

the New World blended in a whole of incomparable picturesqueness.''  

"Is it possible?" said the general. "1 have read a good many books of travel professing to 

describe the country, but the impression they left of it on my mind was by no means of that 

kind."  

Russell smiled. ñThe American traveller "of a generation ago," he said, "found nothing to 

admire and everything to condemn in Mexico, because everything was moulded in a form of 

civilisation entirely different from his own ð which he conceived to be the standard of 

excellence for the world. It cannot be said that this race of travellers is extinct at the present time; 

but another class has, happily, risen amongst us, whom cosmopolitan culture has educated into 

broader sympathy and a love of things foreign and picturesque. To these people Mexico offers a 

field for delightful wandering which is simply unsurpassed."  

"When Dorothea hears you," said the general, "there will be no restraining her. She will 

want to start at once. But I am really very glad that you can promise us an interesting excursion."  

ñMore than that," said Russell, "I advise you not to defer it, for it is well to see Mexico 

before the change which is called 'progress' goes farther. With railroads piercing the country in 

every direction, the tide of travel constantly increasing, and money-making Americans and 

Englishmen flooding it, the assimilating process which is making the whole world so drearily 

alike will soon have done its work there as elsewhere. Go, then, and see it while its peculiar and 

picturesque charm remains."  

ñWell, you know I don't agree with you about practical improvements and so on," 

answered the general, who thought it his duty to enter a protest now and then in favour of the 

nineteenth century, as represented by railroads, street-cars, steam-ploughs, and other things 

which his friend regarded as industrial atrocities. "But no doubt we shall find Mexico interesting 

ð all the more because we can enter it in a railroad train. Now, you must really come and see 

Margaret and Dorothea, and tell them all that you have been telling me. They will be delighted to 

see you again. Have you any engagement? Can't you come at once?"  

Russell had no engagement, and there seemed no reason why he should not oblige his old 

friend in the manner asked. So he cheerfully assented to the general's proposal, and accompanied 

him from the club and into a St. Charles Avenue car. A little later they alighted on the handsome 

street of that name before a large house, encircled by wide galleries, which occupied a corner 

situation, and was surrounded by fine old trees and beautiful lawns and shrubbery.  

ñI hope we shall find my daughters at home," said the general, as he admitted his 

companion and himself. The hope was speedily realized; for, crossing the veranda and entering a 



spacious hall, the sound of voices from the open drawing-room door told them that the ladies 

were within. The next moment they stood in the doorway and looked on a pretty picture.  

A fire which was a mass of glowing coal burned in a brass-girt, tile-lined grate, and threw 

its rosy radiance over a room full of the soft hangings and graceful forms which gratify the 

artistic sense in these aesthetic days, and also over a group gathered in easy chairs about the 

hearth, while the short winter afternoon deepened into dusk outside the windows. The lady clad 

in black draperies, with a transparent complexion, rich chestnut hair waving back from a 

beautiful brow, radiant grey eyes, and a smile of singular sweetness, was, of course,  

Mrs. Langdon. There was no mistaking her, though Russell had seen her last just as she had 

bloomed into girlhood and was on the eve of the marriage which had ended so soon. Neither 

could he mistake pretty Dorothea, with her fair hair, and soft brown eyes set in a Greuze-like 

face. But it was not until he had advanced into the room, been presented to and cordially 

welcomed by the two ladies, that he recognised the slender, well-dressed man who formed the 

third person of the group. Yet he, too, proved to be an old acquaintance. Leon Travers was, as his 

name implied, a product of the two strains of nationality that meet in Louisiana, and do not very 

often mingle. The marriages of two successive generations had made him in blood more English 

than French. Yet so strong is the impress of race, especially of a race so marked in its 

characteristics as that of the creole of Louisiana, that he looked as if no one of his ancestors had 

ever sought an alliance outside of the French quarter of New Orleans. His graceful figure and 

dark, thin, handsome face were as strikingly French as his manner and speech were English. And 

in his mental constitution the same subtle mingling and predominance of the Gallic type 

appeared. In his processes of thought he was altogether French, keen, logical, brilliant, with an 

intellectual facility which had made his friends early prophesy much distinction for him. But the 

distinction had not been achieved, except in a limited social sense; for, with all his brilliancy, the 

critical faculty overpowered every other with him, and did not spare himself more than others. 

Consequently, what he might do remained yet in the order of potentialities, while the fact that he 

had never done anything to justify his reputation for cleverness, together with his attitude of 

unfailing criticism, made some people who disliked him declare that he was not only overrated, 

but full of objectionable conceit and affectation. But those who knew him best were sure that this 

was not the case; and amongst those who knew him best were the Meynells. It was true that 

Dorothea was amongst the number of his most unsparing critics; but this probably was because 

she resented a slight tinge of patronage in his manner towards herself ð the patronage which 

many men of the world display to young girls, and which is peculiarly irritating to a girl who 

feels or fancies herself clever enough to meet the same man of the world on equal terms.  

The first greetings and inquiries of this group of old friends over, and the situation as it 

related to Mexico fully explained, Dorothea's enthusiasm fully justified her father's prediction.  

ñYou are on your way to Mexico for your third winter!" she said to Russell. "How 

fortunate that papa should have met you just at this time! for I suppose he has told you that we 

have decided to go there ourselves?"  

"He has told me," Russell answered, "and I was delighted to hear it, for I am sure that you 

will be charmed with Mexico. Anyone of taste and culture must be charmed with it. And then, 

you see, a little selfishness comes in ð for, since I am going there myself, what is to prevent our 

paths from crossing now and then?"  



ñOh I I hope they will do more than cross," returned the young lady quickly. She clasped 

her hands and leaned forward in a pretty attitude of entreaty. "Mr. Russell," she said quite 

solemnly, "we cannot have the presumption to ask you to join us, but I am sure papa and 

Margaret will agree with me in begging that we may be allowed the privilege of joining you. Just 

think" ð addressing her father and sister ð ñwhat a guide and interpreter of the country Fate has 

thrown in our way!"  

"But you forget," said Mrs. Langdon, ñthat however admirable such an arrangement 

might be for us, Mr. Russell has probably other things to do besides interpreting the country for 

our benefit."  

"I have nothing to do which is incompatible with rendering you any service in my 

power," said Russell ð who really meant what he said; for, although esteemed an unsocial man 

generally, he was by no means averse to society when it suited him. "My only claim to know a 

little more of Mexico than most travellers," he went on, "is that I like the country and the 

peopleð and there is no comprehension equal to that which is founded on sympathy. I think, 

therefore, that I may be of use to you; and if so, I assure you that I shall be very happy."  

ñAnd you are willing to take charge of us, and tell us where to go, and what to see, and 

how to see it?ð you will not be bored by having to go over ground that you know so well?" 

asked Dorothea eagerly.  

He shook his head smiling. ñI shall not be bored,'" he said; ñbut I cannot answer for what 

you may be, for remember that a man with a hobby is likely to ride it hard. And Mexico is my 

hobby just now."  

ñThat makes it the more delightful,ò she said with shining eyes. ñIf you did not take an 

interest in the country, how could you interpret it? And 1 must tell you, Mr. Russell, that you are 

my ideal traveller. I have never read any of your articles about foreign places without saying to 

myself that I should like to look at a country through your eyes ðfor you see so much that seems 

to be hidden from other people. And now I am to have the opportunity! It is almost too fortunate 

to be true."  

ñI hope," said Russell, "that you may not change your mind with regard to my ideal 

travelling qualities, and decide that hereafter you prefer to receive my impressions through the 

medium of type. But"ð and now he included the others in his speechðñif you are leaving soon, 

I shall be glad to join you and give you the benefit of my experience in every way possible."  

"My dear fellow," said the general cordially, "Dorothea has spoken the sentiments of all 

of us. We shall be very grateful if you will allow us to attach ourselves to you; for, apart from 

your personal qualities, your knowledge of the country will be of the greatest advantage."  

"And, as Dorothea has also said, it is wonderful good fortune for us to have met you just 

on the eve of our journey," added Mrs. Langdon with her charming smile.  

Then Travers, who up to this time had been listening silently, suddenly spoke.  

"I wonder," he said in his slightly languid voice, "if your party has room for another 

recruit I, too, am smitten by a desire to see Mexico, and to enjoy the benefit of Russell's 

interpretation thereof. Perhaps I am exposing myself to be ignominiously snubbed; but I think I 

should like to have a part in anything so pleasant as this expedition promises to be."  

It is probable that the speaker was not flattered by the pause which followed this speech 

ð a pause in which the members of the Meynell family looked at each other, and, mindful of the 



agreement entered into between them, tried to read in each other's eyes the sentiments of each 

regarding the proposed addition to their party. Before any one felt certain enough to break the 

rather awkward silence, Travers himself spoke again with a smile.   

"I see," he said, ñthat I have been indiscreet. Pray consider the suggestion withdrawn ð 

or perhaps it is I who should withdraw and allow my name to be balloted upon?"  

ñNo, no!" said the general quickly, "I have no doubt we shall all be glad for you to join us. 

You see," he added frankly, "we made an arrangement that no one should be asked to go without 

the consent of all concerned; and soð"  

"And so nobody wished to take the responsibility of speaking for all," said Mrs. Langdon. 

ñBut, like papa, I shall be very glad if you will join us."  

ñThere only remains, then, for me to gain the votes of Miss Meynell and Russell," said he, 

turning to the persons indicated.  

"Mine you have with hearty goodwill," said Russell, who had always liked the young 

man, and knew him to possess capabilities of comradeship which were not common.  

But Dorothea held her peace for a minute longer, regarding him the while with something 

slightly defiant in her bright, steadfast glance. They were always sparring, these two, but no one 

believed that there was any real dislike between them; so Dorothea's present silence rather 

surprised her father and sister. When she spoke at last it was with a judicial air.  

"t is not possible always to consult one's own tastes and wishes," she said. "In forming a 

party like this one should consider, in the first place, if its different elements will agree 

harmoniously. Frankly, Mr. Travers, I have my doubts concerning the harmony between yourself 

and ð some other members.ò  

"Meaning, I presume, yourself,ò replied he calmly. "But, as far as I am concerned, I am 

willing to enter into an engagement to keep the peace under all circumstances. If you on your 

part promise to be amiableðò  

"I was not alluding to myself at all,ò interrupted Miss Meynell . ñI was thinking of an 

altogether different person. You have not heard that our party will include Miss Graham.ò  

"What!" he cried, startled out of his usual languor. "Violet Graham?" ð Dorothea 

noddedð"Why on earth have you asked her?"  

ñBecause I have a liking for her society." responded Dorothea unblushingly. ñI am aware 

that you do not share this liking, but you see ðò  

ñI was not taken into consideration,'' he said as she paused. ñThat is very true. So, the 

question now is '' he pulled his moustaches meditatively for a moment ð "is Miss Graham 

enough of a drawback to spoil Mexico and what promises to be otherwise an exceptionally 

agreeable party? There must always be a drawback to everything human. Bearing this in mind, I 

still propose myself as a recruit. After all, if the rest of you can stand the fair Violet, I can. But I 

really think Russell ought to be warned."  

ñThere is nothing at all for you to be warned about, Mr. Russell," said Dorothea with a 

spark of indignation in her glance. "Miss Graham, who has agreed to accompany us to  

Mexico, is a very beautiful, and, most people think, very charming girl, who, however, has been 

unfortunate enough to incur Mr. Traversôs dislike ð why, I am really unable to say."  

ñThen allow me to say," remarked Mr. Travers with great urbanity, "I dislike, or rather I 

disapprove, of Miss Graham because she is a heartless flirt , without distinction either of manners 



or of mind, although she possesses an exceedingly pretty face. I thought Russell should be 

warned, because she will certainly attempt his capture at once."  
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Russell smiled. "If such an attempt will amuse her," he said, "by all means let her have 

the gratification. Nothing is less likely than her success."  

ñYes, there is one thing less likely, Mr. Russell ð and that is her making the attempt," 

cried Dorothea, growing more angry. "Mr. Travers forgets himself when he says such things."  

Travers deliberately drew from his pocket a note-book and pencil. "Are you willing," he 

inquired, ñto make a betðany stake you pleaseð that the event predicted does not occur before 

your Mexican journey is half over? I will give heavy odds, for I know Miss Graham."  

"I should never think of making a bet on such a subject," replied Dorothea with dignity. 

"I am only quite certain, as I remarked a moment ago, that no party which is not entirely 

harmonious in its different elements can prove a success. Mr. Russell, I believe you have not 

seen Phil in a long while. Come and I will show you his likeness."  

As Russell rose and followed the young lady across the room, Travers turned to Mrs. 

Langdon with an air of appeal.  

ñWhat am I to do?" he asked. "Am I to give up the hope of making one of your party, or 

can I venture to go in spite of Miss Graham's presence and Miss Dorothea's disapproval?"  

"I don't think Dorothea will prove implacable," answered her sister. "But why do you 

take so much pleasure in provoking her, and why do you dislike Violet Graham so much?"  

"I dislike Miss Graham because she rasps me in every way," he replied, ignoring the first 

question. "Believe me, it is really a mistake to make her one of your party."  



"I am inclined to think so too," Mrs. Langdon admitted candidly. ñBut Dorothea has a 

plan ð and there is no escape now, for Violet came in half an hour ago, was asked to go, and has 

agreed to do so. So, under the circumstances, perhaps you had better not go. I fear you would not 

find it pleasant."  

"If I had a proper sense of my own dignity I should retire at once," he said. ñBut I 

suppose it is owing to the contrariety inherent in human nature that because nobody seems to 

want me, I want very much to go. I'll risk Miss Graham and all her arts, not to speak of the 

disapproval of Miss Meynell, if you will  allow me to join your party.ò  

She looked at him, smiling kindly. Those who knew her well said that Margaret Langdon 

had a singular faculty of not only divining the best in people, but of drawing it out. Certainly 

Travers was a different man when he talked to her from what he was in general society, or what 

he was when he was provoking Dorothea. His affectations, of which he certainly had a few, fell 

away from him; his criticisms had not so sharp an edge, and he spoke out his inner thoughts with 

a sincerity and a certainty of comprehension which he hardly displayed with any other person. In 

this, as in many another case, ñTout comprendre, c'est tout pardonner,ò and Mrs. Langdon, 

reading him thoroughly, not only pardoned his foibles, but liked him cordially, as her next words 

proved.  

"Come, by all means,*' she said. "Never mind Dorothea; and as for Violet Graham, I am 

sure you don't really mind her. Now that we have Mr. Russell, I think our expedition will be 

worth joining."  

ñIôm certain of it," said Travers; ñand since you kindly permit me, I shall brave all 

consequences and go."  
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CHAPTER III . 

 

BY THE SUNSET ROUTE. 

 

If Miss Graham embodied the consequences which Mr. Travers so valiantly made up his 

mind to brave, they were certainly, Russell decided when he saw the young lady, of a very 

agreeable order, to the outward view at least. She was indeed possessed of beauty in uncommon 

degree, and when to a face of singular fairness, with violet eyes under lashes and brows of 

midnight darkness, is added a tall, graceful figure dressed in that perfection of style which it 

requires all of a woman's mind and a very long purse besides to compass, it will be perceived 

that report was not likely to do Miss Graham injustice when it credited her with a remarkable 

destructive capacity where the hearts and peace of the masculine half of humanity were 

concerned. Indeed, as Margaret Langdon began to reflect, it seemed rather hard that poor Philip 

Meynell, after having once escaped from the net of such a charmer, should have it cast over him 

again. But the thought of a Mexican sister-in-law steeled her heart, and she decided that the 



possible cruelty was justified by necessity, and that after all many worse things might befall a 

young man than a hopeless passion for Violet Graham.  

What caprice possessed this young lady to forsake her field of social conquest for a tour 

in Mexico, no one was able to declare with certainty; but Dorothea suspected that an engagement 

of which she had tired, and which she had ended abruptly, was one reason for her desiring a 

change of scene, coupled with the fact that an irate father had for a time refused supplies for new 

toilettes. To these important reasons might be added the lesser one of wishing to reclaim and fitly 

punish Philip Meynell, who had precipitately and somewhat indignantly renounced his allegiance. 

When she heard, moreover, that Travers was to form one of the party, Miss Graham smiled in a 

peculiar manner ð a smile which might be translated to mean, "Now has mine enemy been 

delivered into my handò ð and when Russell, of whose reputation she was not ignorant, was 

presented to her, she felt that the possible hardships and boredom of the expedition had been 

provided with compensations.  

It was, therefore, a party sufficiently well satisfied with themselves and with each other 

for practical purposes of harmony which assembled one day in the station of the Southern  

Pacific, bound for the land of sunshine. And very desirable such a land seemed on this special 

day, for the sky was overcast, and a cold, raw air from the great river made them shiver under 

their wrappings. There are times when this mighty water seems to bring the very breath of the icy 

North upon its flood, and when the climate of the most delightful city of America suffers in 

consequence.  

ñI am glad that it is a disagreeable day," said Dorothea. "When one is going in search of 

climate, one wishes the contrast with what one has left to be as effective as possible. I think I 

have understood you to say, Mr. Russell, that there is always fine weather in Mexico?"  

"I shall make no more promises or prophecies about Mexico," answered Russell smiling. 

ñYou will soon be able to judge of it for yourself. But I am safe in saying that you will not feel 

such an air as this soon again. Mexico has no Mississippi to bring the air of the arctics into the 

tropics."  

"I have but one complaint to make against you as leader of this expedition, Mr. Russell," 

observed Miss Graham, when they were seated in the cabin of the ferry-boat. ñWhy have we not 

taken the Montezuma Special? Some of my friends went to Mexico in it last winter, and they 

were delighted with the ease and comfort of the journey."  

"Your friends, no doubt, travelled direct to the City of Mexico," Russell answered, "and 

therefore the train of which you speak answered admirably for them. But for us it would not do, 

because our plan of travel would require us to leave it very soon. We intend, you know, to 

proceed leisurely southward, stopping at all points of interest on the way."  

"Oh!" said Miss Graham. Her face fell perceptibly. Evidently this plan of travel did not 

commend itself very much to her. ñI thought," she said after a moment, "that we were going 

immediately to the City of Mexico, and that afterward, perhaps, we would do a little sight-seeing 

in other places ð although Elise Delemaine told me that there was really little else worth 

seeing."  

Perhaps it was Travers's smile which made Dorothea's voice a trifle sharp as she said 

quickly: ñI am sure, Violet, I told you distinctly that we were going to see Mexico as completely 

as possible; and by Mexico I meant the country, not merely the capital."  



"Did you, dear?" responded Miss Graham, in a tone of resignation. ñI suppose I was 

stupid and did not understand. And then I really did not imagine there was anything to see in the 

country."  

"It is a pity you did not explain a little more fully to Miss Graham what she was 

committing herself to," Travers observed to Dorothea. "If she had been aware of the exhaustive, 

and probably also exhausting, nature of your itinerary, she might have preferred to remain at 

home."  

Miss Graham lifted her dark lashes and looked at the speaker with her expressive eyes for 

a moment before replying. Then she said sweetly: "Oh, no! I should not have remained at home, 

because I should have thought that nothing could prove very disagreeable with such a party as 

we have; and, after all, though things are very well, people are the chief considerationð don't 

you think so?"  

What Mr. Travers thought was inaudible, for at this moment the ferry-boat touched the 

western shore of the river, and there was an instantaneous movement of the throng of passengers 

forward.  

If the train which awaited them was not the special and luxurious one to which Miss 

Graham had alluded, it was of sufficient comfort to satisfy all except the most spoiled travellers 

of a generation spoiled by the unlimited luxury born of unlimited wealth. Their sections in the 

Pullman were taken, and they had nothing to do but settle themselves for the first stretch of their 

long journey.  

But now that this journey had absolutely commenced, and they were irrevocably 

committed to each other's society for an indefinite length of time, the gravity of the situation 

seemed to make itself felt to two persons at least. One was Dorothea, who moving away with a 

slight air of impatience from the section in which Miss Graham established herself with her 

multitude of wraps and bags, sat down alone in another, and turned her face resolutely toward the 

window. Her sister smiled at the expression of the back of her headð if the back of a head can 

properly be said to have expression. She knew perfectly well what the young lady was thinking, 

what doubts of her own wisdom were assailing her, what sincere regret for the weight with 

which she had encumbered the party. But Dorothea's moods of contrition, though keen, were 

generally short. Mrs. Langdon knew that her spirits would quickly rebound from their fit of 

dejection, and her high opinion of her own judgment reassert itself with its accustomed buoyancy.  

She made no attempt at consolation, therefore, but occupied herself directing the disposition of 

the various impedimenta of the party ð while General Meynell found an acquaintance with 

whom he opened brisk conversation; and Travers, taking out a cigar-case, lifted his eyebrows to 

Russell, who followed him to the smoking compartment.  

Then it became apparent that another person beside Dorothea was oppressed with a sense 

of the irrevocable. There was no one beside themselves in the compartment, and, after blowing 

out a fragrant cloud of smoke, Travers proceeded to unburden his mind.  

ñI don't know how it strikes you," he observed in a confidential tone to his companion, 

"but I begin to feel that we have embarked upon a risky undertaking. I have always had a distinct 

horror of the close association of travel with uncongenial persons, and therefore I have always 

declined to join any party formed for such a purpose. Yet behold me at last, not only one of a 



party bound together for weeks to come, but a party which comprises two people who dislike me 

sincerely, and one of whom irritates my nerves beyond measure."  

"Don't you think it is rather a mistake to allow your nerves to be irritated?" Russell asked. 

"I grant that, as a rule, travelling-parties are undesirable ð I have always avoided them myself 

ð but I have a strong hope that our present party may prove an exception to the general rule. 

Moreover, we have not entered into articles of partnership, and should association prove 

disagreeable, nothing is easier than to separate."  

"One would dislike to take that step, on account of the old general and Mrs. Langdon," 

said Travers. "I have the sincerest regard for both of them. No" ð as he caught a slight smile on 

Russell's lip ð "don't start out with any mistaken ideas in your head. I am not in love with Mrs. 

Langdon. I think her the most charming, sympathetic, and high-minded woman I know; but I 

have not the presumption to do more than admire her from afar."  

"Yet in the old days at Beau-Séjour I sometimes thoughtð" Russell suggested.  

"What was quite correct," assented the other. "In those days I was tremendously in love 

with her. But she never gave me a thought; and I had sense enough to see it. She married 

Langdon, and then ð well, I did not see her for some time, and when I did I found that she was 

another woman and I another man. We are the best of friends, and I admire her, as I have said, 

more than any one I know. But that is all. So don't imagine that any promptings of the tender 

passion have made me embark on a journey which I fear will prove a mistake as far as I am 

concerned."  

"Nonsense!" said Russell, who saw that these first symptoms of dissatisfaction must be 

promptly quelled. "Do you think we are the kind of people to be on non-speaking terms by the 

end of the week, in the fashion of some parties I have encountered? Are we not a trifle too well-

bred ð and too much of philosophers also, for that? If Miss Graham jars on you, can you not 

ignore her, or, better yet, amuse yourself by studying her as a typical product of certain social 

influences?''  

ñThe type has not sufficient novelty to prove amusing,ò Travers answered, shrugging his 

shoulders. "She is a vain, frivolous creature, with malice enough. however, to be dangerous, 

whom Miss Meynell is dragging along for some inscrutable reason of her own."  

ñAnd Mademoiselle Dorothea has no power to amuse you either?'' asked Russell. ñI 

confess she amuses me greatly. She is piquant to a degree, and her follies are all the follies of 

cleverness.ò  

ñlf by that you mean that her opinion of her own cleverness is stupendous, you are not far 

wrong." said Mr. Travers with some acrimony. "A more self-conceited young person it would be 

difficult  to find. Heavens! how different the older sister was at her age! But this is only a spoiled 

child."  

"So much the more reason for not trying her temper," said Russell. ñI think you hardly 

know how exasperating your manner is sometimes. Come, come, instead of forebodings, let us 

determine to make this expedition a success and a model for all who shall come after us.ò  

ñA success!" cried the general, who appeared in time to hear the last words. "Why, of 

course it will be a success ð what should prevent it? And now what do you both say to a game 

of whist? My friend Judge Hildreth will join us in a moment, and there are worse ways of 

passing time, eh?"  



Meanwhile, as the train, flying westward, left the great river behind, the air soon grew 

soft and mild, the sunshine broke through the clouds, filling with beautiful effects the swamps 

through which the railroad presently passed ð a tropical-looking region of moss-draped trees 

and sword-like palmettoes, of luxuriant climbing vines, and dark, shining water, weird, 

mysterious, fascinating to eye and fancy, as the glance strove to pierce its dim, green recesses; 

but speaking of an enemy more deadly than the tiger of Eastern jungles in the fever that lurked 

beneath its beauty. The afternoon was far advanced when they finally emerged from these scenes 

into a fair and fertile land, level as a sea and green as summer ð the lovely country of western 

Louisiana, the refuge of the banished Acadians, the home of those émigrés  from France who 

brought with them to the New World many of the fairest traditions and customs of that old order, 

over which in their native land the bloody scythe of the Revolution swept. Here one charming 

picture after another passed before the gaze. Sugar plantations followed each other in close 

succession, the luxuriant cane partly cut in the fields, the tall chimneys of the sugar-mills 

belching forth smoke, for it was the height of the sugar-making season; the homes of the planters  

ð great, old, spacious Southern houses, embowered in giant live-oaksð standing on the banks 

of the Téche, loveliest and most famous of Louisiana waters. Travers, who knew the region well, 

pointed out many familiar landmarks to General Meynell, who had not seen it for years.  

"What a charming country it was!" said the general with a sigh. "And what an ideal life 

they lived here in ante-bellum days! There was wealth without the feverish rush and covetous 

struggle which is the curse of our day, there was the leisure for mental and social culture, the 

inheritance of good blood and fine manners, and the exercise of a hospitality as boundless as it 

was perfect. There is nothing like it now."  

"The conditions of life have so changed that a revival of it is impossible," said Travers. 

"Yet much of the aroma of the past still lingers among these old homes on the Téche. There are 

few things I enjoy more than a visit down here."  

"Some of the aspects of the country are wonderfully picturesque," said Russell. "I know 

of nothing more fascinating than the scenery along these bayous, while as one approaches the 

Gulf, the vast, wind-swept plains and marshes, with their herds of cattle, their wide waters and 

marvellous skies, are full of the most delightful suggestions of poetry. Among these French 

Acadians another Mistral should arise to give us a Mirieo of the New World, with its scenes laid 

in that region."  

"It might be a perfect idyl," said Dorothea. "I know the country of which you speak, and 

it possesses a haunting spell. One can never forget its singular charmð so beautiful and so 

poetical. What sunsets I have seen on those immense green expanses, where land and water and 

sky seem to have their meeting-place!"  

"There is something of a sunset preparing for us now,ò observed Travers. "And in the 

way of landscape, I think the scenes we arc passing through at present are not to be despised.*'  

It was indeed a land of pastoral loveliness which spread before them in the long, golden 

light of the sinking sun. Wide fields rich with tropical cane, broad meadows across which groups 

of cattle were slowly moving, clear streams shining with sunset reflections, noble trees bending 

to the waterôs edge or forming picturesque masses of foliage against the sky, the columns of 

smoke from the sugar-mills were turning to glorified vapour in the last rays of the sunlight, and 

the great old dwellings under their spreading shade looked the very abodes of peace. Green, fair, 



steeped in repose the smiling country lay, as the sun finally sank beneath the horizon, leaving 

behind a sunset pomp which filled heaven and earth with its fleeting splendour.  

 

ñóThey who dwell there have named it the  

Eden of Louisiana,ôò 

 

murmured Margaret Langdon softly, as in the wonderful glow the outspread land was more than 

ever like a dream of Arcadia, while the train sped through its green levels towards the glorious 

gates of colour that seemed opening beyond into an even fairer and more celestial country. It was 

an enchanting picture. The radiant sky flung over everything its magical light and colour ð over 

broads fields and shadowy woods, over gleaming waters and distant figures of men and cattle. 

Even the prosaic car was transformed into a palace of light, and Dorothea's fair hair shone like 

the aureole of a saint. And when the splendour presently faded, it was with the softest and most 

exquisite changes from dazzling radiance to tints that might have been borrowed from an angel's 

wing, ethereal aquamarine, delicate rose, dashes of carmine and shining gold, passing into the 

tender hues of twilight which fell at last like a veil  over the face of earth, while the silver 

crescent of a new moon gleamed out of the still tinted west.  

"I must say," remarked Travers, when they finally turned from the darkening landscape to 

the well-lighted car and the well-spread tables which had meanwhile been arranged for them, 

ñthat it is not often a railroad, or anything else for that matter, proves its right to a poetical name 

as undeniably as this line, which calls itself the Sunset Route, has this evening established its 

claim to the title. Do you furnish such sunsets every day?" he inquired, turning to the porter who 

stood near, ready to render any service to a party whose appearance so unmistakably bespoke the 

probability of liberal tips.  

ñNever fails, sah," responded the official promptly. ñAlways has 'em on hand ð regular 

business, sah."  

ñBut that is not what the name really means, Mr. Travers," said Miss Graham in a tone of 

mild correction. "It is called the Sunset Route because it goes west to the Pacific Ocean, you 

know."  

"Why not to the Evening Star?" asked the gentleman thus enlightened. "Pray allow even 

railroads to import a little poetry into their very prosaic affairs, my dear Miss Graham. Who 

would not be glad to take a ticket to the sunset if he could? And hope to find no stupid beauties 

when he reached there!" added the speaker in a lower tone, as he seated himself at table with Mrs. 

Langdon and the general, leaving Russell to share that of the two younger ladies.  

Mrs. Langdon shook her head, smiling:. "Whatever else she may be, Violet Graham is 

not stupid," she said. "But it may serve her purpose occasionally to affect stupidity ð especially 

where your remarks are concerned."  

"I know that she detests me," he replied, "but really any affectation of stupidity on her 

part is unnecessary and does great injustice to nature, which has endowed her so liberally in that 

respect."  
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Chapter IV. 

 

The Pass of the Eagle. 

 

The vague, soft darkness of a moonless, windless nightðfor it was close upon midnight 

and the slender young moon had long since vanished below the western horizonða wide, 

overarching sky thickset with shining stars, masses of hills faintly outlined around the old Pass of 

the Eagle, and a sense of vast, far-stretching distance in the dimly seen expanse of country 

towards which the train moved slowly across the Rio Grande, hardly visible through the 

obscurity as it flowed in its shrunken, winter current far below. Russell uttered something like a 

sigh of content as he turned his face to meet the caress of the air that came from the wide, dark 

plains beyond the river. 

ñNo one,ò he remarked to Travers, who was standing with him on the platform of the car, 

ñcan understand the fascination of this country until he returns to it after an absence. Oneôs heart 

expands as one says to oneôs self, óYonder lies Mexico!ôðthe land of wonders and of mystery, 

the land as full of romance as other lands are full of commonplace, the land that for the artist, the 

poet, and the scholar possesses a spell second to none that I know, in its beauty, its interest, its 

wonderful and varied charm. Think of it as it lies before us under this mantle of darkness! Let 

your fancy wander over its trackless sierras, its wide plains, its walled cities, its ruins whose 

story no man can read, its ancient and strangely gifted people, its historyðBut really I beg your 

pardon!ò he broke off with a laugh. ñOne has no right to bore oneôs friends with oneôs 

enthusiasms, however great they may be.ò 

"I envy the man who has a subject upon which he finds it possible to become 

enthusiastic," said Travers. "If you can only help us to see Mexico with your eyes, my dear 

fellow, you will confer a benefit that cannot be overrated. And" ð as the train passed from the 

bridge to solid earth again ð ñhere we are! This is the soil of Mexico."  

ñYou may congratulate yourself, as far as the ordeal of the custom-house is concerned, 

that it is the soil of Mexico," said Russell . "The officials on this side treat travellers and their 

luggage with the utmost consideration."  

"That is good news, at all events," observed a feminine voice in the door behind them. 

ñOf course, I have nothing contraband in my possession," pursued Miss Meynell , stepping out on 

the platform, ñbut, none the less, one dislikes to have one's things tumbled and disarranged by 

rude men."  

"There are no rude men in Mexico," said Russell . "I promise that you will not find a fold 

of lace disarranged when you open your trunk after the custom-house examination. Give the keys 

to your father and go to bed in peace. We shall be here for an hour or two."  

"Where are we?"  

"In the town of Piedras Negras, otherwise Ciudad Porfirio Diaz, Americanised and 

uninteresting, as most border towns are. Don't think of it, but think of the country into which you 

have entered, and which lies before you like an unread page, glowing with colour, romance, and 

interest."  



''Really," said Travers, "if Russell  is allowed to go on like this as soon as we have set foot 

on Mexican ground, I should like to know what we may expect when we come to something a 

little more definite than an unknown country wrapped in darkness."  

"I understand exactly what Mr. Russell means," cried Dorothea, eagerly. "It is because 

we are just on the threshold of the country, and it lies before us under the shadow of night, 

unread and unknown, that his imagination takes in everythingð its beauty and poetry, its 

mystery and charm, its past and present."  

"You are a hopeless pair," Travers observed, throwing away his cigar, ''and I shall leave 

you to inflame each otherôs imaginations while I go and refresh myself with a little prose in the 

person ofðI beg pardon, Miss Graham! I did not see that you were coming out.ò 

There had been a momentary danger of collision in the door, where now appeared the tall, 

graceful figure of the young lady to whom he spoke.  

''I am looking for General Meynell or Mr. Russell,ò she said, in her musical voice, that 

always had a plaintive ring in it, ñfor somebody who can tell me about the custom-house 

examination. I am wretched to think of those officials tearing out my carefully packed gowns! I 

have not brought many toilettes on a journey of this kind, but stillðò  

ñStill there are enough to contain possibilities of laceration for your feelings,ò said T 

ravers. "I quite comprehend. But Russell engages that both your feelings and your toilettes shall 

be spared. Russell, come and reassure Miss Graham with regard to the examination of her 

trunks."  

Thus invoked, Russell, who had taken refuge on the lowest step of the platform, was 

forced to reappear and soothe Miss Graham's anxiety concerning her cherished gowns.  

"Pooh, pooh!'' said the general, suddenly emerging from the car. "Come and see the 

examination yourself, if you are so uneasy. But Russell says there is no trouble to apprehend, and 

we have implicit faith in Russell, you know. The best thing to do is to give me your keys and not 

worry at all."  

Miss Graham hesitated for a moment, but evidently she could not bring herself to trust 

anything so precious as those keys to the easy-going general. She finally said, with an air of 

resolution, ñI should prefer to go myself. Sometimes the presence of a lady has an effect."  

"I think you are wise," said Travers gravely. ñA smile judiciously bestowed has been 

known to work even greater wonders than the softening of a custom-house official."  

ñWell, Dorothea," said her father, ñare you coming too?"  

Dorothea could not in courtesy allow her friend to go alone, so the party strolled down to 

the custom-house, where they found their luggage ready for inspection, and where the inspection, 

when it took place, justified all that Russell had said of the courtesy of the officials. Miss 

Graham was inclined to attribute the extreme consideration shown in the perfunctory 

examination to the effect of the smiles she liberally bestowed upon the examiner, but when she 

saw the next trunk in order, that of a pale, careworn woman, whose fascinating qualities, if she 

possessed any, were certainly not apparent to outward view, treated with equal consideration, she 

was forced to abandon the flattering theory, and only accept the result with relief and gratitude.  

ñWhat a lovely thing is courtesy!'' said Dorothea meditatively, as they presently retraced 

their steps towards the waiting train. "And what a mistake the Anglo-Saxon makes when he 

considers it incompatible with what he calls business or official duty!"  



"Oh! the Anglo-Saxon, taken in the mass, is generally more or less of a brute," remarked 

Travers carelessly. ñThe grace of fine manners has always been unknown to the race, except 

when carefully cultivated in the higher classes."  

"Every race, as well as every individual, has les défauts de ses qualités,'' said Russell. "A 

race strong in physical force is likely to be somewhat brutal and obtuse. But courtesy is the 

birthright of a Mexican. It pervades the country like a perfume, and is as certain to be found in an 

adobe hut as in a palace."  

ñHow glad I am that we are in Mexico!" said Dorothea, "and still more glad that we have 

Mr. Russell to interpret it for us."  

"Yes," said her father dryly, "I am inclined to think that without Russell we might 

possibly exhibit some Anglo-Saxon obtuseness ourselves."  

It was the sun himself who waked Dorothea the next morning, as if to tell her that she had 

entered the land where he reigns supreme, and where it is little wonder that he had his priests and 

worshippers of old. Even through the thick window-shade his rays pierced so insistently to touch 

her sleeping lids, that they were constrained to unclose; and extending her hand she lifted 

cautiously a little of the curtain, lest too much splendour should overwhelm her vision, and 

looked out. What she saw was a wide plain bounded by distant mountains and flooded with such 

an excess of light, such clear and dazzling radiance, as she had never beheld before. The great 

god of day had just risen in his majesty above the crest of the eastern sierras, and his level rays 

filled all the wide scene with gold, save the sides of the mountains, where soft, purple shadows 

yet hung. It was desert over which that resplendent mantle of glory was spread; but to Dorotheaôs 

dazzled eyes it looked too radiant for mere earthly land. The wide, sun-kissed expanse, extending 

to the foot of those divine heights with their changing robes of colour, the translucent atmosphere, 

the vast, marvellous sky, the all pervading blaze of light, the indefinable sense of breathing a 

new and rarefied air, all gave the impression of a veritable Land of the Sun, where the earth had 

yearned upwards, as it were, to meet his ardent kiss, and where he had poured his rays upon her 

with the passion of a lover through unnumbered ages. 

 But the eye brings its own power of seeing, and it was not remarkable that such an 

impression was not shared by all the party. ñAn inspiriting kind of landscape this!ò said the 

general, taking a comprehensive survey of the wide waste, covered with low-growing sage 

bushes and yucca palms, as he sat down to breakfast. On one side very near at hand, 

apparentlyðwere a range of dark, volcanic-looking hills, and on the other, bounding the far-

stretching expanse of the level plain, a line of more distant mountains, wrapped in a veil of 

softest azure. ñIt is neither more nor less than a desert!ò he added, cracking the shell of his egg 

with a sharp stroke.  

 ñExactly that,ò answered Russell. ñI warned you not to expect anything of interest to-day. 

Our route lies altogether over this desert, until we reach Torreon this evening.ò 

 ñBut I find a great deal of beauty here,ò said Margaret Langdon, also looking out over the 

scene with her grey eyes shining in the clear morning light. ñThere is such a sense of unlimited 

expansion in this plain, such breadth of sky, such floods of sunshine, and such wonderful tints on 

the mountains. See how that nearer range is purple almost to blackness, while what tender aerial 

shades of blue are on those distant heights!ò 



Miss Graham turned and made a little movement of repulsion as she looked out of the 

window beside her. They were now running so close to the nearer hills that it almost seemed as if 

a stone thrown from the train might strike them, and they stood fully revealed in all  their rugged 

harshness, their abrupt sides covered only with cacti and scattered masses of black volcanic rock. 

It is impossible to imagine anything more forbidding than they thus appeared. They seemed to 

have been fashioned by Nature in her most savage mood.  

"Do you really find anything to admire in those?" asked the young lady with excusable 

surprise. ñI had no idea before that hills could be so hideous."  

ñThey are so young," said Travers, in a tone of apology. Russell has just been explaining 

that that is what is the matter with them. They are full of the crudity of youth, to which, you 

know, many things must be excused. And hill s are unlike people in one respect ð they grow 

better looking as they grow older. We may hope much for the softening effect of time on these. 

A few thousand years hence they will  no doubt have improved much in appearance."  

"The conductor has been telling me a gruesome story," said the general, ñabout some 

place among them where, when the survey for the road was made, the party discovered a cave 

full of human bones."  

"They are certainly savage and desolate enough for anything," said Dorothea. "A very 

fitting place to find a cave full of human bones. How did the discoverers account for them? Was 

an ogre supposed to have made his home there in times past?"  

"The theory seemed to be that it was a place where brigands disposed of their victims," 

answered the general; "but of course no one could tell."  

"The brigand theory is plausible," observed Travers, "only I was under the impression 

that those gentlemen usually selected high-roads rather than deserts for their operations."  

"That fact is what makes the theory plausible," said Russell. ñThe high-road from 

Monterey to Parras crosses this desert and enters between these hills near the spot where the 

discovery was said to have been made.ò 

ñAnd unless all reports err,ò said the general, ñbrigandage was for many years, if it is not 

still, the curse of the country.ò 

ñAn undeniable fact,ò said Russell, ñand not to be wondered at when one remembers that, 

from the time of the first rising for independence, the country hardly knew a day of peace for 

more than half a century. Guerrilla bands infested it, and, under cover of the constant warfare, 

robbery and slaughter abounded. No one who knows anything of the effect of war, especially 

civil war, can be surprised at such a result. It is only surprising that, after seventy years of almost 

constant revolution, lawlessness and anarchy could so soon have been subdued, and the people 

have settled into the condition of law-abiding order we now find.ò 

 ñAnd is brigandage extinct?ò asked Travers. 

ñPractically so. In wild, remote parts of the country it may yet linger a little; but the 

government is untiring in efforts to suppress it, and these efforts are severe enough to be 

effectual. I may remark, in passing, that one never hears of train robbers in Mexico. They are a 

feature peculiar to our high civilisation across the border.ò 

ñThat is a comfort at any rate,ò said Dorothea, ñfor this road would offer an excellent 

opportunity for them. We might all be murdered and thrown into a cave without any possible 

chance of rescue.ò 



With such light talk they managed to dispose of an hour or so of the long day, in which 

they were assured there would be nothing to see. And yet to one or two, at least , there was so 

much to see that even the books with which they had provided themselves in liberal quantity 

failed to attract their attention. There was no change, and yet an infinite variety, in the great 

desert over which they sped steadily southward. Dorothea presently induced the porter to place a 

camp-stool for her on the rear platform of the car, where under the shade of a large parasol she 

sat, delighting her eyes with the atmospheric effects that converted the waste into a wonderland. 

Steeped in sunshine, the great plain, with its palms and cacti and white, dazzling alkali soil, 

assumed an ocean-like variety of tint as it stretched away into remote distance, blending at last 

into what seemed to be sparkling, tree-fringed lakes, lying at the base of the distant heights ð 

but which in reality was only a mirage that changed and shifted constantly. The mountains that 

bounded these wide leagues of space on each hand were full of inexhaustible charm and ever-

changing beauty, as they threw their spurs out upon the plain, broken into fantastic forms, wildly 

desolate and darkly purple or brown, or lay against the remote horizon in robes of celestial hue 

and dreamy softness, while fleecy masses of white clouds were piled above their crests or tossed 

with feathery lightness into their violet gorges. Marvellous was the variety of transformations 

which they underwent, marvellous the fascination of the changes wrought by every mile of 

distance, and most marvellous the impression which the whole scene in its mingled beauty and 

desolation produced upon the imagination. On the vast expanse there was no human habitation, 

no movement of man or beast. Nature had taken this realm for her own, by withholding the 

saving water that would have made it blossom like the rose; but in compensation she had flung 

over it her most royal colours, arched above it her most brilliant sky, fanned it with the freedom 

of her purest airs, and, desert though it was, given it a strange and penetrating charm which many 

of the garden spots of the earth lack.  

"But one would need to be a poet to express it," said Dorothea softly to herself ð yet, 

softly as she spoke, the words were heard by one of whose presence near her she had been 

unconscious.  

ñWhat is it that we are told?" observed a voice above her head. ñóTo have the deep poetic 

heart is more than all poetic speech'? Be satisfied with possessing the heart, and never mind the 

speech."  

She turned and, glancing up, found Travers standing in the open door behind her.  

ñI should be quite satisfied if I thought that I possessed it,ò said she, ñbut that is nonsense, 

you know.ò  

ñI am not sure that it is nonsense,ò he answered. "An artistic eye and a poetic perception 

are both required to perceive any beauty in this scene. To most people it would be only a sun-

parched waste, made up of desolate plain and savage mountains.ò 

ñBut the colour, the changing aspects and contrasts, the breadth of horizon, the loveliness 

of outline and purity of tint, the sense of infinite expansionðsurely any one able to feel at all 

must recognise the beauty of all this!ò 

ñDoubtful. It requires a peculiar faculty of appreciation. At all events let us imagine so. It 

is a very solid comfort to be able to feel oneôs self superior to the majority of mankind, on whom 

all fine and subtle effects in nature or in art are wasted.ò 



ñWhat an immense amount of comfort you must have, then!ò said Dorothea. ñI never 

knew any one likely to derive more from that particular consideration.ò 

He Laughed. ñI must acknowledge that I do,ò he said. ñAnd why not? One does not have 

so many sources of comfort in this best of all possible worlds, that one should neglect any of a 

satisfactory nature. Honestly, now, donôt you plume yourself a little on seeing and feeling things 

that the commonplace herd never see or feel?ò 

ñI never allow myself to think of my fellow-creatures as a commonplace herd,ò she 

replied promptly. ñAnd I never encourage sentiments of vanityðnever! Pray understand that, Mr. 

Travers.ò 

ñI bow before your superior virtue, then. For my part I encourage everything that tends to 

make life more agreeable; and a comfortable belief in oneôs own superiority certainly does so. I 

confess, also, that I do not believe in modest merit. No one ever had powers above those of his 

fellows without being fully aware of it.ò 

ñBut it does not follow that he was vain of it,ò cried the girl quickly. ñIt is a bad rule to 

judge everybody by yourself. Here is Mr. Russell. He certainly is not vain, or arrogant, or 

anything else disagreeable, and yet he must know he has powers very much above those of most 

people.ò 
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ñOh! Russell is rather a remarkable person,ò replied Mr. Travers carelessly ñHe must 

know, as you say, that he is not exactly ordinary, but he is a master in the art of concealing the 

factðaware, probably, that what people resent is not so much a manôs superiority as his own 



knowledge of it. But here he comes, to speak for himself! Russell, Miss Meynell has just been 

remarking how successfully you conceal the vanity with which it is useless to suppose you are 

not burdened as heavily as the rest of us.ò 

ñI donôt imagine,ò said that gentleman; ñI am sure that I donôt conceal mine. But I hope 

to learn a little humility by the time we finish this journey. With Russell on one side to instruct, 

and you on the other to snub meðnot to speak of Miss Grahamôs praiseworthy efforts in the 

same directionðI shall probably find my self-conceit materially reduced when we cross the Rio 

Grande again. By the by, Russell, is there no other route by which we could have entered the 

country except through such a desert as this?ò 

ñOh, yes!ò Russell replied, ñthere are other routes, but we have chosen this line because it 

brings us at once into the heart of the land you have come to see, the ancient land of the Aztec 

and the Spaniard, with its brilliant, picturesque cities, absolutely unlike any others on the soil of 

the New World. You will see one of them to-morrow,ò he said, smiling at Dorothea, ñand you 

will feel as if an ocean must surely roll between it and the country you have left.ò 

ñSo much the better!ò she cried. ñAnd its name?ò 

ñZacatécas.ò 

She knitted her brows in an effort of remembrance. ñI recall the name, but not what is 

said of the place. I must read it up in Mr. Janvierôs Guide. I could never, by the way, have 

imagined, until I saw that book, how excellent would be the result of inducing a literary artist to 

write a guide-book. This is not only full of information, but it is told in the most delightful 

manner.ò 

ñAnd, better yet, all the information is accurate,ò said Russell. ñUnlike some other 

literary artists, Mr. Janvier never distorts or embroiders facts for effect. When I first entered 

Mexico his guide-book was my constant companion in all my wandering, and I never yet found 

it at fault. He is always as accurate in fact as he is charming in style, and his knowledge of the 

country is to be specially relied upon because it is founded on the sympathy without which true 

comprehension is impossible. He knows Mexico thoroughly because he loves it, as all who really 

know it must.ò 

ñBut why bother with guide-books, however accurate and charming, when here is Russell 

to tell you all you want to know?" queried Travers. "Follow my example, and apply boldly to 

him for any desired information. Now, about this place with the remarkable name. What is it 

noted for, as the geographies of my youth were wont to ask?"  

"A geographer," answered Russell, "would probably reply that it is noted for its mines, 

which have produced vast quantities of silver ; for its picturesqueness ð or do geographers 

notice that?ð and for its great altitude. It lies about eight thousand feet above the sea."  

ñHigher than any mountain on our Atlantic coast!" said Dorothea in an awed tone. "What 

a wonderful region the plateau of Mexico must be!"  

"We do not seem to be ascending very much at present," said Travers, glancing around 

the wide, level expanse.  

"We have, however, been ascending ever since we left the Rio Grande," Russell replied, 

"and to-night we shall  climb several thousand feet more. Then our way will lie along that great 

volcanic ridge, the table-land between two oceans, which fanned by the airs of both, with its 

varied elevations giving every variety of climate and product, its beautiful lakes, its vast plains 



and mountains, is, in its natural features alone, one of the most interesting regions of the world. 

Humboldt says ð but I must really have compassion on you! Never mind what Humboldt says, 

at present."  

ñBut I mind," cried Dorothea. "If you think that I will consent to be cheated out of 

information so interesting in that manner, you are mistaken. I insist on hearing what Humboldt 

says of the plateau of Mexico."  

"That is rather a large demand to fill," said Russell, smiling; "but a desire so laudable 

should be encouraged. Meanwhile, are you aware that the glare of this alkali soil is very great? 

Have you no fear of the feminine bête noir ð sun-burn? I really think you will find it pleasanter 

within."  

"If I come will you tell me what Humboldt says?" she asked, holding on to her point with 

pertinacity.  

ñI will do better than that," Russell answered. "You shall  read it for yourself. I will show 

you what he has written of the wonderful region in which you will be to-morrow."  

ñWith that inducement I shall go in," said, she, rising. "I will pull down the blinds so that 

the sky and the hills and the mirage shall not tempt me; and devote myself to acquiring 

information about the country. Mr. Travers, is it worth while to advise you to do likewise?"  

"I am constrained to make the humiliating confession that I have at present imbibed as 

much information as I feel myself able to digest," replied Mr. Travers with an air befitting the 

confession. "I think that I shall relax my mind over a novel and a cigar, and admire your and 

Russell 's industry from afar. The spring of my enthusiasm is extremely likely to become dry if I 

pump it too persistently. One must humour one's self in these things. "  

"As far as I can perceive," responded Dorothea unkindly, "you humour yourself in all 

things. We will leave you, then, to your novel and your cigar, and hope that the spring of your 

enthusiasm will  have sufficiently filled for you to appreciate Zacatécas when we reach it. Come, 

Mr. Russell. Let us go in and read Humboldt."  
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CHAPTER V. 

 

A CITY OF THE SKY. 

 

Brown, bare, savage in their wildness and grandeur, the mountains that enclose Zacatécas 

stand. As the train climbs their steep grades and winds in curve after curve around their great 

shoulders, there is a shifting panorama of deep gorges and towering heights, vast red-brown 

hillsides without a spear of vegetation, crossed only by the lines of white boundary stones that 

mark the extent of the different mining claims; and, as the city is approached, mine after mine in 

close succession, each surrounded by massive stone walls, each marked by the curious, drum-

like malacatas, the chimneys of its furnaces, and the square enclosure in which numbers of 

mules are working ore by the patio process. For this is the centre of one of the great silver 



districts of Mexico, and from these heights, of aspect so desolate and forbidding, a kingdom's 

ransom in the precious metal has been drawn.  

"This is really very interesting," said the general, as the train winds around the mountain-

side, and it would be possible to drop a stone into many of the reduction works which line the 

gorges, where men and mules look Lilliputian from the great altitude of the track. Broad, smooth 

roads led by easy gradients around the hillsides towards these mines, and along them pass 

constantly strings of laden burros, men in wide, white trousers and gaily-striped blankets, 

horsemen with picturesque and fantastic accoutrements shining in the sunlight. There is a stir of 

life and activity everywhere, all things indicate the centre of a great industry and the 

neighbourhood of a populous city, while in the crystalline clearness of the rarefied atmosphere, 

with the dazzling sunshine, intensely blue sky, and massive red-brown heights, the whole picture 

is vivid and impressive in the extreme, full of colour and absolutely foreign in every feature to 

the eyes that gaze with fascinated interest upon it.  

"And is it possible that all those are mines?" asked Dorothea somewhat incredulously ð 

ñthose fortress-like masses of buildings, and those curious enclosures where strings of mules are 

walking about in black mud?"  

ñThat black mud," said Russell, ñis the precious silver ore, reduced to a pulp and united 

with quicksilver ð an amalgamating process invented in Mexico soon after the Conquest. But 

see!ð there is the first glimpse of Zacatécas!"  

They all looked eagerly. Higher and higher the engine had been climbing, panting like 

some over-burdened monster the while, until suddenly there was a swiftly-passing picture of a 

city that seemed transported from the Orient, with its mass of flat-roofed houses, its shining 

domes and slender towers, set in a deep, narrow valley and forming an indescribable mass of soft 

colour, framed by the brown, rugged heights. Then the hills closed again, the beautiful picture 

was lost, and, with a final curve, the train stopped at the station of Zacatécas, although the city 

itself remained hidden from sight.  

"How charming!" cried Dorothea as she sprang to her feet. "The whole thing has a savour 

of magic. Great bare, savage heights, studded with fortresses for mines, and suddenly a glimpse 

ofð Bagdad, is it? or Damascus? or Granada? ð lying in the deep brown valley, glistening with 

a thousand tints, and disappearing like a phantom of the imagination."  

The first thing of which the party were conscious, when they stepped out upon the 

platform of the station, was the presence of a very chill and penetrating air, which made it 

necessary to button cloaks and overcoats closely. Miss Graham glanced reproachfully at Russell. 

"I thought," she observed, "that we should find warm weather in Mexico."  

"In Mexico, as elsewhere, it is likely to be cold on a mountain,ò Russell replied ; ñand 

you must remember that we are at the very respectable elevation of about a mile and a half above 

the sea."  

ñThe temperature strikers me as quite pleasant,'' said the general. ñChilly, it is true, but 

bracing."  

"Whenever a temperature is cold enough to be disagreeable, it is supposed to be bracing," 

said Dorothea. ñFor my part, I object exceedingly to being braced. The very term implies 

unpleasantness.ò  



"What a picturesque throng of people!" said Mrs. Langdon. "We have come into a new 

world indeed."  

Whether new or old ð and surely most old in its aspects and suggestions, alike of Europe 

and the ancient East ð a wonderful world certainly to eyes fresh from the commonplace life of 

modem America! The dark, graceful people, with their gentle manners and sweet-toned speech, 

their costumes varied for every class and every occupation, seem separated by the distance of 

half the globe, rather than by a few hours of travel, from the world left behind. No wonder that 

the party paused and gazed, forgetful of all else for a moment, at the scene before them. It was 

such a scene as may be witnessed on the arrival of the train at the station of any important  

Mexican town, one which a moderate sojourn in the country renders very familiar, but which is 

full of striking novelty and interest to the new-comer. Women with softly-tinted faces and 

melting dark eyes, draped in the long blue scarfs or rebozos of the lower orders; men of the same 

class, with their slender, sinewy figures dressed in white cotton cloth with bright-colored zarapes 

tossed over their shoulders; cargadores, or porters, wearing the broad leather band by which they 

carry hundreds of pounds weight upon their backs; venders of fruits and dulces offering their 

commodities with insinuating grace; gentlemen in closely-fitting trousers of cloth or buckskin 

ornamented down the sides with rows of silver buttons, short, richly-embroidered jacket and 

sombrero, also lavishly trimmed with silver; ladies with the black mantilla over their heads, or 

the abundant coils of their dark hair left uncovered while the drapery slips to their shoulders ð 

all form an assemblage so full of the colour and grace in which modern life is for the most part 

conspicuously lacking, that no after impression can deepen or efface the first strong sense of 

absolute strangeness, and a picturesque quality altogether charming.  

But the general was meanwhile looking around for Zacatécas. "Where has the city hidden 

itself?" he asked. ñAnd how are we to reach it?"  

ñBy tramway apparently," said Travers. "Carriages appear to be an unknown luxury 

here.ò  

"They are rather a useless luxury, as you will soon perceive," said Russell.  

And indeed, as they were borne down the steep slope of the hill on which the station 

stands, by a tramcar that sped along as fast as its small and lively mules could gallop, they 

perceived that there was scant room for wheeled vehicles in the narrow, precipitous streets they 

entered.  

The valley in which the city lies is a ravine between steeply ascending heights, up the 

sides of which the buildings have climbed in successive terraces, with a result very delightful to 

the eye, though probably not so admirable from a sanitary point of view. But notwithstanding the 

difficulties of the situation, the place has all the air of cleanliness that distinguishes Mexican 

cities. The prevailing tone of colour is a soft terracotta, derived from the reddish-brown stone of 

which it is chiefly built, that harmonises well with the deeper brown of the enclosing hills, the 

dazzling sapphire of the overarching sky, the richness of abounding sculpture, the jewel-like 

flash of highly-glazed tiles, and the brilliant touches of colour in the garb of the people who fill 

the streets that ran up and down between houses built with Old World solidity, on that ancient 

model brought by the Moors into the Iberian peninsula so long ago, and thence borne across the 

western seas to the land of New Spain.  



The tramway carried the strangers rapidly into the heart of this quaint and charming city. 

After a brief visit to a hotel, where rooms were engaged, and where the cloistral arches 

surrounding its court seemed full of the memory of the banished nuns whose home was here for 

long years of peace  

"They do, with comparatively few exceptions," said Russell. ñThe proportion of pure 

Spanish blood in Mexico is very small. Spain civilised and ruled the countries she discovered ð 

she did not repopulate them. Hence, when the rulers withdrew, the natives remained in 

possession. There would not be one of these dark faces to be seen had the conquerors of Mexico 

belonged to the same race as the settlers of North America. Yet the descendants of those who 

robbed utterly and exterminated entirely our native races hold up their hands in pious horror at 

the conduct of the Spaniards, who have left Mexico possessed by Mexicans."  

"I also find," said the general, "that I had very little idea of the work which Spain did here. 

If she filled her treasury with the riches of Mexico, she certainly spent a vast amount of those 

riches in the country. And her work is so well done ð so splendid and so enduring ð that it 

shames the work of other civilisers and settlers."  

"The material side of the work is, indeed, magnificent," said Russell. "The public 

buildings, churches, aqueducts, roads, and bridgesð all of these, as you remark, shame our work 

of the present day; but that is trifling compared to the greater work of civilising and 

Christianising this people. Think of it for a moment!  Here is one part of North America 

possessed by a native race, lifted to a higher plane of civilisation than was ever before attained 

by any race of men in the same length of time. Putting aside the romantic fictions of Aztec 

civilisation, we know that in reality Spain found these people savages, practising the very worst 

and most cruel idolatry; and she has left them civilised, intelligent, and Christian to the core, let 

their calumniators and detractors say what they will to the contrary."  

Here Miss Graham yawned in a manner expressive of a mental weariness calculated to 

touch the hardest heart. Standing a tall, graceful figure in her perfectly-fitting tailor-made gown, 

she had beguiled the interval of the above conversation in observing with a critical eye the black-

clad, mantilla-draped ladies passing by, and she now communicated the result of her 

observations to Dorothea. ñOne thing at least is certain,'' she said; ñstyle has not yet penetrated 

into Mexico."  

Russell, hearing the remark, laughed. ñSuspend judgment on that point. Miss Graham, 

until we reach the City of Mexico," he said. "You will fancy yourself among the modes of  

Paris then."  

"Let us thank Heaven," said Dorothea impatiently, "that there are a few corners of the 

world left where the modes of Paris and the cult of Redfern have not penetrated. My dear  

Violet, I know that I am blaspheming all your gods ð but really, to talk of style in the face of 

such scenes as these is too much!"  

Miss Graham, looking slightly offended, replied that she had not been aware that style 

was a subject which could be out of place in any scene. "I shall get one or two of these mantillas 

of Spanish lace before I leave the country," she added meditatively. "They will come in well for 

drapery, or for fancy balls."  

"You have not yet seen the west front of the cathedral," said Russell, addressing the party 

a little hastily ð for he feared that the smile on Travers' lip would irritate Dorothea into retort; 



and for the same reason, probably, he went on talking as they turned away in the direction 

indicated. ñThese great Mexican churches," he said, "all belong architecturally to the order of the 

Spanish Renaissance, which, with its noble harmony of outline and florid magnificence of detail, 

has always seemed to me specially appropriate to this wonderful land of New Spain in the days 

of its fabulous wealth."  

ñThat is certainly a magnificent façade!" said the general as they paused before the vast 

front of the cathedral, the entire central portion of which is a mass of elaborate sculpture, with 

life-size statues of our Lord and the Apostles set in niches between richly decorated columns, 

and the ornate yet harmonious splendour of the whole broken by cornices into three stately 

stories. The sides of the façade are of plain, admirably cut stone, crowned by the noble towers, 

one (apparently unfinished but most effective) consisting of a single story, a square mass of the 

richest imaginable carving, the other rising with exquisite proportions into a second story, and 

equally rich in decoration, while at the farther end of the edifice the great tile-encrusted 

Byzantine dome lifts itself, with an incomparable effect of lightness and grace, above the 

massive walls and flat roof.  

ñTell us something of the history of this church,ò said Dorothea. ñIt is too old and too 

splendid not to have a history."  

ñEvery church in Mexico has a history," said Russell, ñso interwoven with all the past of 

the country, so rich in poetry and picturesqueness, that it is like an idyl rather than a history."  

ñAnd this church?" she persisted, looking up into his face with her eyes shining.  

He smiled down at her. "Let your fancy, then, go back to a day close upon three hundred 

and fifty years ago, when into this valley came the noble Spaniard Juan do Tolosa, bringing with 

him certain Franciscan fathers bent upon their work of converting the natives to Christianity. 

Juan de Tolosa encamped, we are told, at the foot of the Bufað that great hill yonder which 

closes and dominates the valley ð and the holy fathers, planting their cross, gathered the natives 

around them and began the preaching which never failed of success. The Indians, who must have 

been as gentle and friendly as they are to-day, showed Tolosa the silver lodes whence resulted 

the foundation of the city; and on the consecrated spot where the cross had been first set up, the 

parish church was built. This being presently rebuilt with great splendour, became the cathedral 

when Zacatécas was erected into a see. That is all I can tell you of it ð the bare outline of its 

history. All that it has witnessed, all the life of which it has been the centre for these three 

centuries, you must imagine for yourself."  

"It is not difficult to imagine," said the girl musingly. "And it has had its vicissitudes, has 

it not? It has suffered from spoliation?"  

"Few Mexican churches have suffered more. Before the confiscation of church property 

its interior adornments were as rich as wealth and pious generosity could make them. When men 

were drawing millions from the silver lodes beneath our feet it seemed to them a proper and 

natural thing to bestow a small proportion of these riches on the sanctuary of God. But other men 

with other ideas have since arisen, who have not hesitated to despoil the church of these gifts in 

order to pay the cost of revolutions ð and fill the coffers of their leaders. History repeats itself, 

as we know; and the cupidity which covets such riches, as well as the might which takes with a 

strong hand what it covets, is an old story in the world. Now shall we go in?"  



As they passed from the dazzling sunshine of the outer world into the soft gloom of the 

church they were met by a fragrance of incense lingering still in the peaceful interior. The 

spacious open nave spread before them in fine perspective, its floor inlaid in Moorish pattern 

with the beautiful hard woods of Mexico, and polished by the knees of many generations of 

worshippers, the richly decorated roof sprang upward in splendid arch, and the frescoed dome 

soared above the high altar throned on its steps of coloured marble. Altars rich with gold lined 

the walls on each side; through the high windows rays of misty sunlight fell on statues in robes 

stiff with ancient embroidery, on dim old paintings, and candlesticks which looked as if they 

might have been brought from the temple of Jerusalem, as they stood holding tapers of wax as 

thick as a man's arm. It was all, in its faded sumptuousness, its noble space and solemn calm, like 

a poem full of pathos, yet of triumph too. For, though despoiled of so much of its magnificence, 

with the princely gifts that once adorned it taken away by the robbers in high places with whom 

Mexico has been so abundantly cursed, the charm of the old sanctuary still remains, and must 

ever remain, as long as its sculptured façade uplifts the symbol of redemption over the spot 

where the holy Franciscans planted it three hundred and fifty years ago.  

Perhaps only in Spain can any other churches be found so absolutely delightful to the 

artistic sense as those of Mexico. Constructed with the massive solidity, the enduring strength of 

ages when men built not pretentious shams to last for a day, but temples in which generations 

might worship God for centuries, they are in every detail marvels of picturesqueness. Great gates 

of ancient metal-work guard chapels where the glance can scarcely pierce the twilight obscurity 

to distinguish the details of time-touched splendors within; pictures with the rich tones of the old 

Spanish painters look down from dusky corners; delicate arabesque carving delights the eye; 

wrought silver and carved onyx abound. And the people ðah, the people! Through the great 

open doorways they come and go, as little children to their mother s side to offer a caress or 

whisper a petition. At no hour can one enter the humblest chapel or the stateliest cathedral 

without witnessing a piety so unobtrusive, so unconscious, and so sincere that it cannot fail to 

touch and edify any one capable of receiving edification. Female figures, with their drapery 

drawn in graceful folds over their heads and around their shoulders, kneel before the different 

shrines absorbed in silent prayer; or a group may be seen together reciting the rosary or a litany 

in audible tones; children clasp their slender brown hands in devotional entreaty, or sit on the 

floor beside their mothers and gaze with dark, solemn eyes at scenes familiar as those of their 

own home. Men of all ages and classes come in, kneel on the pavement, pray with fervour, 

sometimes with arms extended in the attitude of crucifixion, then cross themselves in the devout  

Spanish fashion and pass out again to the world of business or pleasure. From the stately hidalgo 

to the sandalled peasant, who puts his basket down beside him as he kneels, all show the same 

devotion, the same reverence for the sacred place and the sacred presence it enshrines.  

All of this the strangers found in the old cathedral of Zacatécas. Its Rembrandt-like 

shadows, its lofty domes and incense-laden atmosphere, seemed fit surroundings for the dark, 

gentle people who came and went, gliding noiselessly over the marquetry floor or kneeling 

motionless as statues around some carved confessional, within which sat a priest, tonsured head 

bent, and delicate ascetic face outlined, like a pictured saint of the Spanish or Italian school. 

They found a courteous sacristan who led them into the spacious sacristies, the chapter-room, 

and other parts of that mass of buildings, of vast vaulted chambers, long stone passages, courts 



and corridors, which are comprised within the walls of a Mexican cathedral. In the dusky spaces 

of the great rooms were objects to set an antiquarian wild with covetous desire. Dark old chests 

revealed treasures of ecclesiastical embroidery, pictures of dead and gone prelates looked down 

from the walls, crucifixes gleamed with ivory whiteness out of dim recesses; in the baptistery 

they saw where the splendid font of silver valued at a hundred thousand dollars had once stood, 

and everywhere the picturesque delighted their eyes. It was like a dream when, emerging from 

these precincts, as full of the spell of the Middle Ages as if their massive walls, their cloisters 

and archways, had stood for ten instead of three centuries, they found themselves again in the 

midst of the vivid life of the plaza, its shifting colours and moving throngs.  

But presently it was necessary to pause and rest, even from rich old churches, quaint 

markets full of colour, and the varied life of the picturesque foreign streets. Very foreign, too, 

was their first Mexican meal at the Hotel Zacetano. They were all pleased by the strange, savory 

dishes which were set before them in well-ordered succession, accompanied by some very good 

wine of the country, for which Russell called.  

"I should have been very much disappointed if we had failed to find any savour of 

novelty in the food,ò Travers remarked. ñThe greatest pleasure in going away from home is to 

vary one's mode of living, to find a foreign flavour in everything, and certainly not least in the 

cuisine. But the whole world is growing so hideously commonplace and alike that this is not 

always easy to attain."  

"Yes, I too like a foreign flavour in all things when I go abroad," said Mrs. Langdon, 

"and I am agreeably surprised by Mexican cookery. I had an idea that it was barbarously full of 

red pepper."  

"Chili?" said Russell smiling. ñIt is much used in their cookery ð that excellent curried 

rice which you liked derived its chief flavour from it ð but only the lower classes use it in 

excess. There is no more varied cuisine, rich in all manner of carefully prepared and generally 

highly spiced dishes, than the Mexican. People who fancy that they live on frijoles, tortillas, and 

chili con carne are only acquainted with the habits of the peasants.ò  

ñQuiere V. los frijolitos, señor?ò inquired the musical voice of a dark-eyed waiter at his 

elbow at the moment.  

"He wants to know if we will take the national dish of beans which in Mexico closes 

every repast?" Russell inquired of the company.  

"Tell him to bring them by all means," replied Dorothea. ñWe propose to be as 

thoroughly Mexican as possible while we are in the country."  

After the frijoles had been tasted and pronounced "not bad," the dessert served, and 

strong, black coffee placed before them, a discussion how the afternoon should be spent was 

naturally in order. The general suggested a visit to the silver mines, which as the leading industry 

of Zacatécas should, he conceived, be deserving of the attention of intelligent travellers. But this 

idea was not encouraged by Russell.  

ñIf you will allow me to advise," he said, ñI think that it will be well to defer that 

particular line of sight-seeing until we reach Guanajuato. The mines there are more accessible 

and of greater interest than these."  



ñOh, yes, papa!" said Dorothea. ñMr. Russell proposes something better than silver mines for 

this afternoon. He says there is a charming town near here called Guadalupe, to which one is 

conveyed by a tramway that slides down-hill by the force of gravity."  

"The tramway?"  

"The cars, of courseð and are dragged back by mules. There seems a little novelty in 

that."  

"There might be too much, perhaps. And what is to be seen in the place after we have 

reached it?"  

"A beautiful old church, and ð what else, Mr. Russell?"  

ñAn exquisite chapel, a picturesque market full of native colour, an Orfanatorioð"  

ñSpeak English, please," murmured Travers.  

"Well, an orphan asylum, where the children are trained in letters and trades ð an 

admirable institution calculated to interest philanthropic persons."  

"I am not sure that we are philanthropic enough to care for the orphan asylum," said 

Dorothea, doubtfully, "but I am certain that we are all artistic enough to care for the chapel.  

So I think we had better go to Guadalupe."  

"Please except me," said Miss Graham languidly. "I am neither philanthropic nor artistic, 

and I have seen churches enough for one day. Do you suppose" ð appealing plaintively to the 

company in general ð "that I can possibly sleep on the bed in my room? It is positively as hard 

as this," tapping the tiled floor with her foot.  

ñIt will be a bad prospect if you cannot manage to do so," replied Russell, ñsince you will 

find few beds of any other kind in Mexico."  

ñWhat a country!" said the young lady, lifting her shoulders. ñHow can you all be so 

enthusiastic over it? Well," after an expressive pause, ñif I can sleep on that bed, I shall go to 

sleep while you make your excursion this afternoon. I confess I am very tired."  

ñPerhaps you will be rested sufficiently to climb the Bufa with us when we return?" 

suggested Mrs. Langdon. ''We are going there for the view at sunset."  

"That terrible hill? I don't know. It will be a dreadful climb. But when you come back I 

will tell you whether or not I feel able to attempt it."  

With this understanding the party separated ; Miss Graham betaking herself to her hard 

couch, to seek repose after the exhausting sight-seeing and still more exhausting enthusiasm of 

the morning, and the others sallying forth again to seek the tramway for Guadalupe.  

It is at a rate of speed rather trying to weak nerves that the cars slide down hill, by the 

force of gravity, to the valley in which the pretty town lies beside its shining lake. But the lover 

of the picturesque is well repaid for any jars endured in the rapid transit by the beauty of the 

charming spot. As Oriental in aspect as the city left behind, its long, straight streets of flat-roofed 

houses radiate from the noble mass of buildings known as the sanctuary of Our Lady of 

Guadalupe, from which the town derives its name, and has its reason of being. The grand old 

church, with its chapel and cloisters, its quaint garden behind and park of roses in front, is in 

itself worthy to be the objective point of a far longer journey, as it stands, imposing in form and 

exquisite in colour and detail, in the midst of its harmonious surroundings. Above the sculptured 

façade two towers of singular beauty ð the larger massive, richly carved and surmounted by a 

tiled minaret, the other slender, graceful, airy as a dream ð rise against the dazzling sapphire of 



the sky, while the iridescent surfaces of the lantern-crowned domes glisten in the sunlight with 

jewel-like effect.  

"What a picture!ò said Margaret Langdon, under her breath, as she first caught sight of it. 

And then to Travers, who walked beside her, she added, with a smile: ñHow like a parrot one 

feels in saying the same thing over so often! I fear we shall be totally bankrupt in expressions of 

admiration long before we reach the end of our travels."  

"We shall grow more accustomed to the aspect of things," responded her philosophical 

companion, "and they will cease to affect us so strongly. Russell should have let us down more 

gradually. To step from the most modem and most unpicturesque of countries into the midst of 

one where the features of the oldest and most picturesque are mingled ð the architecture of 

Spain, with the mountains of Switzerland and the sky of Egypt ð is likely to upset one slightly."  

She laughed and confessed that it was, then bade him look at the imposing front of the 

church as it rose before them when they entered the gateway. ñThere is not an inharmonious line 

or tint," she declared.  

"It is all charming beyond expression," he replied. ñAnd that is the reason I do not try to 

express what I feel, but absorb all impressions with the stoicism suggested by the Oriental 

character of our surroundings."  

The next moment they passed through the great doors into the quiet dimness, the restful 

silence of the sanctuary. Nearly two centuries have passed since Fray Antonio Margil de Jesus 

founded this great church in honour of Nuestra Señora de Guadalupe, but the greater part of its 

original magnificence remains unimpaired by time or revolutions. Cruciform in shape, the 

interior is superb in size and proportion; the high altar, the fourteen minor altars, and the choir 

are still rich in ornament, and the whole forms a splendid and impressive edifice.  
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But loveliest of all details is the capella ð a modern addition, the gift of a lady of great wealth 

and devotion. Nothing can be conceived more exquisite than this little gem of art. Full of the 

most delicate and beautiful arabesque carving, coloured and gilded, the floor inlaid with hard 

polished woods, the magnificent altar rich with gold, the altar rail of silver and onyx, it is, with 

its frescoes and silken hangings, an offering such as the generosity of an empress could hardly 

surpass, or the finest taste of an artist desire to improve.  

It was here that the strangers saw an admirable copy of the famous, miraculous picture of 

Guadalupe, henceforth in all their wanderings to be encountered everywhere, until nothing could 

be more familiar than the graceful form, the gentle, bending head, the splendid robe, and the star-

gemmed mantle of this Lady of Mexico, with the Aztec tint upon her lovely face.  

"In all religious tradition there is no more beautiful and poetic legend than that of the 

origin of this picture," said Russell, as they paused before it.  

ñTell it to us," whispered Dorothea.  

But he smiled and shook his head. ñWait until you see the original on its own hill of 

Tepeyac. Come, you must now look at the cloisters and garden."  

So they passed to the shadowy cloisters, lined with curious old paintings representing the 

martyrdoms of the saints, and thence into the golden sunshine that lay over the garden, where 

dark-green cedars and feathery acacias lifted their tapering crests into the lucid amber of the 

upper air, and where beds of lilies and hedges of rose and geranium bloomed, while above this 

verdure rose the glistening domes and noble towers of the church.  



ñWhat a magnificent architectural mass it is!" said Dorothea, throwing her head back to 

catch the effect of the lovely Moorish minarets against the deep azure of the sky. ñMy respect for 

the people who erected such buildings, while our ancestors were, generally speaking, living in 

log houses, increases hourly. There does not seem to have ever been any period of crude 

beginnings in Mexico. The conquistadores and the missionaries who came with them, appear to 

have planted at once every element of the civilisation they left behind."  

"There is no doubt of it,ò said Russell. "These brilliant cities, with their magnificent 

churches and public buildings, existed as we see them to-day when New York and New Orleans 

were primitive villages. The wonder is, how long we have been in recognizing the unique charm 

and beauty of the country lying here at our door."  

ñPerhaps we are inclined to give them too much credit for their architecture,ò' suggested 

Travers. ñRemember they had never seen anything bad in structural art. Only think of it! Never 

to have seen a nineteenth century building! Wouldn't that be worth going back to the seventeenth 

century for?"  

ñA great many things would be worth going back to the seventeenth century for, if one 

could manage it," remarked Dorothea. ñAnd in Mexico one may be able to manage it better than 

in most places. Here, for example, in this old monastic garden with that noble pile, which seems 

transported from Europe before our eyes, it is not difficult to go back two or three centuries. It 

would not surprise me in the least if Fray ð what was his name, Mr. Russell?"  

"Fray Antonio Margil de Jesús."  

"Came walking down one of these paths in his Franciscan habit."  

"Well, I am so far material and of the nineteenth century," said Travers, "that I confess it 

would surprise me very much, and not altogether agreeably. When people are dead it is, as a 

general rule, in better taste for them to remain dead. I wonder, by the by, if he was the same Fray 

Antonio Margil who founded the missions around San Antonio in Texas?"  

"I do not know," replied Russell, "but it seems probable. He was at least a sufficiently 

interesting person to make his appearance very desirable, and if there were any hope of his 

coming I should be in favour of remaining for any length of time, in order to catch one glimpse 

of his face ð the fine Spanish face, so full of mental and moral force, which one sees in all the 

portraits of that era. But since we are two centuries too late to hope for such a meeting, I must 

reluctantly state that it is time for our return to Zacatécas, if you wish to see the sunset from the 

Bufa."  

And indeed when they reached the plaza, with its primitive booths full of gay, bright 

colour from fluttering rebozos and zarapes, its piles of fruit, vegetables, and pottery which make 

every such scene in Mexico a study for a painter, they found the tram-car on the point of 

departure, with six mules, harnessed three abreast, to drag it up the steep, winding way down 

which it had rolled so gaily. The driver, his lithe, slender form clad in the white garments of his 

class and girded with a crimson sash, his clear-cut face showing like an antique bronze under his 

wide sombrero, mounted the platform and sounded his horn in signal of departure. The spirited 

little mules started forward, and up the broad, well-graded road, past the silver mines and the 

fortress-like reduction works, the party were borne back to Zacatécas while the sunshine was still 

lying like a mantle of gold on the giant hills.  



Miss Graham was found, equipped for walking and an evident victim of ennui, on the 

corridor overlooking the court of the hotel.  

"What a time you have been!" she said, addressing the group in a tone of injury as they 

approached. ñThe churches and the orphan asylum must have proved very interesting. I have 

been waiting for hours! And now you are all probably too tired to go out again."  

ñOh, dear, no!" replied Dorothea. "We are going at once to the Bufa, and have only 

stopped for you. Come, we must start quickly, or we shall miss the sunset. And it looks very 

formidable, that hill."  

It is certainly very formidable, this great hill known as the Bufa (Buffalo), from its 

peculiar form, which so impressively rises above Zacatécas. Its height from the plaza is not more 

than five or six hundred feet; but it is so massive and abrupt that its altitude appears much greater 

to the eye ð and also to the tired limbs of ascending pedestrians, although there is a well-built 

road heading upward by wide and easy gradients. The view of the town from the different curves 

of this road is well worth the labour of ascent. Over its narrow streets and emerald plazas, over 

the flat roofs of its houses with their courts full of verdure and bloom, over the sculptured towers 

and pearly domes of its churches, the glance wanders enchanted with the mass of soft and varied 

colour, the picturesque effect of the city pent in its mountain ravine. With these views, varying at 

every turn, to repay them, and animated by the exhortations of Dorothea, the party slowly toiled 

upward and were at last rewarded by finding themselves on the summit, where the little chapel of 

Los Remedios stands.  

A famous place of pilgrimage, this church has heard innumerable prayers, and witnessed 

many strange and terrible scenes of war, bloodshed, and pillage, since it was placed upon this 

towering height close upon two hundred years ago. It is not without architectural grace, but the 

group who paused upon the platform where it stands had for many minutes eyes only for the 

prospect spread before them. The city lay directly at their feet, clasped in the close embrace of its 

massive brown hills, but from the crest of the Bufa the gaze swept over these hills to take in a 

view so wide and glorious that for a time silence was the only tribute possible to pay to it. They 

stood in the centre of a vast uplifted region, covered with the ridges and crests of mountain 

ranges, heights like Titanic storm-tossed billows, deep cañons and gorges, high valleys full of 

golden light, or lying in the purple shadow of the peaks surrounding them. Near at hand these 

giant ranges and deep, lonely ravines seemed indeed ñlike a solemn and tempestuous ocean, 

suddenly petrified with awe at the whisper of God,'' but as they receded into distance they 

wrapped themselves in veils of the most enchanting colour, while beyond Guadalupe there 

spread, far as the eye could reach, a wide, beautiful plain, shaded with every varied tint of brown 

and green, set with lakes shining like sapphires and melting afar off into mountains of divinely 

blue and tender purple hues. No more perfect pastoral picture could be conceived than this vast, 

lovely expanse, with its careful cultivation, presenting so many different yet softly-blended 

shades of colour to the eye, its distance dotted with great haciendas and clustered towns, and 

with the towers of distant cities set against the amethystine beauty of the far heights.  

"Oh, what a scene!" cried Dorothea, when she found speech at last. ñWhat a memory to 

carry away with one! Never have I seen anything so beautiful ð never!"  

"Never have I seen anything so rich in contrasting effects," said Mrs. Langdon. ñLook at 

these wild, rugged, almost terrible mountains in the midst of which we stand, then at the city like 



a dream of the Orient lying at our feet, and then at that heavenly plain, spreading into 

measureless distance ð one is almost tempted to doubt if such a scene can be reality!"  

"It is something like a mirage of the imagination," said Travers. "But I suppose it is all 

solid ð eh, Russell?ò  

"Do you want some facts to establish it?" asked Russell; ñfor example, that seven cities 

can be seen from the Bufa, besides villages, haciendas, mountains, lakesð"  

"I wonder," interrupted Dorothea, ñif it is this marvellous atmosphere that makes one feel 

how high, how very high, all this region is? I have a vision of the sea breaking far below us, 

while we stand here, in a true Land of the Sky."  

"Of course it is the atmosphere," said her father. ñI was very conscious of it as I climbed 

the hill. It is exceedingly light, and makes exertion difficult. But this is indeed a magnificent 

view. And I am surprised to see what a vast extent of agricultural country lies beyond these 

barren hills."  

"You will believe now what you heard with incredulity as we approached the city," said 

Russell, "that the name Zacatécas is derived from a word in the Indian tongue signifying óplace 

where grows the grass.ô In these great valleys, which we overlook, grass of a most succulent 

quality grows, sheep and cattle flourish, and cereals are cultivated on an immense scale, as you 

may judge from the fact that one great hacienda alone produces annually between three and four 

hundred thousand dollars from its varied crops.ò 

''Donôt give us such prosaic details, please!ò said Dorothea, dismissing the agricultural 

question with a wave of her hand. ''Tell us something picturesque and poetical, some bit of vivid 

history that we may always associate with this spot.ò 

ñMy dear Dorothea!'' remonstrated Miss Graham in a feeling tone. ñHave you not had 

enough history yet? It seems to me that Mr. Russell has done nothing but talk history since we 

left Now Orleans.ò 

ñYou are quite right, Miss Graham," said Russell good-humouredlly. ñI have certainly 

talked a great deal, and no doubt proved an immense bore to you.''  

But Dorothea turned her back impatiently upon the fair Violet, and taking his arm, shook 

it gently. ñTell me!ò she repeated. ''No one need listen who does not wish to do so. Tell me the 

history of this place!"  

ñIt Is like almost every other spot in Mexico," he answered. "Within the last seventy 

years war and tumult have raged around it. Do not ask for details. It is best not to remember what 

terrible scenes it has witnessed."  

"But earlier ð in the days of Spanish conquest and rule?"  

ñAh! of those days there are pictures enough and to spare for whoever has imagination 

enough to see them. You must know, then, that the fi rst white man who entered the valley below 

us was Captain Pedro Almindez de Chirinos, one of the companions of Cortés. Can you not 

fancy him planting the standard of Spain, and entering into friendly negotiations with the Indians? 

But, being on his way northward to the country of the Chicemacs, he remained only three days 

and then passed on, escorted, however, by the natives as far as they dared venture toward the 

territory of the hostile tribe. Sixteen years later the gleaming armour of Juan de Tolosa comes 

down the valley, and the Franciscan fathers plant their cross where the cathedral towers rise 

yonder. What a picture the Bufa looked down upon that day! Can you not see the group of mail-



clad Spaniards and brown-robed friars, surrounded by the gentle and friendly natives? Like some 

great, couchant monster, guarding the treasure beneath it, this mighty hill had stood untouched 

for ages, but a time was now come when men were to tear the treasure out of its heart. The 

Indiana showed the silver lodes to Tolosa, and he forthwith sent the news to three other noble 

Spaniards ð Baltazar Tremiño de Banuelos, Cristóbal de Oñate, and Diego de Ibarra ð who 

share with him the honour of being the founders of Zacatécas. They opened the mines, built the 

city, lent every aid in their power to Christianising the natives, and their portraits, by royal order 

of Philip Second, are incorporated in the arms of the city."  

"Thank you," said Dorothea graciously, "It is pleasant to have history epitomised for one 

on the spot where it has taken place. But I do not think that those noble gentlemen, in spite of 

their charming names, displayed much judgment in selecting a site for their cityð unless, indeed, 

they wanted to delight the eyes of all future generations by its picturesqueness alone."  

"What seems to me best worth remembering of those old Spaniards," said Margaret 

Langdon, "was their ardent faith. They not only saw God in all his works, but they consecrated 

those works to him. What a beautiful idea it was to place a church here ð to dedicate this 

dominating height to the one influence that has power to lift men's minds and hearts above the 

pursuit of riches, the clash of war, the selfishness and the suffering of human life!"  

As her soft voice ceased, one of those moments of silence which poetic nations call the 

passing of an angel, fell over the group. No one spoke ð and then suddenly through the thin, 

clear air came the stroke of a deep bell, rising from the valley. It was the great bell of the 

cathedral sounding the Angelus. An instant's pause, and every bell in the city clashed out in 

jubilant peal until the whole air was filled with the resonant sound, softened and silvered as it 

rose to the height where, catching the last beams of the vanishing day, the shrine of Her whose 

great joy was thus told to earth and heaven answered back. 

It was an exquisite moment. With serene majesty the sun had given his parting kiss to the 

mountain crests and gone to his golden couch where the peaks of the great Sierras lay cloud-like 

in the west. Colour faded out of the wide landscape, a tender, purple softness fell over valleys 

and hills, but the sky suddenly brightened into a glow so radiant that the little group upon the 

summit of the Bufa looked upward with astonished eyes. Airy, plume-like clouds of deepest rose 

seemed tossed upon the deep-blue heaven, and the far, faint mountains lay in dream-like masses 

against a sea of luminous gold. But theses dazzling splendours were brief, the colour faded as 

quickly as it had come, the rose clouds turned to filmy vapours of palest gray, the golden glory 

lessened, until Venus flashed out of its midst like a great diamond, while higher in the violet 

heaven hung the moon that a little later would shed over the scene a radiance as silvery and fairy-

like as herself.  

The air freshened perceptibly. The general buttoned his coat and said, "It is time to go.'' 

So, with a lingering glance around the wide horizon, they turned their steps downwards, where, 

wrapped in the shadow of its deep gorge, the terra-cotta city began to gleam with lights.  
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CHAPTER VI. 

 

THE VALLEY OF WARM WATERS. 

 

A WIDE, beautiful plain, bounded by far blue hills, cultivated fields where the young 

grain is springing in fresh, delicious green, vineyards, meadows, and gardens forming a paradise 

of verdure, white level roads shaded by rows of superb trees, a dream-like glimpse of domes and 

spires above masses of semi-tropical foliage, a canal which contains the warm waters that give 

their name to the state and the city, a luminous sky and floods of sunshine ð this is Aguas 

Calientes, distant half a day's (railroad) journey from Zacatécas, and two thousand feet lower.  

"It is impossible to imagine a more striking contrast than the scene of yesterday and the 

scene of to-day!" said Dorothea as she looked around her. "Think of those rugged mountains, 

and look at this smiling plain! Are there many such contrasts to be obtained in Mexico, within a 

few hours of each other, Mr. Russell?"  

ñThe table-land along which, Humboldt said, a wagon could be driven from the city of 

Mexico to Santa Fe, seems to be of a very up-and-down nature," said Travers. "This is like 

coming down from the Alps to the plains of Lombardy."  

"Aguas Calientes may seem to us low after the heights of Zacatécas," said Russell; "but it 

has a modest elevation of more than six thousand feet."  

"It has evidently a delightful climate," said the general. "This balmy air is delicious after 

the keen wind which we felt at Zacatécas."  

"It is the Valley of Warm Waters, of healing and delight,ò said Russell. ñIt must be one of 

the great health resorts of the world; but it is only one of the most charming and typical of 

Mexican cities."  

ñAnd this, I suppose, is a typical Mexican scene," said Mrs. Langdon, smiling as she 

stood still to watch the picture along the banks of the canal which contains the warm water 

flowing from the baths.  

ñIt is even more typical than this," replied Russell, "when the whole population are 

bathing. Just now they are only washing their linen ð and that of every one else, apparently."  

It was indeed a thoroughly Mexican scene. The groups of women in scanty attire ð for a 

white chemise, a coloured skirt, and the rebozo, which is bonnet and drapery in one, may be said 

to constitute the dress of the lower class ð were gathered on the edge of the canal, washing the 

linen which lay beside them in piles, in the soft, warm water ð their bare arms and necks 

gleaming in the sunshine like bronze, their long black hair streaming down their backs. With 

little aid of soap, they rubbed their garments energetically on a flat, smooth stone, and the result 

was a whiteness which could not be surpassed by any laundering process in the world.  

ñThere was never a greater mistake than to suppose that these people are indifferent to 

personal cleanliness," said Russell. ñEvery town of any size has fine public baths; and whenever 

there is a stream of water available, the populace fairly revel in it. At a certain time of day all 

along this canal, men, women, and children may be seen taking their baths in public with a 

composure equal to that of surf-bathers on fashionable ocean beaches."  

"You are sure that this water has come from the baths!" inquired Dorothea suspiciously.  



ñThere is no doubt of it, I assure you. And the baths are delightful. Would you like to 

inspect them?"  

ñJust at present," said the general, "I think we had better find our hotel. Afterwards sight-

seeing will be in order."  

Aguas Calientes revealed itself on nearer view as a city of exceeding beauty and 

picturesqueness, although the picturesqueness was altogether different in kind from that of 

Zacatécas. Lying on its verdant plain, embowered in foliage, with lovely plazas full of plants and 

flowers, everywhere relieving what might else have been the monotony of its level thorough-

fares, charming to the eye as these are in their miraculous cleanliness, and the vistas of softly-

tinted, brightly-frescoed houses which line them, it is a place where everything seems to smile in 

harmony with the smiling sky, and where life is overflowing with colour and light.  

ñIt seems an enchanting place," said Margaret Langdon; ñthe kind of place where one 

could linger for an unlimited length of time. Nature appears to have given it every charm  

ð a perfect climate, the most bountiful production of the fruits of the earth, healing waters, and 

this lovely city set in the midst of orange-groves. What are the invalids and pleasure-seekers of 

the world about that they have not found such an ideal spot and flocked to it in multitudes?"  

"Heaven grant that it may be long before they find it!ò said Russell fervently. ñWhen they 

do its chiefest charm will vanish, its colour and flavour will depart. After it has become a óresort' 

I shall never enter it again. But that day has not yet dawned. It is still Mexican throughout and 

altogether delightful."  

"At the risk of exciting indignation," remarked Travers, "I must be truthful enough to say 

that I like this place better than Zacatécas, over which you were all so enthusiastic yesterday. 

Highly picturesque as Zacatécas was, we must confess that it was slightly chilly. Now, dolce far 

niente ð for which I have a great weakness ð is possible here. This is no place to call for 

energetic sight-seeing, but rather for leisurely idling, and pleasantly sunning one's self in the 

charming gardens that seem to abound."  

ñPray be kind enough to speak for yourself," said Dorothea. ñI assure you that there are 

some of us still equal to what you call energetic sight-seeing. I, for oneð"  

"Oh! that is understood, of course," interposed Mr. with great suavity. ''I should never 

think of including you in the same category with my indolent self. Your energy, your ceaseless 

thirst for information, are an example to us all. But perhaps Mrs. Langdon will condescend to 

idle a little with me when she has nothing better to do.ò 

''I fancy we shall all do a good deal of idling here,*' answered Mrs. Langdon smiling. 

ñThe place seems made for it, as you say."  

And indeed it followed that, despite Dorothea's intentions, there was not much sight-

seeing done that day. Perhaps they were all a little tired by the amount of energy expended in  

Zacatécas, or perhaps the greater warmth of the atmosphere made itself felt in a sensible 

relaxation of spirit and muscle. It is at least certain that after dinner, at the Hotel de la Plaza, 

there followed a siesta so prolonged on the part of every one that the afternoon was well 

advanced when sharp raps from the generalôs cane on their several doors brought the party 

together again.  



Miss Graham was the last to make her appearance. "Where are we going?" she asked, 

with an air that seemed to imply that the slumber from which she had been torn was more 

attractive than any of the sights Aguas Calientes could offer.  

"Well," said the general, "the most notable feature of the place must be its warm waters, 

since the name of the whole State is derived from them; so I think we should first visit the 

baths."  

No one objecting, they therefore took their way to the famous waters which from 

remotest antiquity have gushed in steaming flood from that secret laboratory of Nature where her 

hidden forces are ever at work, and whence have proceeded the many marvels of this land, which 

seems more than other lauds a product of such forces. The finest baths are in the suburbs, and it 

was a pleasant journey thither by tramway; but none of the party, save Russell, were prepared for 

the grace and charm of the spot they found. Through a richly-carved archway of soft-red stone 

they passed into a spacious, quadrangular court filled with blooming plants and  

 

 
Plaza of Aguas Calientes 

 

singing birds, around which ran a broad gallery or corridor supported by sculptured pillars and 

arches of the same delicately-tinted stone, with doors opening upon it, and carved stone benches 

placed at intervals. An attendant came forward to receive them with the dignified courtesy of a 

grandee, and throwing wide one of the doors showed within a deep, marble-lined pool full of 

clear, warm water.  

"What a delicious place!" said Dorothea, glancing from the limpid pool to the wealth of 

greenery set in the midst of the softly-toned, sculptured walls. "It is like a dream of Pompeii, or 

of one of Alma Tadema's pictures! Does it strike any one what a delightful thing it must be to 

live in a country where the most prosaic buildings are full of picturesque beauty and romantic 

suggestions?"  



ñIt is only because we are strangers that the romantic suggestions occur to us," said 

Travers. "That is the compensation for coming from an unpicturesque and unromantic country. 

We should take it all as a matter of course if we lived here. I doubt if it occurred to the people of 

Granada that there was anything specially remarkable about the Al-hambra. But there is 

something classic in the appearance of this place. I wonder if the people come here to lounge and 

gossip, like the ancient Romans."  

"I think," said Margaret Langdon, "that when I grow old and rheumatic I shall come to 

Aguas Calientes to live. No infirmities could resist the combined effect of this sunshine and these 

baths."  

ñIf you are sure of that," said the general, "I shall elect to remain here at present, and try 

the effect of the climate and waters on my rheumatic leg, while the rest of you may wander over 

Mexico as long as you like."  

"There is no need to remain here for the sake of hot baths," said Russell. ñThey abound 

all over the country."  

"The temperature of these," said the general, who had meanwhile been testing it, "seems 

delightful. I really think I shall give myself the benefit of a bath at once."  

"And shall we, like the ancient Romans, lounge and gossip here, meanwhile?" inquired 

Miss Graham.  

ñThat is not necessary,ò said Russell. "Let us leave the general to his plunge and go 

ourselves to the garden of San Marcos. When he is ready he will find us there."  

ñFind you,ò said the general. ñYes, that may be easy enough; hut how am I to find the 

garden?"  

"That is easy enough, also,'' replied Russell. And explicit directions having been given to 

that effect, the general vanished behind a closed door, while the others, deferring this practical 

test of the waters to another time, set forth for the pleasure- ground of which Russell had spoken.  

It is a beautiful place, this Jardin de San Marcos, and beautifully kept, as all public 

gardens are in Mexico. Unceasing is the labour, the attention, and the watering lavished on these 

spots. During the hours when the hose are sending crystal showers over banks of flowers, 

stretches of turf, trees, and shrubs, the whole air is laden with moisture; and it is not wonderful 

that the growth and luxuriance of everything is magical, since water is the one thing necessary in 

Mexico to make a desert blossom into a garden. Seated around a fountain embowered with roses, 

the strangers looked on such a scene as they had not yet witnessed ð a picture of tropical 

verdure. Wherever the glance fell it rested on masses of Nile lilies, geraniums, azaleas, and 

oleanders. The air was filled with the fragrance of orange-blossoms, and the sweet, pervading 

odour of violets blooming in myriads everywhere; yet soft, warm, perfumed as it was, it 

contained no relaxing quality, but was full of stimulating freshness. And the charm of the visible 

atmosphere ð how can words describe that? Painting alone can give the exquisite tints and tones 

of Mexican atmospheric effects, of the skies that bend over this lovely land elevated so high 

towards heaven, of the celestial robes that its mountains wear, of the exquisite distances of its 

wide plains set with cities that lift their slender campaniles above walls of pale pink and soft 

amber, half-buried in masses of feathery foliage.  



"I should really think," said Dorothea, ñthat the abounding natural beauty of this country 

might almost set an artist wild! And yet how few can have visited it, for I do not think I ever saw 

a Mexican scene in any gallery or exhibition of art."  

"Artistically it has yet to be revealed to the world," said Russell. ''But it is now so 

accessible, and offers such inducements to the health and pleasure seeker, that I fear it will soon 

be flooded with tourists ð and its peculiar charm in great measure thus be lost."  

ñI am glad that we have come with the advance guard," said Travers, leaning back and 

regarding the soft mass of domes and towers against the luminous sky, where the warm rose-

flush of evening became visible, as the sun sank towards the distant line of mountains, and the 

wide plain seemed swimming in amber light. "But, after all, no flood of tourists can take away 

this, you know," he added in a reflective and somewhat consoling tone. "They can't well darken 

the sky or turn these beautiful minarets and towers into conventional spires and pressed-brick 

fronts. So, let us be philosophical ð especially as there are none of them here at present ð and 

delve a little into the history of Aguas Calientes. Who founded it, Russell?"  

ñOur friend of Zacatécas ð Cristobal de Onate ð immediately after the conquest," 

replied Russell. ñHe went to Zacatécas when the great silver lodes were discovered; but I am 

sure he must have needed all the inducement of the silver to exchange this delightful plain for 

those bare, brown heights. I have no doubt he returned here often in the intervals of amassing his 

fortune."  

"Good heavens," said Travers, with an energy so unexpected that it startled his 

companions, "what opportunities those old conquistadores had! There is nothing like it in the 

history of the world; no fabled El Dorado ever equalled the reality of Mexico. New Spain! What 

pictures the very name conjures up to the imagination, of marvellous adventure, of wealth 

surpassing that of the Indies, of a land abounding in wonders, of picturesque beauty and untold 

possibilities! How poor the world has grown since we have explored every nook and corner of it, 

and there is never another Mexico to be discovered, look where we will!"  

ñBut there is much yet to be discoveredð at least by our race ð in this old land," said 

Russell. ñIt is a country which needs and will repay long and patient study. But in order to 

discover its interest several things are necessary. First, a knowledge of the history of this people, 

so underrated, so little understood by the world at large; a comprehension of the forces which 

have combined to make them what they are, a sympathetic appreciation of their standards and 

ideas, and a freedom from narrow prejudice."  

"In short," said Mrs. Langdon, "you want the ideal traveller, who possesses 

comprehensive knowledge, wide culture, and, above all, the quick, poetic sympathy to which 

'nothing that is human is strange.' But you must remember that such travellers do not abound 

anywhere."  

ñI think they have been fewer in Mexico than elsewhere," said Russell. ñOtherwise, 

would so many misconceptions of this country be abroad?"  

ñWe have agreed,ò said Margaret, "that it is very hard for people of alien traditions, 

habits, manners, and customs to understand each other. By much culture we are only slowly 

approaching that point; but we are approaching it. Your ideal travellers will arrive after a while, 

Mr. Russell."  



"It strikes me," observed Travers, ñthat one or two have already arrived. Modesty forbids 

me to be more particular in designation."  

ñI wonder," said Miss Graham, suddenly and irrelevantly, "if one would be allowed to 

gather some of these violets? There are so many, and they are so deliciously fragrant."  

"I will find out," said Russell. He rose and walked to where a man was at work in the 

flower-beds. A few words were exchanged, they saw the ready courtesy with which the request 

was acceded to, and then down on his knees went the Mexican, and began gathering violets 

among the thick green leaves.  

ñOh, let me gather some!" cried Miss Graham, rising with graceful impetuosity. The 

Mexican lifted his dark-lashed eyes and smiled at the pretty face that suddenly appeared opposite 

him bending over the border. He held out a fragrant cluster of the delicate purple flowers, and 

then went on gathering more, his slender brown hands pushing aside the leaves with a rapidity 

that made assistance unnecessary, although Russell also stooped down and lent his aid.  

"Shall we likewise go and assist?" asked Travers of his companions. ñOr do you agree 

with me that it is preferable to purchase violets that somebody else has had the trouble of 

gathering?"  

"I think the supply of violets yonder will soon exceed the demand," replied Mrs. Langdon.  

The gardener was apparently of the same opinion. He rose to his feet, walked over to the 

other ladies, and offered his violets with a grace as charming as the smile that accompanied it, 

while he declined by a gesture the coin which Travers made haste to offer him.  

"What did I tell you?" said that gentleman. "'All things come to him who knows how to 

wait' ð although in this instance no violets have yet come to me."  

ñMiss Graham, perhaps, will gather some for you," said Mrs. Langdon laughing. "With 

the gardener's eye upon me, I cannot think of giving you any of these."  

ñIf Miss Graham has any violets to spare they will be given to Russell. I can fancy her 

telling him that they are her óown particular flower,' and therefore she never gives them except as 

a special mark of her favour. There was a time when they were given to me ð but that time is no 

longer. If Miss Dorothea will not take compassion on me, I clearly foresee that I shall have to go 

and gather some violets for myself."  

ñA little exertion would be very good for you, I am sure," said Dorothea, as she fastened 

her violets in her girdle. ñBut, since you are so averse to anything of the kind, Violet will 

probably give you some of her own particular flowers in return for the covert sneers you are 

constantly levelling at her."  

"Now I call heaven and earth ð no, I call Mrs. Langdon ð to witness if I have ever been 

guilty of levelling covert sneers at Miss Graham!" Travers cried. ñIn the first place, I should 

despair of their being comprehended, and, in the second place, I should have before my eyes the 

fear of being summarily requested by yourself to retrace my steps to New Orleans."  

ñA request to which you would probably pay as much heed as to my suggestion that you 

might not form an altogether harmonious member of the party," said Dorothea with asperity.  

ñI flatter myself," he replied, with the unruffled calmness which always irritated her, "that 

my judgment has in that respect proved more correct than your own. Let us ask Mrs. Langdon to 

say frankly if I have, up to this time, proved an inharmonious element."  



"Margaret's opinion is of no value at all," said Dorothea, ñShe would fear to hurt the 

feelings of a fly by saying that it annoyed her."  

"And do I represent the fly? How flattering to my self-love! Was I not right in saying that 

there would not be very much of that left by the time we recrossed the Rio Grande?"  

ñWhen are you not right?" inquired Dorothea with unkind sarcasm. ñI am sure that no 

proof of your own infallibility of judgment can strike you as remarkable."  

ñIf so, I should be struck by the fact that yonder is one slight proof of it, to which I beg to 

call your attention," he said, and with a glance he indicated a scene taking place at that moment. 

Miss Graham, her hands full of violets, had risen from the border, and was fastening a portion of 

her fragrant spoils on Russell's coat, the while lifting her eyes to his face in the swift glances that 

were accustomed to do much execution, or dropping them so that the long lashes lay on her clear, 

white cheeks.  

ñI perceive nothing," said Dorothea coldly, "except that Violet is very naturally giving 

Mr. Russell some of the flowers he helped to gather."  

"You don't remember a scouted prophecy of mine in New Orleans, and you don't see the 

signs of any fulfilment of it? Eh bien! He who waits will see what he shall see. The fair Violet 

has been under a cloud since our departure, overwhelmed by too much artistic and historical 

enthusiasm. But she is beginning to recover herself. I perceive encouraging signs that our siren 

of the Mississippi will soon be herself again. Ah, here comes the general! He has found both the 

garden and us."  

"Beautiful place this!" said the general, coming up full of enthusiasm. ñI never saw 

lovelierð What, violets?ò  

This to Miss Graham, who approached him at the moment. ñCertainly, my dear; certainly. 

I shall he delighted to have some, especially when gathered by such fair hands."  

"They are my own particular flowers, you know," said the young lady with a bewitching 

smile, ñand I like all my friends to wear my colours."  

So it came to pass that Mr. Travers was the only undecorated member of the party when 

they finally left the garden, saying that they would return to the charming spot the next day and 

enjoy it afresh.  

But the next day there was much else to see and to do. Beautiful old churches, with richly 

sculptured doorways, tempted to long lingering in their picturesque interiors, filled with the 

mellow harmonies of faded frescoes and the gilded carving of ancient altars. In several they 

found fine old paintings, notably two by Ibarra in San Marcos ð a "St. Markò and an ñAdoration 

of the Kingsò ð which were not only worthy of attention, but which they might easily have 

failed to see. For, hidden away in dark chapels and sacristies all over Mexico are treasures of art 

which no eager sacristan, as in Italy, brings to the notice of the stranger. They must be carefully 

sought for if they would be seen, and in many cases the art-loving visitor will be astonished to 

find the unmistakable traces of a master's brush on pictures to which no one has thought of 

directing his attention. Many are the works of the great school of Spanish painters that found 

their way to the churches, monasteries, and convents of this opulent country. Bought for 

devotional purposes, they still serve those purposes, save when the government has confiscated 

and transferred them to its schools of art. The number so transferred, however, is small compared 



with the number that still remain in the rich, dim old churches, where they were placed centuries 

ago.  

Coming out of one of the most quaint and interesting of these ancient edifices, the lofty 

arch of its elaborately carved doorway almost hidden by tall, graceful palms, while a wealth of 

roses rioted below, they found themselves close upon the market-place, where columned arcades 

enclose on four sides an open square in which all the colour of a tropical land seems to meet and 

overflow. Shaded from the sun by squares of matting supported on slender poles, the venders of 

fruit and vegetables sit, surrounded by their luscious wares. Oranges, cherimoyas, aguacates, the 

purple fruit of the cactus, the melon-sepota, granaditas and limes, with many others, of which 

even Russell hardly knew the names, made masses as attractive to the eye as to the palate, while 

the mounds of vegetables were hardly less brilliant in their hues, and of variety too great for 

enumeration. In the midst of this wealth of product moved, sat, talked, chaffered the graceful 

picturesque people, forming on all sides groups for a painter, the shadowy coolness of the 

arcaded portales affording an effective background, and the splendour of the sky above 

accentuating every tint of colour below.  

"Oh, to be an artist!" sighed Dorothea. "No one else should come here. It makes one long 

for a colour-box, a canvas, and an easel. There is no other way to represent such a scene as this."  

"A camera, perhaps," suggested the general.  

"A camera, no. How can that give the wealth of colour, the golden-bronze of the people's 

skins, the exquisite tints of the old stone buildings, the luminous shadows like a Velasquez 

picture?"  

ñIt was certainly an oversight not to have added an artist to our party," said Travers. "But 

then, you see, the party itself is an entirely fortuitous concourse of atoms."  

"Here is some of the pottery of this place," said Russell, walking over to a pile of the 

ware in question displayed under one of the arches. "These vessels," he went on, "are in 

universal use throughout Mexico for almost all household purposes ð the poorer classes use 

nothing else. But there is a great difference in the quality of the ware manufactured in different 

places. Every district has its own variety, some of which is of much higher excellence than 

others."  

ñThat which we saw in Zacatécas was different from this," said Mrs. Langdon. ñIt 

seemed more durable though coarser, and had a very hard and brilliant glaze."  

ñThe Aguas Calientes ware is of a better grade," said Russell. ñSome of it is really 

beautiful, with a classic grace of form, and genuine artistic feeling displayed in the decoration. 

See this jar, with its yellow, transparent glaze and the graceful design of red flowers and leaves 

splashed over it!"  

"It is really remarkable," said the general. "Is there a manufactory of this pottery?"  

ñNo," answered Russell. "There is no such thing in Mexico. It is all made by the Indians 

without any direction of educated talent. They have their own peculiar art of making it, an art 

handed down from father to son. Think of the artistic genius it evinces!"  

ñThey have true artistic hands," said Margaret Langdon, looking at the slim, brown 

fingers of the man who was showing his wares to them. ñOf course, you know how much 

character there is in the hand. There is no part of the human body more expressive, and the hands 

of these people have struck me from the first. I do not wonder that they can mould clay into such 



forms, and decorate it with so true a sense of colour and harmony. It is all written there in those 

slender, tapering, flexible fingers."  

So, through the picturesque sights and ways of the lovely, sunshine-flooded, colour-

adorned city they wandered, drinking deeper at every step the fascinations of this land, where the 

charms of all those other lands which the world has agreed to be most enchanting seem to meet 

and blend. But it was in the evening, whilst they were still lingering over that nondescript meal 

which in Mexican hotels may be called either dinner or supper, that a burst of music from the 

plaza near by called them forth to the most typical of all Mexican scenes.  

It was a scene which to their unaccustomed eyes appeared gay and brilliant in the 

extreme. A military band was playing in a pavilion lighted by hanging lamps and embowered in 

foliage, whilst a throng of people, belonging to the higher classes, promenaded in two 

processions (one composed of men, the other of ladies) around the broad paved walk that 

encircled the plaza. On benches under the glossy boughs of orange-trees, shining in the lamp- 

light and laden with golden fruit and odorous blossoms, numbers of people were sitting, talking 

in low, well-bred tones, children were playing and laughing along the wide walks that passed 

through the garden which formed the centre of the square, and the whole picture was so bright, 

animated, joyous, yet full of decorum and in a manner of stately grace, that it seemed to the 

strangers less like reality than like a page from an old romance.  

"But what a pity," cried Dorothea, "that the crowning touch of picturesqueness is gone, 

that these Spanish-looking women have abandoned their mantillas, to wear bonnets and hats! If I 

were one of them how glad I should be to cling to anything so artistic and becoming as the lovely 

drapery of Spain!"  

"They have not abandoned the mantilla by any means," said Russell, "but they reserve it 

for occasions of which a promenade like this is not one."  

"The scene would, of course, be much more characteristic if they wore the Spanish 

mantilla, which I take to be a drapery of black lace," said Travers. "But I must say I think the 

hats are preferable to the black shawls in which we have seen them going in and out of the 

churches all day, and which make every woman look like a nun."  

"Well," said the general, who meanwhile had been carefully scanning the passing 

throngð especially the maidens with their delicate features, their dark, liquid eyes, their dusky 

masses of rippling hair, their lithe, rounded forms, proud carriage, and springing step ð "you 

may criticise the head covering as much as you like, but there is little to criticise in the faces." 

"And less in the manners,'' said Mrs. Langdon. ñThis is of course, an indiscriminate 

gathering, for all these people cannot be drawn from one order of society, yet how striking is the 

absence of anything like vulgarity of manner ð loud speech, boisterous laughter, or unrestrained 

gesture!"  
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ñYou might wander through every plaza in Mexico without finding a trace of those 

things," said Russell. ''Remark the dignity of those girls and their entire lack of self-

consciousness. If they ever exchange the coquettish, alluring glances of which one reads in 

certain romances of travel with the men passing them, I can only say that during my long 

residence in the country I have never yet detected one such glance."  

ñOh! from the days of Marco Polo to our own travellers have found it necessary to 

embroider facts with fictions," said Travers. "I confess that I have so far looked in vain for some 

of the romantic episodes which have immediately rewarded the observation of other tourists. In 

the churches I have seen no lady talking with her fan to the cavalier behind the pillar. They all 

appear to be prosaically and devoutly engaged in saying their prayers; and I am beginning to be 

afraid that these picturesque bits of comedy only occur in novels and books of travels."  

"No Mexican lady ever carries a fan to church," said Russell. ñEtiquette prescribes 

precisely the use of that article. It is part of her costume for a ball, theatre, or opera, but is never 

taken to church; so spare yourself the trouble of looking any more for such episodes."  

ñNone of you have yet mentioned what strikes me most of all here," said Dorothea ð 

"that, perfect as the manners of these people are, they are in no respect better than those of the 

peasants we saw to-day in the market-place; which proves ð what does it prove, Mr. Russell?"  

"That the Mexican possesses by nature what it costs some other races a great deal of 

trouble to acquire ð that is, a fine appreciation of the best in that admirable thing which we call 

manners," answered Russell.  



"What strikes me," said Miss Graham, ñis that here is something very different from 

market-places filled with peasants. These are the best people ð one sees it at a glance. This is 

society."  

"Evidently," replied Travers with gravity. "The beau-monde of Aguas Calientes is here in 

force. Shall we, by the bye, join in their dress-parade?"  

"Oh! I think so," replied Miss Graham eagerly, who had no mind to conceal her beautiful 

face and faultless toilette in the corner of a shaded bench. "It is certainly the thing to do ð don't 

you think so?" appealing to Mrs. Langdon.  

"Yes, Margaret," said the general. "Let us take a turn. I observe that men are allowed in 

the feminine ranks when they accompany ladies."  

Margaret, always compliant to the wishes of others, smiled assent, and rising moved 

forward to fall into the ranks of the promenaders. Miss Graham rose also, and, after one 

appealing but unheeded glance at Russell, Travers took his place by her side. "Shall we follow 

them?" Russell then inquired of Dorothea.  

"No," she answered, "let us remain here. I like better to watch the people than to join 

them."  

"In that case, and since we are in Mexico, will you allow me to light a cigar? If I change 

my seat to your other side the breeze will carry the smoke from you."  

"Do not disturb yourself," she answered. ñI never object to the smoke of a cigar in the 

open air. And just now I shall like it particularly, because it will put you in a good humour to 

answer all my questions."   

He laughed as he struck a match and lighted his cigar. "The bribe is unnecessary," he said, 

"for I am always glad to tell you anything that you wish to know."  

"What a delightful person you are!" she said, with naive frankness. "I never expected to 

find a travelling companion so entirely after my own heart. I know I am very troublesome in 

what Mr. Travers calls my insatiate thirst for information; but it is not only the things you tell 

that I enjoy, it is your way of telling them, your readiness, yourð"  

He lifted his hand in protest. "Take care!" he said smiling. "You talk of your heart ð 

have you no thought that mine, however time-hardened and battered, might prove vulnerable to 

such flattery?"  

"But it is not flattery," she answered earnestly. "It is sober truth. As I was saying to 

Margaret last night, it is simply wonderful that you can take so much interest in guiding and 

making things pleasant for us."  

 ñAnd do you not suppose that I am also making them pleasant for myself?" he asked. 

ñDon't credit me with too much unselfishness. In point of fact, I am as selfish as most men, for I 

assure you that nothing would induce me to unite my travelling fortunes with those of people 

whose society was not agreeable to me. But I am really the person most obliged. You see I have 

led such a wandering life for many years that I am a very lonely man, as far as the intimate ties 

of life are concerned. I have hosts of acquaintances all over the world, but very few friends. And 

no later friendships can take the place of those associated with the memories of one's youth. So I 

enjoy the companionship of your father, your sister, and yourself ð and I must include Travers, 

who is a very good fellow, though I am afraid you don't believe it ð more than I could possibly 

enjoy that of people equally agreeable who had not the charm of old association. And this being 



so, pray let me hear no more of any obligation to me for the little service I am able to render 

you."  

She gave him a smile that said more than words, and then they fell to talking of the scene 

before them, while the band made the air resonant with throbbing, joyous music, so marked in its 

time that it was no wonder the small, daintily-shod feet passing by kept step to the cadences with 

soldierly precision; the great stars looked down out of a violet sky, the air was like a sensible 

caress, and a light passing breeze came laden with all the blossoming fragrance of the night, as 

night is in this delightful Valley of Warm Waters.  
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CHAPTER VII. 

 

THE CITY OF THE ARGENTINE HILLS. 

 

MORNING, which is ever in Mexico like a new creation of the earth, broke in resplendent 

beauty over the wide plain that surrounds Silao. The sun leaped from a couch of dazzling glory 

and spread his mantle of gold over the far-stretching expanse of the plateau, over the purple 

heights draped in soft mists of morning, over the lovely towers and shining domes of the town, 

and over the party that wended their way, followed by two porters laden with the impedimenta of 

travel, across the broad open space that lies between the hotel where they spent the night and the 

railway station whither they were bound.  

Around the station were the booths of the venders of all manner of eatables, the usual 

throng of peddlers and beggars and squads of soldiers, for the military arm, which is strongly in 

evidence everywhere in Mexico, is nowhere more so than in Silao, which had once an 

unenviable reputation as a haunt of outlaws and bandits, and between which and Guanajuato, the 

rich mining city of the mountains beyond, runs a train that, carrying much bullion, is always 

guarded by a strong military escort.  

It was seated in this train, half an hour later, that the travellers turned their faces towards 

the city, which Russell assured them was the most picturesque in Mexico and one of the most 

picturesque in the world, as it sits high on its great hil l, the name of which in the Tarascan tongue 

signifies the Hill of the Frog, because here in ancient times the Tarascan Indians found a stone in 

the shape of a frog which they worshipped. Other men in later times have found here other stones 

which they worship with a no less ardent devotion ð for famous among all the mines of Mexico 

stand the mines of Guanajuato.  

As they moved off, passing in a great curve around Silao, they had a charming view of 

the town as it lay in the sunshine of early morning, its long, white walls encircling masses of 

feathery foliage, above which the slender, graceful minarets of its churches rose in the sparkling 



air. Then, in the golden light that was making all the wide scene glorious, they sped across the 

level plain, green with its springing harvests, towards the massive heights that seemed as if they 

must bar all progress to the city that lay beyond. Their car was well filled with passengers of 

many and varied types. Grave, stately Mexican gentlemen; eager, restless, talkative Americans, 

discussing mines, intent upon speculations and investments; tourists of different nationalities, 

and groups of dark-eyed señoritas. The general, glancing around, remarked that the train for a 

local one seemed to be well filled.  

ñIt is always well filled," said Russell. ñGuanajuato is a very rich and important placeð

the greatest mining centre in Mexico."  

ñAnd like Zacatécas, I suppose, it owes its existence to the mines," said Mrs. Langdon, 

looking at the mountains which began to reveal themselves in their ruggedness as the train 

approached.  

"Undoubtedly," replied Travers. "Our guide-book says: 'The site of this city, with much 

surrounding land in what was a very barren place, was given by the Viceroy Don Antonio de 

Mendoza to Don Rodrigo Vazquez, one of the conquistadores, in recompense for his services in 

helping to win for his royal master the rich country of New Spain.' If silver was not discovered at 

that time," said the reader, interrupting himself, ñDon Rodrigo could not have felt that his 

services were very well recompensed. But when silver was discovered of course the aspect of 

things materially changed ð which contains a moral that I need not elaborate. Silver was found, 

we are told, in 1548. It would be interesting to know how much the mines have produced from 

that time to this."  

ñAn immense total," said Russell. ñOne mine alone ð the Valenciana ð produced in one 

year more than all  the mines of Peru. Its yield up to the present time is estimated to have been 

eight hundred millions."  

ñCan one see that mine?" asked the general.  

ñYou not only can but mustð it will interest you in every way. And I think the ladies 

will also be interested in seeing it."  

ñWe must take your word for that," said Dorothea a little sceptically. "Meanwhile here 

we are among the mountains. Has any one observed what a fine highway runs parallel with our 

track, and what picturesque groups of people and burros we are passing?"  

ñThe highway ought to be fine," remarked Travers. ñWe are told that it was nearly a 

hundred years in building. As for the burros, they plainly indicate that all the freight of the 

country does not go by rail."  

Troops of these small, patient animals were indeed passing along the road, laden with 

produce of all kinds; herdsmen came riding by with coiled lassoes at their pommels; the brown 

hills closed nearer; on their sides sheep and goats were nibbling scanty herbage; the highway 

swept over an arched stone bridge, where graceful trees drooped along the verge of the little 

stream that fretted over the rocks below, while from their slackened speed it was evident that the 

train was mounting a heavy grade. Higher and higher they climbed, rounding the abrupt and 

massive heights that seemed pressing forward to guard the way, and presently paused in a small 

valley at the mouth of a narrow, rocky pass.  



ñThis is Marfil," said Russell, as every one rose with a simultaneous movement. "We go 

from here to Guanajuato ð about three miles ð by tramway. The cañada into which we enter is 

too narrow to admit of a railroad track."  

Tram-cars, drawn by lively, able-bodied mules, awaited the passengers, who filled them 

speedily. They were soon in motion, and what Dorothea saw from the platform where she 

insisted upon standing, very much to the surprise and concern of various courteous Mexicans, 

was a narrow, winding defile between great precipitous heights, containing barely room enough 

for the highway (along one side of which the tramway was laid), and a very small stream 

carefully walled in its rocky bed. As for the town of Marfil, it clung, perched, hung, sometimes it 

seemed by grappling-hooks, to the almost perpendicular mountain-sides ðthe heavy, Moorish 

houses, built with a solidity equal to that of the rocks on which they rested, looking as if nothing 

short of a convulsion of Nature could detach them from their positions. In a nook of the closely 

enfolding heights stood the parish church, a Byzantine-like chapel of pink stone crowned a 

brown hill, and along the stream a succession of reduction works, enclosed in strong, bastioned 

walls, rose like forts.  

ñThey look as if they were built to stand a siege!" said Dorothea.  

ñSo they were," answered Russell. "Many has been the siege these mines have stood in 

times past. They have been sacked again and again. No city in Mexico has a more thrilling and 

bloody history than Guanajuato. Its riches have tempted the cupidity of armies as well as of 

banditti, and it has been plundered until its recuperation proves more conclusively than anything 

else the immense resources of its mines."  

"I am afraid you do not pay much attention to the information which I take pains to draw 

from Mr. Janvier's pages and give you," said Travers. "It has not been long since I told you that 

the first settlement here was a fort at the place now called Marfil, erected by some Spanish 

adventurers to secure the silver they obtained from the mines. A little later the existing city was 

founded under the truly formidable name of the Villa y Real de Minas de Santa Fé de 

Guanajuato."  

 "The situation of the city must be as formidable as its name," said Dorothea, observing 

that, although the town of Marfil had now been left behind, they were still mounting upwards 

and upwards along the narrow pass, winding sharply around the rocky escarpments that appeared 

at times almost to close the way, with the great mountains frowning over them, and the little 

river, which in the rainy season is a roaring flood, flowing within its walled bed beside them. 

"One might be approaching a citadel, but a cityð"  

"It is a citadel and city in one,'' said Russell. "This defile is its only outlet. It leads like a 

gateway to Guanajuato, which lies in a high, irregular basin, completely encircled by mountains. 

Ah!" ð as they dashed around another sharp curve ð "here we are at the gates!"  

A short pause, and then the tram-car began to wind its way into a city which seemed a 

dream of mediaeval Europe and the Orient mingled, as it lay like a brilliant jewel in the midst of 

its rugged fastnesses, the amphitheatre of brown mountains which surround it framing the mass 

of glowing and varied colour that its houses, castles, and churches present. A sea-shell-pink is 

perhaps the pervading tone of colour, with many soft tints of amber and a malachite green, which 

is the hue of the beautifully variegated stone used largely for building. The deep, cup-shaped 

valley in which the town lies, affords hardly any level space; and the streets, therefore, climb 



upwards ð sometimes by stairwaysð in all directions, run along the terraced mountain-sides, 

where the massive dwellings stand tier above tier and turn zigzag in a multiplicity of irregular 

ways. Advancing farther into the heart of this unique city, what pictures reveal themselves on all 

sides! Softly-tinted houses with balconies of sculptured stone and glimpses through open 

archways of courts, like a vision of Granada, with their slender pillars and graceful springing 

arches, their flowers and fountains and delicately frescoed walls; tiled domes iridescent as a 

peacock's neck; towers rich with carving that look like a lace work of stone against the dazzling 

azure of the sky; and everywhere a throng of brightly-dressed people, of ladened burros, of 

picturesque artisans working in the doors of their small, dark shops, of splendidly mounted 

cavaliers ð in short, all the varied life and activity of a busy and prosperous city.  

Passing through these glowing scenes, the car at length gained the Plaza de Mejia Mora 

ð a small square set like an emerald in the midst of the many-tinted surroundings ð and paused 

to allow its passengers to descend.  

The greenness and beauty of this lovely spot was an unexpected pleasure to the eye, and 

after engaging rooms in the hotel that looked down upon its trees and shaded walks, the party set 

forth to enjoy the most enchanting sight-seeing they had yet known.  

How can one hope to describe the scenes through which they wandered? Save in the 

hands of a consummate artist, words are poor instruments with which to paint such combinations 

of form and colour as meet the gaze on every side as the feet pass through the winding ways of 

Guanajuato. The wealth drawn from the bosom of its great silver-bearing heights has found 

expression in the Moresque houses, rich with sculpture; in their exquisite courts and gardens, and 

in the splendid churches and public edifices; but there is not a foot of its twisting, irregular 

streets that is not richer still in lovely artistic effect, in vistas so full of vivid picturesqueness, as 

they climb upwards towards the sky or lead downwards to lower levels, that one can only pause 

to paint the scenes upon one's memory, and ask one's self by what spell this perfect mediaeval 

city has been preserved untouched and unspoiled, to gladden one's eyes with its delightful beauty 

in the midst of the ugliness of the nineteenth century.  

Up and down, among the bewildering network of streets, loitering under great archways, 

pausing for some vision of arcaded coolness wandering through the market-places where colour 

seemed running riot, or climbing the platforms that lead to the great churches, the little group 

found everywhere fresh food for their enthusiasm and delight. It was Dorothea who stopped once 

and pointed over the intervening balustraded roofs to a superb tower of sculptured stone, thrown 

out against the deep-blue sky. "Let us find that church," she said. "It must be worth seeing."  

"That is the Compañía ," said Russell. "As the name indicates, it is a Jesuit foundation. 

Confiscated, of course ð but the church has been spared for religious use, although the great 

community house is occupied as a barracks or something of the kind."  

"Confiscation is a very economical business ð for the government," said the general in a 

sarcastic tone. ñIt saves the expense of erecting any building for public purposes. I have yet to 

see the first that has not been stolen from some religious order. What an infernal set of robbersð

"  

"Papa!"  

"I use the term advisedly, my dear. I repeat, what an infernal set of robbers this country 

seems to have been cursed with ever since it set up a government of its own!"  



ñSuch robbers," said Russell, ñthat it is wonderful any rights of property remain 

untouched, and that the people as a whole have been so little demoralised."  

Not less than eighty thousand dollars were spent in blasting out the level space upon 

which the splendid mass of the Compañía  stands ð a fact that will give some idea of the 

diffi culties which have attended building in Guanajuato. Looking up at the great church proudly 

seated on its elevated platform, as one mounts the street leading to it, one has a sight as beautiful 

as it is imposing. Built of a pink stone which stands in exquisite contrast against brown mountain 

and sapphire sky, its richly decorated front is covered with elaborate sculpture. Over the central 

doorway stands the figure of the founder of the "all-conquering Company," other Jesuit saints fill 

the other niches, Faith, Hope, and Charity look down, the noble tower, rich in carving, rises 

above, and so far back that it looks as if it belonged to another building, the sunlight catches the 

gleaming tiles of the great dome.  

Within something of disappointment awaited them. There can be no finer space and 

proportion than that which meets the eye on entering, but the interior was undergoing repairs 

which, from the nature of the work in progress, could not but be of long duration. In the apse of 

the sanctuary they found great blocks of stone on which the sculptors were at work in a faithful, 

artistic fashion beyond praise. There was nothing of pretence here. Every stroke of the chisel was 

guided by an eye trained to artistic perception, every wrought column was solid and firm, every 

arch as perfect in workmanship as in symmetry. They lingered long ð interested in the work, 

admiring the result, questioning the men who were so courteously ready to answer, and whose 

delicate faces, lithe forms, and slender brown hands were so attractive to the eye.  

Here also they found some fine old paintings, and when they presently emerged from the 

vast church ð founded on a rock, and rock-like in its splendid durability ð into the narrow, 

picturesque street winding by, their attention was at once arrested by the great mass of another 

noble sanctuary.  

"That is la parróquiað the parish church," said Russell. "It is generally taken by 

strangers for a cathedral, but Guanajuato is not the seat of a bishop."  

La parróquia  is a very beautiful old church, as it, too, stands on its lonja, or high 

platform, above the streets that run up and down around it. This platform is surrounded by a 

twisted iron railing with stone pillars surmounted by curious urns and crosses, and approached 

by a sweeping flight of semi-circular stone steps. On these steps a beggar sits and holds out a 

withered brown hand for the alms which he asks por amor de Dios; a vender of pottery has 

established herself with all her wares around her, the graceful vessels with their glazed surface 

and decoration in brilliant tints making a mass of lovely colour against the grey background of 

stone. The great doors of the church stand open. And here as elsewhere the interior is so nobly 

conceived, the wide nave has such space, the arched roof such splendid height and upward sweep, 

that one loses sight of any unsatisfactory details in the beautiful effect of the whole, which is rich 

in carving and a gilding that has faded with time only enough to be harmonious, in soft lights and 

deep picturesque shadows, and above all in the sense of a peace so exalted that it falls like a 

touch of balm on the spirit. As through the ever-open portals figures come and go, gliding 

noiselessly across the floor, kneeling before shrines where beautiful old lamps of rare design 

have burned for ages, one feels how truly this church, and all like it throughout the land, has 

proved a sanctuary in the old mediaeval sense ð a spot where, through the terrible stress of war, 



the horror of revolution, the oppression and misrule, the spoliation, poverty and suffering, the 

people have come to lay down their burdens of anguish for a little while, to find a place of refuge 

from the racking torture of life, and to gather courage to endure with calm and steadfast patience 

unto the end. Such calmness, such pathetic patience one reads on many of these faces now, as 

they are seen for an instant in the shade of the great doorways before passing out to the dazzling 

world of light and colour beyond.  

It was a very dazzling world to the eyes of the group who presently left the cool, shadowy 

church, its dusky chapels and the richly decorated shrine where Nuestra Señora de Guanajuato 

stands, surrounded by lamps that have never ceased to burn in her honour since that distant day 

when Philip Second sent the little statue over sea and land as his gift to Guanajuato, and emerged 

into the outer sunlight. A charming little plaza, also elevated above the street and reached by 

flights of steps, is opposite the church. Here they went, to rest a little, to watch the throng of 

people passing constantly along the busy thoroughfares, and to decide what they should see and 

do next.  

It was several hours later that they found themselves in what they unanimously declared 

to be the most charming spot they had yet seen. And indeed no one who has beheld the Presa de 

la ol1a of Guanajuato will be likely to deny that it is one of the most charming spots to be 

possibly seen anywhere. The valley in which the city lies widens a little at this its upper end, and 

here a stream of considerable size descending from the mountains has been confined in a 

succession of reservoirs built one below the other in a series of basins limpid, rock-lined, 

overhung on one side by beautiful gardens and picturesque residences, bordered on the other by 

the road that winds up the gorge, which is also lined by handsome homes, while the great 

mountains rise abruptly into towering heights on each hand and enhance by contrast the fairy-

like aspect of the scene. Broad paths lead over the massive dams that confine the waters, to the 

verdure-embowered houses that occupy the narrow space between the reservoirs and the 

precipitous cliffs, their graceful arcades, frescoed in soft, lovely colours, reflected with almost 

startling distinctness in the mirror-like surface of the lakelets, together with the abundant deep-

green foliage and gorgeously flowering shrubs that surround them.  

ñCould anything be more exquisite!ò cried Dorothea, pausing to contemplate one of these 

pictures ð a vision of delicately painted arches almost hidden by overhanging vines and trees, 

birds singing in gilded cages, a tree laden with scarlet blossoms bending over the glassy surface 

of the water, a peacock displaying his magnificent tail on a low rock wall.  

ñThey are pretty places," said the general, "but they give me an uncomfortable idea of 

dampness. Standing immediately on the water, with that mountain, like a wall, behind them, they 

are exceedingly suggestive of rheumatism."  

ñOh, papa, how dreadfully prosaic!" said Dorothea with a laugh. ñThey seem to me 

enchanting ð casas de recreo in the fullest sense, suggestive of all manner of fancies as 

charming as themselves."  

"They certainly do not suggest much of the serious business of life," observed Travers. 

ñOne can hardly imagine one's self doing anything in such a habitation except listening to a lady 

playing on a lute ð and perhaps making love to her between whiles."  

"How very tiresome to the lady that would be!" said Miss Graham with an air of innocent 

malice.  



So talking, they walked slowly up the winding roadway until they reached the end of the 

ascending gorge, where a plaza has been laid out in a garden full of flowers and all manner of 

tropical plants. Beyond and above it the great brown heights close like a wall, below the necklace 

of crystal lakes drops down in the midst of greenery, to the city glowing with sea-shell  colour, 

that lies in the heart of its deep valley and on the steep acclivities of its encircling hills.  

"It is an entrancing place altogether," said Dorothea with a soft sigh of pleasure, ñOne 

could spend a long time here without wearying. And now, Mr. Russell, where shall we go next?"  

"Tell us. Russell." said Mr. Travers with an air of resignation. "Don't keep us in suspense. 

Miss Graham looks pale with anxiety to know what exertion will next be required of her. '"  

ñWell ," said Russell tentatively, ñyonder is the Cerro de San Miguel. How would you like 

to climb up there, inspect the fort, and take in a fine view of Guanajuato?ò  

"Admirable!" exclaimed Dorotheað but it was evident that the rest of the party were not 

inclined to attempt the ascent of the great hill upon which they could see the frowning bastioned 

walls  of the Fort of the Archangel. There was a momentôs silence, and then Mrs. Langdon said:  

ñI suppose Dorothea will regard us very contemptuously, but 1 think I express the 

sentiments of the majority when I ask, can you not suggest something a little more accessible?"  

ñOh, yes!" replied Russell. "There is the Alhóndiga de Granaditas. so famous in the 

blood-stained annals of the place, which you have not yet seen. It is very accessible, being in the 

heart of the city."  

ñThe Alhóndiga! ð we must on no account overlook that,'' said the general. "It seems to 

be the most interesting historical object in Guanajuato. I was reading last night a description of 

the siege it stood when the city was captured by the revolutionists under Hidalgo, and again 

when retaken by the Spaniards. There is nothing in history to surpass the horrors of either 

siegeð but especially of the first.''  

"I, too, was reading that description the other day," said Mrs. Langdon: "and the 

wholesale slaughter that followed the capture of the citadel by Hidalgo's forces was so horrible 

that I do not wonder the Spaniards sent his head to ornament a spike on the building, when they 

captured him. Remembering all the excesses he committed, I can feel no interest in his career, 

nor pity for his fate."  

"In extenuation, one should recollect that his army was only an undisciplined mob of 

half-civilised Indians, very difficult to restrain," said Russell. ñOnly success, with its 

accompaniments of bloodshed and plunder, kept the mass of them with him. You know, after his 

final defeat near Guadalajara, they melted away like the mists of morning."  

"He had the power, or at least he might have manifested the will, to show some mercy to 

the Spanish garrison who had held the Alhóndiga with so much courage,ò said the general; "but 

they were butchered to the last man."  

"The vengeance which the Spaniards took on Guanajuato was terrific," said Russell. ñWe 

are told that its streets literally ran with blood. But these are gruesome memories for such bright 

scenes. Shall we go and see the Alhóndiga? It is the city prison now, you know."  

ñI observe in the guide-book," said Travers, "a very sensible remark to the effect that óin 

a Mexican prison are many creeping and hopping things which creep and hop from the unjust 

prisoners to the just visitors with most undesirable celerity.' So I think that I shall be satisfied 

with viewing the exterior of this famous building."  



"I am sorry for any one," remarked Dorothea loftily, "who in the midst of great historical 

associations, in a place where human endurance and human heroism have been displayed to their 

utmost limit, can think of anything so small asð"  

ñCreeping and hopping things?" asked her sister with a smile. "But although small, they 

are more to be dreaded than many much larger things; so I am inclined to decide also for the 

outside of the building. What do you say, Violet?"  

"There is really little to be seen inside," said Russell. "The historical associations can be 

appreciated as well without as within, and the building is only worth entering for the view from 

the roof. That is very fine."  

"Then," said Dorothea with decision, ñI, for one, shall certainly see it, be the 

consequences what they may."  

Travers looked at Mrs. Langdon with a laugh. "What is to be done?" he asked. ñShall we 

leave Russell and Miss Dorothea to face the risks alone?"  

"Pooh, pooh!" said the general. "Not see a most interesting historical building because of 

such considerations ð what nonsense!"  

ñCome,ò said Russell, also looking at Mrs. Langdon. ñIt is late enough for a good view 

from the roof, and I will warrant you against unpleasant consequences."  

ñOh! in that case of course we will go," said she promptly, while Travers shrugged his 

shoulders slightly, as he fell back with Miss Graham.  

"I am really afraid of the result of this excursion on Russell's character," he confided to 

her. ñThe effect is not perceptible yet, but a man must become intolerable who is constantly 

telling people what they should do, and being deferred to and obeyed."  

ñIt is more Dorothea's fault than Mr. Russell's," said Miss Graham in an aggrieved tone. 

'*If she would have some moderation we should not be dragged into so many impossible places! 

Now, this prison ð I really don't think that I care for it at all."  

ñThen why trouble yourself to see it?" her companion inquired. ñWe shall pass the hotel 

on our way, and you can stop there."  

ñShall you?" she asked.  

ñI? Oh, no!'' he answered. "I am weak-minded enough to generally go with the majority."  

ñI suppose it is best," she said with a sigh, for the ways that lead to the Alhóndiga are 

steep, and the solitude of her chamber at the hotel was not inviting.  

It is certainly the most impressive object in Guanajuato, this great Alhóndiga de 

Granaditas, as it stands on the higher ground of the city, looking far more like the citadel of war, 

into which Fate transformed it, than the peaceful commercial exchange for which it was erected. 

Few forts have ever stood more terrible sieges, and the shot-marks with which its walls are 

covered testify to the fury of the cannonading which it has suffered. Scarred with these signs of 

battle, bathed in memories of blood, each corner bearing still the grisly spike on which the head 

of a revolutionary leader was affixed, it is a picture never to be forgotten as it dominates the 

beautiful city like a stern reminder of the terrible scenes which once changed it into a very 

Inferno of horror.  
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Fresh from the pages of history, where these scenes are written, the little group stood for 

some time gazing at the walls which are the memorial of so much endurance on the one side and 

daring on the other, of courage and heroism. of dauntless defiance and of passions unloosed to do 

the work of fiends.  

"God forgive the man who, without gravest cause, brings the unspeakable horrors of war 

upon a country!" said the general very solemnly at length. ñOnly those who have seen war know 

what it is. And if, under its influence, men who have inherited the civilisation of ages become 

savages, what can be expected of those who have close behind them an absolutely savage past? 

What these walls have witnessed may answer."  

"They witnessed the worst scenes of all the revolution," said Russell. "As savagery 

always provokes savagery, one side rivalled the other in excesses of cruelty. As for Hidalgo 

ðI have not much admiration for his character, and scant sympathy for a priest who put himself 

at the head of anything certain to be so long and terrible as a war of revolution ðbut he must be 

granted patriotic intention and heroic courage." 

"With him certainly the words were strikingly verified, that 'they who take the sword 

shall perish by the sword,'" said Margaret Langdon. 

All eyes followed her own to the spike where that head once rested, the lips of which had 

uttered the Cry of Dolores ðthat stirring, heart-piercing cry which never died in the hearts of the 

people until Mexico had won the freedom that as yet has hardly proved a blessing to her. A plate 

let into the wall below the spike bears the simple name "Hidalgo," as at the other corners similar 

tablets bear the names of the other leaders whose heads were also displayed hereðAllende, 



Jimenez, and Aldama. 

But when they entered, and led by a courteous official found themselves on the roof of 

the building, it was easy to forget all memories of warfare and bloodshed in the contemplation of 

the scene spread before them. The encircling hills, on which the watchfires of Hidalgo's forces 

once burned, were now bathed in sunshine that wrapped like a mantle their great brown 

shoulders, which were dotted with mines surrounded by grey, bastioned, loop-holed walls, and 

mining villages out of which graceful church spires rose. At their feet the city lay in a mass of 

softly-mingled colour, narrow streets winding through mediaeval houses, plazas forming lovely 

bits of greenness, splendid towers thrown out against the sky, the noble sculptured façade of the 

Compañía standing proudly on its mountain platform, and the sea-green arches of the unfinished 

theatre catching the eye, while over all was spread a charm as subtle but as distinct as the sunset 

radiance which presently fell upon and glorified it, making the beautiful semi-Oriental picture of 

many-tinted buildings, of fretted spires and shining domes swim, as it were, in a sea of golden 

light for a few enchanted minutes before the purple twilight fell. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

 

THE VALENCIANA MINE.  

 

IN the early freshness of the next morning a group of horses ready saddled, with a pair of 

mozos in attendance, stood before the door of the hotel, and were presently inspected by 

Dorothea, who came out from the café accompanied by Russell. 

"They will do," she said, running her eye comprehensively over them, "if you are sure 

their backs are sound. I never ride a strange horse without satisfying myself on that point. There 

is no greater cruelty than to put a saddle on a galled back, and I would rather walk any distance 

than ride a horse under such circumstances." 

"Make your mind easy," replied Russell. "I have examined the animals and their backs 

are sound. I secured them through the kindness of an acquaintance in Guanajuato, who promised 

to send me only good horses. Shall I put you up?" 

He extended his hand, the next moment she was in the saddle arranging herself with 

practised ease, the others came out, there was a general mounting, and they rode away with a 

clattering of horses' hoofs on the stony streets, and that pleasant sense of exhilaration which 

always accompanies an expedition on horseback in the freshness of the early day. The two mozos 

on foot easily kept pace with the horses, and Mrs. Langdon remarked that the one who walked 

abreast with her was so picturesque a figure that she longed to sketch him. He was a slender, 

graceful young fellow, whose slight frame revealed only to a practised eye the muscular power 

which it possessed, and whose face, delicate in features, with large dark eyes and shaded by a 

mass of black curls under the straw sombrero, had the gentle, half-melancholy charm of his 

people. The other was an older Indian, lean and sinewy as a deerhound. Both men wore striped 



zarapes folded closely around themðfor the morning air was chillðwide cotton trowsers, and 

sandals on their feet. 

Russell had explained to his friends the evening before that, although it was quite within 

the limit of the possible for them to reach the Valenciana Mine in a carriage, he was sure they 

would find the ascent more agreeable if made on horseback; and they were unanimous in 

endorsing this opinion when they found how steep was their upward way from the moment of 

leaving the central region of the city. The narrow, winding streets through which their guides led 

them climbed steadily up hill, sometimes at an angle of hardly less than forty-five degrees, and 

were so thronged with people, with strings of burros bearing all manner of produce, and with 

great wooden carts drawn by oxen, that progress through them was slow and difficult. At length, 

however, they emerged from the town, and found an agreeable change in the broad, well-made 

road which, although it still wound upward, had the advantage of easy gradients and of relief 

from paving-stones. Curbed on one side, it mounted with wide sweeps around the hills, affording 

a succession of views of their broken, serrated expanse, and of the different mines, surrounded 

by villages, that came into sight perched on their precipitous slopes. 

The sun had risen high in the heavens, and his rays were as warm as they ever become at 

this altitude, when, after several miles of steady ascent, they entered a village of well-built adobe 

houses ranged in streets that centred upon a small plaza green with verdure and bright with 

lowers. Russell halted in this pretty place, and, turning in his saddle, addressed the cavalcade that 

gathered around him. 

"I have brought you here," he said, "to see an excellent example of a Mexican mining 

town. All the people who live here depend for their support on the Valenciana Mine, the galleries 

of which run under our feet, and the great works of which are over yonder. Could a brighter, 

cleaner, more attractive village be found anywhere? Presently I will show you a school sustained 

by the proprietors for the children; but first I must call your attention to the chief feature of the 

place." 

"Which is this splendid church before us, I suppose," said Mrs. Langdon. ñWhat a 

remarkable thing to find such an edifice on this mountain-side, in the midst of a mining village!" 

"It is not remarkable here," said Russell. "No one calls your attention to it, no guide-book 

mentions it, but when I accidentally stumbled upon it, and, struck by its beauty and splendid 

details, asked what it cost, I was told that there had been spent upon it the sum of one and a half 

million dollars." 

"Spent by whom?ò asked the general. '' By the owners of the mineð quietly and 

unostentatiously, with a simple desire to return to God a small share of the wealth he had 

bestowed on them. The mine was in full bonanza when they built this, and it is said that for every 

dollar which they put into their great shaftðthe finest in the worldðthey put a dollar in the 

church. I don't know how it seems to you, but to me there is something in this more poetical than 

I can express." 

He looked at Margaret Langdon as he spoke, whose eyes met his with that quick radiance 

dimmed in moisture which is the outward sign of a heart deeply touched. ñIt was more than 

poetical," she said. ñIt was a thought so exquisite that it could only have been born of profound 

and fervent faithð that with every step downwards towards those riches which are so alluring to 

the hearts of men, there should be a corresponding step taken upwards, in the sunlight of God, 



towards the heaven where our true treasure must be. Yes, surely they were poets, without 

knowing it, those men." 

"And what strikes me as quite as beautiful," said Dorothea, "is, that instead of spending 

that money to build a great church down in Guanajuato, where all men could see and praise it, 

they built it here, so that few of the rich and great ones of the earth worship God in a temple as 

splendid as these poor Mexican miners possess." 

"Well," said the general, dismounting, "let us go and see it now." 

It is very majestic, this church of the Valenciana, from its position, as well as from its 

architectural proportions. Built of cut and polished stone, every block finished and fitted with a 

skill which knew nothing of haste or carelessness, it stands, in its stately magnificence, on a 

platform graded from the mountain, and is approached by an immense flight of stone steps that 

would adorn a cathedral. Entering by the great carved doorway, it is at once evident that the 

same loving care which polished every outward stone presided with jealous vigilance over every 

interior detail. The high altar, and the altars which stand at the ends of the transepts that form a 

Latin cross, are perfect examples of that superbly ornate style known as the Churrigueresqueða 

mass of rich and elaborate carving, covered with gold and rising in burnished splendour to the 

roof. No unfortunate detail or misplaced ornament mars the effect of these rarely beautiful altars. 

They are indeed so gorgeous in themselves that there is no space for farther ornament, and 

whatever is upon them, in the form of necessary articles, is altogether worthy of them. Polished 

tiles form the floor, frescoes adorn the domes, and paintings cover the walls; while the nave is 

filled with finely-carved benches. Nothing can exceed the effect of sumptuous richness and 

exquisite taste which the whole presents. 

"It gives an impression," said Dorothea, "that the building of it was a delight, that the 

most careful thought was bestowed upon the elaboration of every detail, and that money was 

emphatically 'no object' at all in its construction." 

"There can be no doubt of the last," said Russell. "The only question was how to spend 

enough of the precious metal. The splendour of these altars cannot be surpassed. If you go into 

the sacristy, the sacristan will show you vestments and vessels that will make you fancy yourself 

in a metropolitan cathedral; and there is a charming little baptistery where the babies are brought 

to be baptized in a golden font." 

"It has a superb organ, too, this wonderful church that seems like a creation of Aladdin's 

lamp," said Travers, looking up at the choir-loft, where the forest of pipes rose towards the roof. 

Presently they stepped out of a side door upon the great platform on which the church 

stands, and Russell pointed to some immense, fortress-like walls on one side of the village. 

"Those," he said, "enclose the offices and works of the mine and its famous shaft." 

"We must certainly see that" said the general. 

"We must certainly see the mine," said Dorothea. "Are we not going down into it?" 

Russell smiled. "You can if you like," he answered. "There is an excellent stairway by 

means of which one can descend to any level; but I do not think you will care to go far. It is very 

dark and very warm underground, you know." 

"I do not think I care to make such a descent," said Mrs. Langdon. "Dorothea, you had 

better not insist on doing so." 



"Insistðno," said Dorothea. "But is it possible that nobody else cares to see anything of 

the mine itself!ðand how can one see a mine above ground?" 

"The question is, can one see much of it below?" said the general. "But I will go down 

with you as far as you are likely to venture, my dear. How and where do we enter?" 

"We can only enter by obtaining a permit," replied Russell, "and that must be sought over 

yonder "ðhe again indicated the enclosureð "where we will now go." 

It was a novel scene upon which they entered when they found themselves within the 

great gates that gave admittance to the fort-like interior, the massive stone walls of which were 

flanked at each corner by towers loop-holed for musketry. Passing the offices just within the 

entrance, where two or three gentlemen and a handsome dog received the party with true  

Mexican courtesy, they were conducted into a large courtyard where a number of men and 

women were at work sorting ores, the process consisting of breaking with a hammer the large 

masses brought up from the mine and rapidly classing the fragments. Around each worker were 

half a dozen piles of ore of different grades, and the busy activity of the scene, together with the 

quickness with which each fragment was scrutinised and classed, interested the strangers 

exceedingly. 

"The women seem to know as much about it as the men," remarked Dorothea 

wonderingly. 

"The superintendent says that they make better judges of ore than men," said Russell. 

"The perceptions of women are quicker, you see." 

Travers observed that he had not needed to come to the Valenciana Mine to learn that; 

but just then they reached the side of the great shaft, and paused to regard with wonder and 

something of awe this splendid and durable work. 

Octagonal in form, fifteen feet in diameter, and lined with carefully cut and fitted stone, 

one can readily believe almost anything of its cost, remembering that its depth is over two 

thousand feet, and that its workmanship is unsurpassed and probably unequalled in the world. 

Out of it is drawn by machinery the vast volume of water that keeps the lower levels dry; and it 

is altogether worthy of the mine which Humboldt estimated as producing at the time of his visit 

one fifth of all the silver of the world, and which for forty years was in full bonanza, pouring out 

its wealth in an almost fabulous stream. 

Gathered around the great opening, they listened while their courteous guide discoursed 

of the wonders of the famous mine, told the romantic story of its first days, described its miles of 

underground work, its chambers, drifts and tunnels, the army of men upon its pay-roll, and the 

length of time necessary to descend and ascend by means of its stairways. 

"Why, in the name of common sense, don't they send the miners up and down by means 

of this" said the general, indicating the shaft, ' and save time?" 

Russell laughed. "We are in a happy land where time is not of importance," he replied. 

"But I scarcely think Miss Dorothea will care to descend to the lowest levels when she hears that 

more than two hours are required to reach them." 

"I think," said Dorothea in a somewhat subdued tone, "that I shall be satisfied with going 

down to the first levelðjust to see what it is like, you know." 

Informed of her desire, the superintendent said that he would himself accompany them; 

so they were led back through the village to a building which gave admittance to the mine. Only 



Dorothea and her father, Russell and their guide, went down. Mrs. Langdon, Miss Graham, and 

Travers returning to the church, seated themselves in the shade, where the pure, fresh air of the 

mountains came to them like a breath from Paradise, and a far-spreading view lay before themð

one of those glorious Mexican views which language is too poor to describe, so infinite is the 

beauty of tint and atmosphere, so wonderful the combination of rugged mountain forms and wide 

stretches of smiling plain, of cities shining with hues that seem borrowed from the peacock's 

neck, of mines frowning like mediaeval strongholds, of slender campaniles rising everywhere 

towards the ineffable radiance of the vast blue heaven. 

"What a country it is!" said Margaret Langdon, as her gaze wandered over the picture. ''I 

do not wonder that Mr. Russell feels such enthusiasm for itðone could not stop short of loving it 

if one stayed long enough." 

"It would be hard to find anything to equal it in beauty and interest," said Travers. "There 

is so much combined here. The deep and lasting impress of Spainðmost fascinating of modern 

nationsðthe striking Oriental aspect of the country, the personal beauty of the people, their 

picturesque life, and the romanticism that seems a part of all they do. Look at this church, for 

instanceðis it not like a fairy-tale to our nineteenth century ears?" 

"It is far more than that," Margaret answered. "It is such a sermon in stone as I have never 

met before in all my wanderings. And these are the people whom weðsome of us, that isðhave 

ventured to think an inferior race!" 

"Don't class yourself with the ignorant multitudeðmostly fools, as Carlyle justly 

observesðwho instead of intelligent opinions have only a few inherited prejudices," said Travers. 

"But Miss Graham looks sadly bored! I am afraid that our rhapsodies over the country 

have a tendency to fatigue her." 

"Oh! I assure you I find it all very interesting," said Miss Graham, "though I don't 

perhaps express as much enthusiasm as Dorothea. As for this church, it is simply splendidðbut 

really now don't you think it would be more appropriate down in Guanajuato than up here in a 

mining village?" 

Travers glanced at Mrs. Langdon and smiled. ''That depends," he answered, "upon what 

object the builders had in view. If the admiration of men, Guanajuato was the place. If the glory 

of God, I venture to think the present situation could not be improved upon. But here come our 

friends back from the mine already! Mademoiselle Dorothea's exploring spirit has been speedily 

satisfied on this occasion." 

"Oh! it was excessively warm; that was why I did not go very far," Dorothea said, in 

answer to their questions. "But you need not smile, Mr. Travers. It was exceedingly interesting, 

and I am glad I went down." 

"What did you see? Tell us about it," said Miss Graham, yawning slightly, as if in 

remembrance of past or anticipation of coming boredom. 

ñYes," said Mrs. Langdon, "let us have the satisfaction of knowing what is to be seen in 

the depths of a mine, without the fatigue of descending into it ourselves." 

"Well," responded Dorothea, looking the while around the wide prospect with a radiant 

glance, as if the sweet, fresh purity of the air and the glorious brightness of the day appealed to 

her senses with a double charm since she had been into the dark bowels of the earth, "let me tell 

you that there is simply a world down thereða new, strange, wonderful world it was to meðand 



as for its inhabitants, they appear, to use an Oriental form of expression, to be in numbers as the 

sands of the sea-shore. How did I see them? Why, an army, an absolute army, was going down 

into the mine as we came up." 

"The men are changed three times in every twenty-four hours," said the general, "and we 

chanced to meet one of these 'shifts,' as miners call it. You see the building which covers the 

mouth of the mine contains various apartmentsðchiefly used for storing materialðbut 

especially one large room where clerks are at their desks day and night to keep the time of the 

men at work. As each 'shift' enters the building, marched in squads like soldiers, the names are 

called out and registered by the clerks as the men descend the stairs into the mine." 

"And such stairs!" said Dorothea. "Built of great blocks of hewn stone, beautifully laid, 

and as wideð how wide, Mr. Russell?" 

"They are square-cut blocks of porphyry about ten feet wide," said Russell, "and the walls 

on each side are plastered and whitewashed. It is a magnificent work, this stairway, for it 

descends to the lowest level of the mine, a distance of more than two thousand feet, turning to 

right or left at a depth of every hundred feet." 

"One is fatigued even in thinking of ascending or descending it," remarked Miss Graham 

feelingly. 

"We saw one sight which touched me inexpressibly," said Dorothea. "At each angle of 

this great stairway, this work of Titans, is a niche excavated out of the solid rock, forming a 

shrine and containing a religious image, a picture or statue, adorned with flowers, and with a 

light burning before it. I can give you no idea," turning to her sister, as if surest of sympathy 

there, with the bright moisture of feeling springing again into her eyes, "how the sight of these 

shrines, with their tapers gleaming like stars, affects one, when one comes upon them suddenly 

in the darkness and silence of the depths of the earth. How lovely the faith of these people is!ð

and how it pervades their lives! It seems to put a strain of elevated feeling, a comprehension of 

divine beauty, into their existence which our poor, materialised people of the same class totally 

lack." 

"One might certainly travel far through any mining region of our favoured land before 

finding a mine provided with such an accessory as a shrine underground and a basilica above," 

observed Travers reflectively. "But then we have been repeatedly informed that Mexicans are 

very superstitious!" 

"One wonders," said Dorothea caustically, "if those who make the charge are very good 

judges of what superstition is ðor of what faith is, either, for that matter! Instead of scoffing at 

what they are unable to understand or appreciate, they would do better to go home and pray for a 

little of the faith and piety which touch and edify one here, and which are so wholly wanting in 

their hard, material lives." 

"It almost sounds as if she were advising you to go home, Mr. Travers," said Miss 

Graham with quiet malice. "But did you see any silver taken out?" she asked, addressing 

Dorothea with a return to practical considerations for which she could always be relied upon. 

"Oh, no!" answered Dorothea. "The place where they are now taking out silver is miles 

away from where we were. Have you forgotten that they told us there are twenty-eight miles of 

underground workings in this mine?" 



"Dorothea was right in saying that it is simply a world down there," remarked the 

generalð"a world of vast extent and wonderful work. There are miles of tramways laid in all 

directions for the transportation of the ore in the different ore-beds to the main perpendicular 

shaftðthat splendid affair over yonderð through which it is hoisted to the surface." 

"You seem to have taken in and remembered everything," said Miss Graham, "so now 

that we have heard everything, I suppose we may return to Guanajuato." 

But at this moment Russell, who had been speaking apart to the courteous Mexican who 

accompanied them into the mine, turned towards the group. "This gentleman," he said, "suggests 

that you would perhaps like to see the method by which the ore is reduced. If you have never 

seen the Mexican reduction process, it is possible that it might interest you." 

"It would interest me very much," said the general. "Where do we goðover there?" And 

he nodded towards the massive walls encircling the buildings that cluster around the great shaft, 

known far and wide as ñEl Tiro de la Mina Valenciana." 

"No," Russell answered, "we must go to what is called the hacienda de beneficio. That is 

situated in the cañada between Marfil and Guanajuato." 

"Why do they carry the ore so far, instead of having their reduction works near at hand?" 

asked Mrs. Langdon with surprise. 

"Because water is necessary for the process of reduction," Russell replied, "and there is 

no water here." 

"Oh! let us go by all means," cried Dorothea. "I want to see everything."  

ñA commendable but rather exhausting ambition," remarked Travers with a sigh. "If, 

however, it is so written in the book of Fate, let us go." 

Miss Graham rose and shook out the folds of her habit with an air of resignation which 

mutely echoed his words; so they descended the great flight of stone steps to the sunny plaza 

lying in green beauty below, on the farther side of which, in the shade of some portales, the 

horses and mozos awaited them. They speedily mounted, and accompanied by a graceful young 

Mexican, whom the superintendent called from the office of the mine and sent with them, set 

forth for the reduction works. 

But, instead of following the broad, well-graded road by which they had ascended, their 

guide led them around the frowning walls of the mine, and took a narrow trail across the brown, 

rugged hills, gashed with great ravines by the torrents of every rainy season. It was the trail by 

which the ore was conveyed from the mine to the reduction works, and along it came and went in 

ceaseless stream the pack-trains of burros that carried upon their backs the leather sacks filled 

with metal. To avoid these trains on the narrow way was difficult, for to give place in the least 

degree to anyone is an idea which never enters into the head of a burro. It was necessary for the 

men who followed each train to rush forward and energetically belabour and push the small, 

stubborn animals, to induce them to allow the party of equestrians to pass at various points. "The 

Valenciana Mine must have thousands of these donkeys!" Dorothea exclaimed at last, when such 

a block had occurred for the twentieth time, and looking across the escarped and riven hillsides 

they could trace the winding trail by the animals that darkened it. The young Mexican, who had a 

fair knowledge of English, laughed and assured her that she was right, that the burros of the 

Valenciana Mine were indeed many, while Travers observed that if she chanced to be pushed 

over into the dry bed of a torrent by one of the burros in question (an accident which had several 



times only been prevented by the prompt interposition of the mozos) she could hardly object to 

suffering in the cause of that adherence to ancient custom which she so highly commended. 

"The spirit of modern improvement might dictate a tramway to convey the ore from the 

mine to the reduction works," he added, "but far be it from me to suggest that such a mode would 

be an improvement on the present picturesque methodðthough what the burros might think of it 

is another matter." 

"The burros would have to do other work if they did not do this, I suppose," Dorothea 

answered. "The pack-trains are picturesque, as one sees them winding in the distance; and it 

would surely be a very remarkable tramway that could go up and down hill like this trail." 

There was a general laugh, but the exigencies of the trail were such that no one 

demonstrated the feasibility of the tramway, especially since another train of laden animals at 

this moment came by, pushing the party to right and left with their great sacks of ore, and when 

the interruption was fairly over they found themselves at the entrance of the hacienda de 

beneficio. 

This proved to be one of the immense, fortress-like erections which had struck them on 

their ascent from Marfil to Guanajuato. Situated immediately on the banks of the stream which 

flows down from the beautiful Presas, and surrounded by a stone wall at least ten feet high and 

of corresponding thickness, it is an enclosure about twelve hundred feet long by two hundred 

wide, containing various open courts, or patios, and buildings with red-tiled roofs and arcaded 

fronts. Leaving their horses in charge of the attendants, the party followed their obliging guide, 

who was eager to show them everything. 

First in order came the arrastras, for crushing the ore. On an elevated portion of the 

enclosure, covered by a tiled roof, were three rows of these, each row containing twenty 

arrastrasðgreat, circular basins of cut stone, not less than eight feet in diameter, in the centre of 

each of which a horizontal wooden sweep was mortised through an upright post. To one end of 

this sweep the large millstone that ground the ore to powder against the stone floor of the basin 

was attached, while to the other were fastened the mules, wearing leather hoods over their eyes 

to prevent dizziness, who walking round in an unending circle supplied the motive-power to drag 

the huge mass of granite over the ore. 
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"An effectual way of doing the work," said the general, "but very crude when one thinks 

of a modern stamp-mill. I  am surprised that such a great mine as the Valenciana has not erected 

machinery for crushing its ore." 

"The erection of a stamp-mill is, of course, only a question of time," said Russell. "Many 

of them have already been introduced into the country, especially by Americans and Englishmen, 

who find crushing ore in arrastras too slow work. But come!ðour guide wishes to show us the 

next step in the process." The young Mexican had explained, with many gestures of his slender, 

brown hands, that when the ore was crushed to an impalpable powder a sluice-head of water was 

introduced into the arrastras, which carried the deposit to a lower level, and to this lower level he 

now led them. It was an enclosure, containing about an acre of ground, covered with a carefully 

laid floor of flagstonesðforming the patio from which the process takes its name. The crushed 

ore carried from the arrastras is deposited on this floor to the depth of about eighteen inches, the 

surplus water is then drawn off, leaving the pulverized mass in a plastic condition, and 

quicksilver, in the proportion of five pounds to every ton of ore, is added, by means of forcing it 

through buckskin sacks, so that, when shaken over the bed of ore, it is distributed equally in 

small globules, thus bringing it immediately in contact with the silver, which is principally in a 

sulphide form. Five per cent. of common salt is then added for the purpose of assisting 

oxidization, and about twenty mules are turned loose and driven to and fro through this bed of 

mortar for three hours each day for thirty days. 

"You recognize your black mud, do you not?" asked Russell, turning to Dorothea. "This 

is the amalgamating process which we looked down upon as we entered Zacatécas, and which 

struck you as so remarkable." 








































































































































































































































































































