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NEXZ-DOOR NEIGHBOR. WHERE MAXIMILIAN DIED.

ieces. i 7
& tge?; ; The‘cu 'eter allures us on. Its towers and domes olis-
tén in the dying llg]:lﬁ,_ll&]f hidden among abundant foliage. Da
- --"-:
mascus never looked
lovelier. Though I :
never saw that earthly
Eden, I fancied I saw L
it in this sunset view.
-
The hollow of the hills [ | Wi
looks small from this : Into the Town.—Maximilian’s Retreat.—Capture and Execution.—Hill of Bells.
Beliin  and s ity 3 —TFactories and Gardens.—Hot-weather Bath.—A Home.—Alameda.—Sun-
seems embossed on the day, sacred and secular—A very Christian name.—Crowded Market, and
bottom of a bowl of r \ empty Churches.— Chatting in Church.— Priestly Procession.—Among the
a- X Churches.—Hideous Images.—Handsome Gardens.

diant green. It looks

l.agg_r__q?_c_lm majestic rom ) | As T came rattling down the steep place into this fair city with
El-if— hill-top. It 15‘})—&? the setting of the sun; I could only think of another sun that set
fectly in the i?;;ﬁ'",;f here, and whose sadbrilliance shot a lurid flame across the orb of

the world. Here Maximilian met his fate.

the eye. A farther de- | |
: This was the last landscape he ever saw ; such a sunset on these

scent brings the aque- :
It brought a shadow

duct to'view, the state- ki

Hést Booindt thar ds e / ' over the picture, a shadow not of time, but of man. These are the
tant in America, and
there is no grander in

fields and hills which

“ Do take a sober coloring from an eye
That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality.”

Italy, nor one so grand.
It strides across the |

hollow, forty feet high, ' Maximilian and Montezuma, three hundred and fifty years apart

: in their history, are blended in a historic unity. They had much

broad arches. We rush in common. Men of refined rather than of strong nature, loving

round dirty, mud-faced ‘streets. int ; bfzneath it, fly round and ar‘t .rafhe-r the?u arts, Put in (‘:om‘mand of a turbulent peoplef at a

HAIE Buddeis o the Troti se ;h ;.l-ze thick of the town, and : crisis in its history, Wltl:l an instinct of honor rather than of gov-

over one hundred miles is d e Diligence. The day’s ride of . . ernment, they each fell into hands Tnore'powe-:r'ful than the.mselvcs,
and found $ done, and gladly the couch is sought _ and perished with regret, and yet with dire military necessity.

. Maximilian retreated to Queretaro, after the French left the

country, a step of exceeding unwisdom ; for Mexico the city is Mex-

with massive pillars and

ico the State, and the possession of that is nine points in the pos-

session of all the country. He fled to this city probably because
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it was a clerical town, and one of his most ardent supporters, while
the political capital might prove treacherous,

The Republicans surrounded it. Batteries were planted on the
hill down which the diligence plunges ; on a headland next to it,
across a broad and deep cafion ; and the third on Sierra de los
_Campanas, or Hill of the Bells, a knob of not mucﬁgght, rising = o (4 |
out of the meadows to the north-west of the town. He was in the -(~TeM
Church of the Cross, with huge gardens attached, surrounded by a ‘_.-"-,L_ \: £4
high wall, making a fortress of especial strength. One of his gen- Ve ool
erals betrayed that fortress of a church, and he was captured. ~ "1}
Tried by court-martial, he is condemned for publishing a cruel & Y
edict, two years before, which outlawed all Republicans, and caused || _ . v ‘
the murder of many. He is ordered to be shot, with two associ- = = |

/
ates, Miramon, ex-President of the republic, and Tomas Majia, a 1./

1 i |\
j [" pLE

Ay

general. They are marched out to the Hill of the Bells, and in ;‘/f )
Y front of its fort, high up the hill-side, the three men fall by the bul- k* !3]@:;
& lets of the government. With them fell the Church power in Mex- /. /"
ico. It was her last battle. For twenty years she had plotted,
“YC and raised rebellions, and introduced a foreign prince and a foreign
,army. - Miramon was her Mexican leader, Pius IX. her European.

4

—

A favorite picture on the parlor walls of devout Romanists here «\{,
is Maximilian and Carlotta visiting the pope. He sits on a dais, - L
holding converse with them about Mexico. They. were blessed by | ‘_"{,-.;;.
' him, and urged on their dim and perilous way. He was the real | Al
- centre of the imperial movement ; Napoleon was gnly his military e -1
s s 5 e 3 ST . e R 74 JA44p |. .
director. ~ All of it was Rom anism, and Romanism only. ¢4 L]
When Ameérica finished her war, Mr. Seward put sixty thousand

LA s

AN
., men on the Mexican frontier, and sent a polite note to the French l ]

-

- minister suggesting that the French troops be recalled from this \, eve |

. . ; ; A
continent. Napoleon saw that his stay in Mexico was at an end; s . .""-- '

| _and gracefully withdrew his troops. Maximilian should have gone [ U l/ :

r-L’with him. But he fancied he could win alone. He trusted the ‘

. Church party. They were weak and weaker every day. Juarez,

\ inspired by the United States, moved on him and drove him hith-
er, captured, condemned, shot him.
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A SCENE FOR THE CANVAS. 289

The hill where he was killed is only a mile from the town. It
is about a hundred feet high—a Bunker Hill in size, height, and
history ; for here Mexico achieved, in her way, her independence.
He was placed a little below the summit, facing the east, looking | /)

toward Miramar and his mother’s house. A sketch, made at the ‘;1;7%
time, gives the sad scene. The three men stand apart from each
other, and guards of soldiers are on either side. Easy and grace-
ful in their attitudes, calm of feature, they await the shot that
sends them to another world ; let us hope a world where there is
no war, nor wickedness, nor woe. . Letfw Cve Ciciy
The spot where he fell is marked by a heap of stones, cast up

without order by living hands. Many of these stones are marked

with a cross. Some of them have three crosses on them, some five |

—the most sacred sign—emblematic of the five wounds of Christ. '
This is the tribute of his party and Church, and could not have

been done in many cities of the country. It shows how badly the
cross is blasphemed, and justifies our Puritan fathers for abolishing '
its use altogether. It came to signify spiritual tyranny and super-
stition, and was rightly rejected. So these rude scratches are evi-
dence of hostility to republican and tolerant ideas, of bitterest hos-

tility to true Christianity. It may yet burst forth, not in crosses
alone, but in crucifixion also.

The view from this Hill of the Bells is uncommonly fine. The
valley lies about you, full of verdure. Never did any valley look
lovelier. Hundreds of acres of wheat and barley and lucern,
greenest of the green, seem in a race for superiority in color,
while the trees are not behind in beauty. Flowers of richest hue | IL\
glow in the gardens, and the city stands forth, with its glittering ) ['[
towers and domes, a spectacle long to be remembered. It would f .

\
|

be hard to find the equal in beauty of this combination of high, ':\

bold cliffs, ranges of hills, velvet meadows, and stately churches. -J

\

The river makes the town. But for that, this valley would be as |
dry and yellow as that of Mexico. As it is, one can not see within
the circuit of the spurs of the hills a barren spot. If but George

(
;.

L. Brown were only here to put this scene on his burning canvas,
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