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how many would haste to see the picture, if not the reality. I
know not where is a richer bouquet. Other valleys are grander ;
this is complete. As if to keep the memory green of the great
conflict crowned on this spot, some ancient nopals just below the
crest still show the holes in their leaves made by the bullets of the
besiegers. It is a monument that will not soon die, for nothing
seems to live more leisurely than the cactus, and it well adorns the
lustrous picture with its rude and strong appropriateness.

The whole scene is placid and lovely as a sleeping babe. How
different when blood and fire and vapor of smoke filled all the hol-
low!

“Death rode upon the sulphury siroc,
-~ Red battle stamped his foot, and nations felt the shock.”

LI This inland town and this tiny hill made sorrow and trembling in
\ the Tuileries and Schénbrunn. Consternation awoke in all courts

as the stern decree was executed that announced to all the world
\ that European monarchs must “ hands off” to all American nation-
{ alities, and ere long to all American soil.

The city, like all in Mexico and everywhere else, has much that

will not bear close examination. Its edges are not sweet, any

| more than those of London or New York. lﬂm.lmm__fgig_m

| streets, and fewer choice houses. 'HQEEMW
grading. Poverty has wrought its perfect work, and the last cent
is both often and rarely seen by the pauperized people. Beggars
abound, and. thrust_their offensive whinings nto your unwilling
cars. The plaza is a pretty garden of tropical delights, more boun-
tiful than that of Mexico, for the land lies lower and warmer.

Other products abound. Under the portal of this plaza, among
the shops, I saw a lad generously searching the long, thick, grizzled
back hair of his mother as faithfully and as successfully as such
mothers in other lands search such sons. It was a good evidence
of filial affection.

A factory here deserves notice. It is two miles from the city,
in a deep, hot cafion, and is big enough to attract attention, even
in Englanc] or' New England. On its looms it employs fifteen

-
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hundred hands. Mr. Sawyer, a New Hampshire cotton-spxlnnerl,
superintends several rooms. He took me over the whole of it. :
know little of cotton-spinning, though I have.been taken through
many mills. I saw this had the familiar whirr fm-d fuzz- of suc

mills. Rooms as long as those of Lowell were driving their looms.
The main building is but three stories high, and l.llOSt of thenr;l
only two. The cloth manufactured is of poor .quahty, not wort

over six cents in the States. Here it sells for eighteen and three-

quarter cents : a real and a medio.

A COTTON FACTORY, QUERETARO.

The most striking peculiarity about these mills is the gal".(i}elnt }11n
front of them. This garden is full of orange-trees laden wit treez
ripe fruit, with peach-trees in blossom, figs, pon‘t?grat:ﬁtesé s
bearing crimson flowers called | the ¢ llgi:}_xg buena, r:n;__gg:_mi:l i
Mé;: as it is much used for that holiday. Roses, geran: 5
fuchsias, and many unknown to the cold North are blooming in
thl;ﬁ‘:::iiﬁ:;' is the old mill in this vivid c‘on-trast. It ste;]nds
back from the street, near the water-course. Itis .mclose% on 1:.] C;‘ez
sides with a high iron fence, light, graceful, and tipped with gilde

points and balls. Inside is a spacious garden, with walks and
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founts and foliage and flowers. Several gardeners daily care for
the nourishment and pruning of these thirsty and wanton luxuries.
Benches are scattered around. Thickets of green and natural
houses are daintily grown together. Every thing is after the best
type of a lordly pleasure-garden, and yet it fronts a factory where
whirring spindles and looms are its constant music. Flutes and
soft recorders would seem more fitting.

/ How would our factories be improved with a slight approach to

| thirty-one cents a day, and to work them less than fifteen hours,
than to adorn the grounds so richly. That is what these work-
men and work-women get and do. For two reals and a medio
they work from six in the morning to nine and a half at night ;

\
%' this beauty! Perhaps they prefer to give their hands more than
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some from five to that late hour, with a recess of one hour and a
half, All the workmen pay a real a week for the doctor, whether
they want him or not, and take one-third of their pay out of the
company’s store ; so their fifteen reals, or one dollar and seventy-
five cents a week, becomes fourteen, and ten of these, or one dol-
lar and a quarter, is all their cash in hand for ninety hours’
steady work, at half-past nine on Saturday night. No wonder the
huts they occupy, my lord, the owner of the mills, would not put his
favorite dog into. He even keeps a judge, before whom he re-
quires all their grievances to be brought, and over the door of his
office is printed “The only Judge.” This signified that none
should seek relief at any other court except at his peril. The

\ owner of these mills is successful and unsuccessful, making and

I\'.

losing many a fortune. He is a young man who inherited the es-
tablishment, and who has the odd fancy of going daily to town in a
red stage-coach with four horses, which he drives, preferring this

startling mode to riding horseback or in an ordinary vehicle. I

saw him thus flaunt out. His mills do not pay, despite the ele-

| gance of the gardens, the poorness and price of the goods, and the
\ cheapness of the labor. He is constantly and overwhelmingly in
\‘. debt. So the Yankee mill-owner may conclude it is wiser to make

his mills less romantic and his profits more sure. If he also will
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work his people less and pay them more, his lack of taste may be
condoned.  Still, if to all excefﬂences he adds these factory gar-
dens of Queretaro, he will ﬁnd his mill the more attractive, and
a delight.

ma;lieoiailllg runs Ep intg’ the hills, filled with groves of fragrance
fig, orange, cactus, aguafa vegetable butter-apple, used as sauce
for the tortillas), zapotes, and other nameless fruits. At its head a
bath attracts many visitors, placed among groves of incense. The
very air is burdened with spicy odors.

The aqueduct that stalks so majestically across the short cam-

s

pagna has its fountain-head near these baths. It runs along the ) \

mountain-sides for three miles, and then marches across the valley
to the town. It makes a superb feature in the landscape ; and is

the only real Roman relic, save what the church affords, on the |

) Ra-
continent. It is ante-Roman, ojé_g_than the Cesars OEL
meses and Solomon. :

" The alameda here is the pleasantest I have seen in all the coun-

try. It is a little one side of the town, and has a country look such
a5 Boston Common used to have, and Druid Hill now has. Itis
about fifty acres square, has a drive around it, and long, stralgl:it
diagonals going from a central circle to the corners. High, gran ;
green ash-trees make its chief shade. Grass, well sprinkled with
dandelions, lies open to the free play of children, and wanderings
of their elders. The familiar tree and flower made the spot mor:e
Northernish and home-like than any of its fellows. It was a deli-
cious spot to sit and muse, and grow mellow with homesick Io;lg-
ings. London parks, the only country fields in the heart oha
great city, are not more homely and homeful. One forgets his
strange surroundings, hostile even though they be, in this

3 Society where none intrudes,”

for beggar, nor priest, nor lordling frequent the spot. There is
no wealth to come, and the others go not where wealth is not.
When you come to Queretaro, be sure to take a long lounge

through its alameda.
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The Sunday begins, like all other days here, rel:glously and sec-J
> ularly. The trumpets of the garrison ring out the first reveille, and
. K the bells of the churches ring out almost immediately their oracion,
%) or call to prayer. By five the tintinnabulations play on the tympa-

num, like a Fourth of July at home, and “sleep no more” is a de-
cree that has to be obeyed.| It was a pleasanter sound, certainly,

m bands and factory bells, and I almost
forgot| myself for a moment, and fancied I was gomg to have a
goodly) service on this sacred day This. impression wa‘s deepened
by an fincident which occurred while T was taking my rfemymo, or

reakfast, which conszsts of only a cup of coffee ,and a small

I ask the waiter what his name as “Trinidad, sefior,” he
replids, respectfully. Shock d at the answer, I repeatf:t “Trin-
“Si1, sehor.” “La \Santissima ?andad ? 4La Santis-

rinidad, sefior.” So I was talking with the Most Holy

I never supposed their

of profanity/ “Jesus”
is as{ common as John at home more $o: but “La| Santissima

sked this wonderfnlly named yout
?  “Every day?”’ &Every eight
“Sunday.” “At what hour}” *Between five and six.”
bellringing had taken him/to church.
“Yes.” “Havey ua Bible?” $No.” “Would

company of Americans and|English, all Frotestant in their
ing, had a leading Mexican 'of the section| at meat with them! A
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water‘melon was brought on. Hg¢ cut off the end, and pourmg a
bottle of wine into |it, said, « Th]g is the blood oLChnst T]fls”
(feeling of the melon) “is the body ; and the two,

make a soul.” Hd said this blan

ting off a good religious thought.

ming together,

re this pegple saturated wjth form and v d of power,

under the education\of mere form, i/ which they have|for so njany
generatigns been trained.

I went out, after my coffee, t_c_:(church for though T have little

A e el
aith jn Romamsmzl feel tha‘Lle is betteruto g0 to the house of

God, fstrangely peryerted though it be, tham to jdle the day away

in ogltward, non-observan | One can himsel pray aright, if the
othdrs prdy awrﬂwmd
Wars had been formed by temporary shan-
ties, and the streets adjoining were lined on both sid sidewalks ; the
ML Never a day more busy The divine
names given by the priests do not prevent ‘the desecration of the
divine day. It would be easy to stop all this. But the Sabbath,

and the Bible, and the very titles of our God and Saviour are alike
cast out and trodden underfoot. Is it any wonder God has cast

them out? Ove this land nothing is writ so plain as the an-
nihilation of ecclesiastical power and wealth. Every church they §
e e e ey

hold, not as their own, but as a loan of W-
vents, immense in extent and costliness, are everywhere deserted
and in ruins, This city is full of them, not yet driven through by
ﬂm oManer; for there is not money
znough to level them, and make them into highways. Yet they
‘are all the more desolate from their utter emptiness and silent ,

'mg_into dust. One of these plazas, and the most beautxful
L: M was made from the garden of a convent belongmg to the cz cathedral

R e

an& alonrr one szE]e oﬁt coming up. to tnat church and covermg
Q0L 26554 S e AR et
C1ty You wander under lofty arches, and into courts w1th0ut a

W wmdo“‘\ém»—"l rmn as complete as Mehose Abbey or

-‘_—-._‘_ ———
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the Coliseum. Such wv places in this yet mtense!y pa-
pal town. Let the true and living Church come and build d up thes these
waste places “and fill these empty courts with heavenly songs and
%
teachings and testimonies.
e e S it
* Hasten, Lord, the glorious day.”
——

I entered the cathedral at about half-past eight. Mass had al-

ready commenced, though only a few were present. They kept

coming in and dropping on their knees. There are only one or
two benches, so the floor is the sitting-place. Two ladies, dressed
in blue silk, with all the fashionable flounces and over-skirts and
trails, floated by me, one kneeling at the foot of the altar, where
she could sit also, when she desired ; the other seating herself on
the bench where I sat. They wore black lace veils, and no bon-
nets, I have never seen a bonnet in a church here. As others
came in of their friends, there were nods and smiles of mutual rec-
ognition ; and when some of them knelt at the side of those on the
floor, conversation ensued, the service constantly going on. So I
saw that kneeling in a papal church did not any more necessitate
devotion than sitting in other churches.

After much singing by the boys, and other incidents of the mass,

a procession is formed, and a silken canopy, wrought with gold, is

borne by six Indians, who, I note, are never priests—only Gibeon-
ites. Thave not seen a full-blooded Indian in high Church orders.
They rule in the State, but not in the Church. Yet I hear they
are found in some parts of Mexico. Before this canopy marches
one with a silver crucifix. Under it a very old man carries a sil-
ver star or sun, on which the crucifix stands, seemingly a very sa-
cred affair. Hard-looking officials accompany this venerable bear-
er. They stop opposite my bench at an altar, and bow and kiss
the silver sun, move on to the high altar, and place it in the cen-
tre. It is as powerless and useless as the opera operations of
some more intelligent, if not more Christian congregations. It
was nothing to the crowd that witnessed it, or the men that per-
formed it.
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A sermon was preached at this stage, which, as I could not un-
derstand 71“dld not dlshke ; nor did 1 dislike the manner and ap—
p\arance of the preacher who seemed earnest and devotional ;
and I espemally liked the breakmg off half way in his d:scourse_
and engaging in prayer, in which all the congregahon joined.
should/have liked it better had I nc not/seen the same thlﬁg t\yl/I
befofe, and t reforej ged it forn}a] and not/of the heart,/ Yet
I/O/r ndemn 4 good prefl/c;h(:& becau;e/f possible fytm/aht),
and would not ob_]ect to seeing a like 1nvocatxon by preach.er 'md
@nmn 1 m1ddle, and end of our se sermons. ;

Few of
them are in a good condition. None have a fresh and animating
air.  All overflow with images. Never did a nation so give itself
up to image-worship. Hundreds of little white images hang near
the shrine or doors, probably to be sold for household gods. The
Virgin Mary is dressed in every sort of garb and color, sometimes {
with crinoline, yards across. In the Church of Santo Domingo, m\
Puebla, her robes stand out with an enormous spread. = Blue, pur- |
ple, yellow, lace, gold and silver ornaments—every array is she
set forth in. Once I admired the simplicity of her apparel. At |
the Church of Sgn Felipe, over the top of the high altar, she stood |
in perfect white marble, or hard and shining plaster, hooded, al- S
most, as to her face, holding in one hand a candlestick, and m\
the other a crucifix. It was too simple and severe for the taw- {
dry taste displayed usually behind these glass fronts. )

A crucifix below, on a side altar, made amends for that simplic-
ity. Christ was on his hands and knees. His whole backbone
seemed laid open by the lash, and blood was flowing from every
rib and cord over his sides. It was horribly hideous and false, as
were the two courtesanish-looking faces of fair, fat, forty, and fine-
ly-dressed women that were made into angels, and hovered dolor-
ously, but not sympathetically, above him.

The Church of the Cross, where Maximilian lived, and which he
fortified, and where he was captured, is one of the chief churches,

with some ornament, but especially noticeable for a graceful tomb, a
20
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shrouded female with a long wand, leaning over a tablet, on which
the name of the dead is graven.

Santa Clara, where my astonishingly-named osz0 _gi)g_&gkis_ﬁt_}'_l_e
most_ornate_structure. Such a profusion_of gilding T have seen
nowhere else. Five altars from floor to ceiling are covered with
figires and carved work, all thick with gold, while the arches
around and above the door-way are, if possible, even more over-
Jaid. It is astonishing what an outlay of precious leaf has been

made on these shrines. This church was crowded at vespers to

the pavement without, where many sat, joining with the voices that
took up the refrain from within. These were all the poorest of the
'poor. Rags and beggary and utter penury knelt on the floor or
sat on the benches of this gilded chapel that cost more than any
church, probably, in the United States. When shall we equal them
by our equality ?

The Church of the Virgin of Gaudalupe was almost equally
adorned with gold, but had only a few worshipers. Its convent
has becomé a hospital, and exquisite flowers fill its courts with
beauty of odor and of sight. Its front is of the Moorish typ‘e,
more so than any in the capital or Puebla, and its graceful minaret
and very quaint buttresses, flying out from the wall like a scroll,
are proofs of the influence Grenada had over Madrid.

The churches and priests are the chief characteristic of Quere-
taro. No wonder it is such a church-town. It is more completely
filled with these structures than any city I have seen—than any,
probably, in the land, except Guadilajara. Puebla has far less,
proportionately to its inhabitants, and far inferior ones, excepting
its cathedral, which here is cheap and poor. One I strolled into
(I forget its name) had five altars, with ornaments carried to the
roof, most elaborately and profusely carved and gilded. Statues,
globes, hearts, and even the coils of the entrails, are perched on ev-
ery possible spot, and covered thick with gilt. The door-way to
the sacristy was remarkably adorned in this fashion. Only those
of Santo Domingo chapel, in Puebla, were equally brilliant at the
time of their execution. They make none such nowadays. Gold
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is too dear, and the Church too poor for this luxury. It looks

faded also, and, like its service and power, is out of joint with the
present.

Priests abound. I have not seen as many, in all my stay in

Mexico, as in this single day. Some of these big convents are as
yet unopened, and the day of their sovereignty has not yet closed.
It :EH be pe;ilfisg perhaps, to establish the true worship here
%’éugﬁhere are some who look and long fg{@g__ _f
heard of one such,a Mexican workman of influence and position.
I understand there are others who are ready to cast away their
beggars’ robes of idolatry and formalism and arise and come to
Jesus. May many and all soon come !

We close our visitations, convinced that much prayer and faith-
ful labor must be put up and put forth before this people will be
weaned from their idols and their Sabbath-breakings, and brought
to the feet of Christ. And that prayer is going up, and that ]aEOr |
isl going forth, and Queretarg shall be a city holy unto the Lord,
wlmsg&{itg;a_{ies filled with gratefm
Hyorsh:pfzﬁ. No rags, no beggarym_Sabbathfbreaking, no
superstition.
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