TRAVELS -IN CENTRAL AMERICA.
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THE next morning we ascended by a steep road to the top of a
avine, where a long house stood across the road, so as to prevent all
passing except directly through it. It is called La Garita, and com-
mands the road from the port to the capital. Officers are stationed
here to {ake an account of merchandise, and to ‘examine passports.
The one then in eommand had lost an arm in the service of his
country, i.e. in a battle between his own town and another fifteen
miles off, and the place was given to him as a reward for his patriotic
services.

At the entry of Alajuela, I stopped to inquire for one bearing a
name immortal in the history of the Spanish conquest. It was the
name of Alvarado. Whether he was a descendant or not I do nof
know, nor did he; and strange to say, though I met several bearing
that name, not one attempted to trace his lineage to the uhnquct'or.
Don Ramon Alvarado, however, was recommended to me for qualities
which allied him in character with his great namesake. He was the
courier of the English Mining Company for Serapequea and the River
St. Juan, one of the wildest roads in all Central America.

Next to the advantage of the sea voyage, my principal object in
leaving Zonzonate was to acquire some information in regard to the
canal route between the Atlantic and Pacific by means of the Lake of
Nicaragua and the River San Juan, and my business with Alvarado
was to secure him as a guide to the port of San Juan. In half an
hour all these arrangements were made, the day fixed, and balf the
contract-money paid.

There are four cities in Costa Rica, all of which lie within the space
of fifteen leagues; yet each has a different climate and different pro-
ductions. Including the suburbs, Alajuela contains a population of
about 10,000, The plaza was beautifully situated, and the chureh,
the cabildo, and the houses fronting it were handsome. The latter
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were long and low, with broad piazzas and large windows, having bals
conies made of wooden bars. It was Sunday, and the inhabitants,
cleanly dressed, were sitting on the piazzas, or, with doors wide open,
reclining in hammocks, or on high-backed wooden settees inside. The
women were dressed like ladies, and some were handsome, and all
white. A respectable-looking old man, standing in the door of one
of the best houses, called out « Amigo,” “friend,” and asked us who
we were, whence we came, and whither we were going, recommending
us to God at parting; and all along the street we were accosted in the
same friendly spirit.

: At a distance of three leagues we passed through Heredia without
dismounting. T had ridden all day with a feeling of extraordinary
satisfaction ; and if such were my feelings, what must have been those
of ‘Hezoos? He was returning to his country, with his love for it
mcreased by absence aud hardship away from home. All the way he
met old acquaintance and friends. He was a good-looking fellow,
dashingly dressed, and wore a basket-hilted Peruvian sword more thar
gix feet long. Behind him was strapped a valise of scarlet cloth, with
black borders, part of the uniform of a Peruvian soldier. It would
have been curious to remember how many times he told his story; of
military service and two battles in Peru; of impressment for thcvn:wy
and desertion; a voyage to Mexico, and his return to Guatimala by
land; and always concluded by inquiring about his wife, from whom
he had not heard since he left home, «1a pobra ” being regularly his
?.-mt words. As we approached his home, his tenderness for la pobra
mereased.  He could not procure any direct intelligence of her; but
oune good-natured friend sugoested that she had probably married
some one else, and that he would only disturb the peace of the family
by his return.

On the top of the ravine we came upon a large table-land covered
with the rich coffee-plantations of San José. It was laid out into
squares of 200 feet, enclosed by living fences of trees bearing flowers,
with roads 60 feet wide ; and, except the small horsepath, the roads,
h.;'ul a sod of unbroken green. The deep green of the coffee-planta-
tions; the sward of the roads, and the vistas through the trees at all
the cross-roads, were lovely; at a distance on each side were mountains,
and in front, rising above all, was the great Volcano of Cartago. It
was about the same hour as when, the day before, from.the top of the
mountain of Aguacate, I had looked down into great ravines and over
the tops of high mountains, and seen the Pacific Ocean. This was as
S_Of't as that was wild; and it addressed itself to other senses than the
sight, for it was not, like the rest of Central America, retrograding

P




!
)

i
i
|
|

S

210 TRAVELS IN CENTRAT, AMERICA.

and going to ruin, but smiling as the reward of industry. Seven
years beforé¢ the whole plain was an open waste.

At the end of this table-land we saw San José on a plain below us.
On the top of the hill we passed a house with an arch of flowers before
the door, indicating that within lay one waiting to receive the last
sacrament before going to his final account in another world. De-
scending, we saw at a distance a long procession, headed by a cross with
the figure of the Saviour crucified. It approached with the music of
violins and a loud chorus of voices, and was escorting the priest to the
house of the dying man. As it approached, horsemen pulled off their
hats and pedestrians fell on their knees. We met it near a narrow
bridge at the foot of the hill. The sun was low, but its last rays were
scorching to the naked head. The priest was carried in a sedan chair.
We waited till he passed, and taking advantage of a break in the pro-
cession, crossed the bridge, passed a long file of men, and longer of
women, and being some distance ahead, I put on my hat. A fanatie
follow, with a scowl on his face, cried out, “ Quita el sombrero,” “ take
off your hat.” I answered by spurring my horse, and at the same
moment the whole procession was thrown into confusion. A woman
darted from the line, and ‘Hezoos sprang from his horse and caught
her in his arms, and hugged and kissed her as much as decency in the
public streets would allow. To my great surprise, the woman was only
his cousin, and she told kim that his wife, who was the principal mil-

liner in the place, was on before in the procession. ‘Hezoos was besidé

himself; ran back, returned, caught his horse, and dragged the beast
after him ; then mounting and spurring, begged me to hurry on and
let him go back to his wife. Entering the town, we passed &
rosiu‘ctalﬂ(‘.-looki.ug house, where four or five well-dressed women were
sitting on the piazza. They screamed, *Hezoos drove his mule up the
steps, and throwing himself off, embraced them all around. After a
fow hurried words, he embraced them all over again, Some male
friends attempted to haul him off, but he returned to the women. In
fellow seemed beside himself, though I could not buk
observe that there was method in his madness; for, after two rounds
with the very respectable old ladies, he abandoned them, and dragging
forward a very pretty young girl with his arms around her waist, and
kissing her every moment, told me she was the apprentice of his wife;

and though at every kiss he asked her questions about his wife, he did
than the

fact, the poor

not wait for answers, and the kisses were repeated faster
During all this time I sat on my horse looking on. Doubft:
I \sant for him, but I began to be impntient; seeing
anied” by halfas

guestions,
less it was very ples
which, he tore himself away, mounted, and, accomp
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flozeu of his friends, he again led the way. As we advanced his frie
increased. It was rather vexatious, but T could 3301; di : '_'Cu‘_is
= s S isturb him in
the sweete.sf. plelsasures in life,—the welcome of friends after a lone
ahsepce. Crossing the plaza, two or three soldiers of his old eompan 3
leaning on the railing of the quartel, eried out “comm: L : 5’,
the sergeant at their head, passed over and joi seilinln
' b 2 88 and joined us. We crossed the
p:‘aza with I:ft?en or twenty in our suite, or rather in his suite. some
:O :jlel-om, particularly the sergeant, in compliment to him, were civil
s f 3 i T T, 3
ﬁw:?’ifilsiélcn:tmlluil rr‘l‘.'ig-eﬁ ;mlg;::]{; x:f}(for.nc h:m., I har} none. In
8 sleep that night. ‘Hezoos had
told me that there was an old chapiton, 7.e. a person from Spain, in
wh;se_ ho‘:s]e I could have a room to myself, and pay for 12, I:ut
untorfunately, time had made it : ;) "Spani had
been gone so long that the a((nltl-ct;;uftl:lzfg Gi?:«qil::uil ‘i]i*l‘]]'i;l‘l‘}“mr‘-l 'had
‘ : 8 5 know what
had become of him. T had counted upon him with so much certaint
that T had not taken out my letters of recommendation, and did 110{
re!\'en know the names of the persons to whom they were addressed.
The cura was at his bacienda, and his house shut up; a padre who had
been in the United States was sick, and could not receive any one : m
servant’s friends all recommended different persons, as if I hmi tbﬁé
w?:ole town at my disposal; and principally they urc:ed mo to honour
with my company the chief of the state. In the n;dst of this street
eousulfution, I longed for a hotel at 100 dollars a-day, and the wovern=
ment for paymaster. ‘Hezoos, who was all the time in a terril‘»le‘:i-mrrv
after an animated interlude with some of his friends. spurred his muje,
and hurried me back, erossed a corner of the plaza, turned down a
street to the right, stopped opposite a small house, where he dis-
mounted, and begging me to do the same, in a moment the saddles
were whipped off and carried inside. T was ushered into the lloﬁse
and seated on a low chair in a small room, where a dozen anen’
friends of ‘Hezoos and his wife, were waitine to welcome him to hir;
I_mme. He told me that he did not know where his house was, or that
it had an extra room, till he learned it from his friends ; and ém‘t'Ving
my luggage into a little dark apartment, said that T could have that
to myself, and that he, and his wife, and all his friends, would wait
upon me, and that I could be more comfortable than in a;nv house in
dan José. T was excessively tired, having made three days’ }c-urnov in
two, worn out with the worry of searching for a rcstinz—plzw;\. and if T
h_ﬁd been younger, and had no character to lose, I should not have
given myself any further trouble; but, unfortunately, the dionity of
office might have been touched by remaining in the house o["my
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servant; and, besides, T could not move without running agaiust a
woman ; and, more than all, “Hezoos threw his arms around any one
he chose, and kissed her as much as he pleased. In the midst of my
irresolution, “la pobra™ herself arrived, and half the women in the
procession, amateurs of tender scenes, followed. I shall not attempt
to deseribe the meeting. ‘Hezoos, as in duty bound, forseck all the
rest, and notwithstanding all that he had done, wrapped her little
figure in his arms as tightly as if he had not looked at a woman for
a month ; and “la pobra” lay in his arms as happy as if there were no
pretty cousins or apprentices in the world.

All this was too much for me: I worked my way out of doors, and
after a consultation with the sergeant, ordered my horse to be saddled,
and riding a third time across the plaza, stopped before the convent of
Don Antonio Castro. The woman who opened the door said that the
padre was not at home. I answered that I would walk in and waif,
and ordered my luggage to be set down on the portico. She invited me

oD D

inside, and I ordered the luggage in after me. The room occupied

nearly the whole front of the convent, and besides some pictures of
saints, its only furniture was a large wooden table, and a long, high-
backed, wooden-bottomed settee. 1laid my pistols and spurs upon the
table, and stretching myself upon the settee, waited to welcome the
padre to his house.

It was some time after dark when he returned. He was surprised,
and evidently did not know what to do with me, but seemed to recog=
nisc the principle that possession is nine points of thelaw. I saw, how=
ever, that his embarrassment was not from want of hospitality, but frons
a belief that he could not make me eomfortable. In Costa Rica the
padres are poor, and I afterward learned that there it is unusual fora
stranger to plant himself wpon one. I have since thought that the
Padre Castro must have considered me particularly cool ; but, at all
events, his nephew coming in soon after, they forthwith procured me
chocolate. At each end of the long room was a small one, one occupied
by the padre and the other by his nephew. The latter vacated his;
and with a few pieces from the padre’s, they fitted me up so well, that
when I lay down I congratulated myself upon my forcible entry; and
probably before they had recovered from their surprise I was asleep.

My arrival was soon known, and the next morning I received several
invitations to the houses of residents—one from the lady of Don Manuel
de Aguila ; but I was so well pleased with the convent that I was not
disposed to leave it. As a matter of course, I soon became known 0
all the foreign residents, who, however, were but fonr ; Messrs. Steipel
and Squire, a German and an Englishman, associated in business;
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Mr. Wallenstein, .Germ:m ; and the fourth was a countryman, Mr,
Lawrence, from Middletown, Connecticut. Al lived with Mr. Steipel ;

11 had immediately e~
and 1 had 1mmediately a general invitation to m
home.

In the afternoon T dined with the foreign residents at the house of
Mz. Steipel. This gentleman is an instance of the vicissitudes of for-
tune, He is a native of Hanover. At fifteen he left college and en-

= ) . =5 S
tered the T russian army ;' fought at Dresden and Leipsic ; and at the
battle of Waterloo received a ball in his brain, from which unfor-
tu‘nately, only within the month preceding, he lost the use of one eye.
D].‘Q-ll,lled for tl.u'oe years by his wound, on his recovery, with three com-
panions, he sailed for South America, and entered the Peruvian army,
married a Hija del Sol, Daughter of the Sun, turned merchant. and

= 9 eTie i %
came to San José, where he was then living in a style of European
hospitality, T shall lose all reputation as a sentimental traveller, but
I cannot help mentioning honourably every man who gave me a good

dinner ; and with this determination I shall offend the reader but once
more,

ake his house my

Early the next morning, accompanied by my countryman Mr. Law-
rence, and mounted on a noble mule lent me by Mr. Steipel, I set off
for Cartago. We left the city by a long, well-paved street, and a little
beyond the suburbs passed a neat coffee-plantation, which reminded me
of a Continental villa. Tt was the property of a Frenchman, who died
Just as he completed it ; but his widow had provided another master for
his house and father for his children. On both sides were mountains,
and in froné was the great Volcano of Cartago. The fields were culti-
vated with corn, plantains, and potatoes. The latter, though indi-
genous, and now scattered all over Europe, is no longer the food of the
natives, and but rarely found in Spanish America. The Cartago pota-
toes are of good flavour, but not larger than a walnut, doubtless from
the want of care in cultivating them.

Entries have been found in the records of Cartago dated in 1598,
which show it to be the oldest city in Central America. Coming from
San José, its appearance was that of an ancient city. The churches
were large and imposing ; the houses had yard-walls as high as them-
selves ; and its quiet was extraordinary. We rode up a very long
street without seeing a single person, and the cross-streets, ext(-nziin-;r {3
a great distance both ways, were desolate. A single horseman crossine
at some distance was an ohject to fix our attention. A

The day before we had met at San José Dr. Bridley, the only foreign
resident in Cartago, who had promised to procure a guide, and make
arrangements for ascending the Voleano of Cartago ; and we found
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that, besides doing all that he had promised, he was himself prepared
to go with us. While dinner was preparing, Mr. L. and I visited
another eountryman, Mr. Lovel, a gentleman whom I had known in
New York. After dinner we set out to ascend the voleano.

Passing down the principal street, we crossed in front of the cathe-
dral, and immediately began to ascend. Very soon we reached a height
which commanded a view of a river, a village, and an extensive valley
not visible from the plain below. The sides of the voleano are par-
ticularly favourable for cattle ; and while the plains below were unap-
1)1'Op1‘i:1£0t1, all the way up were potreros, or pasture-grounds, and huts
occupied by persons who had charge of the eattle.

Our only anxiety was lest we should lose our way. A few months
before my companions had attempted to ascend, but, by the ignorance
of their guide, got lost ; and after wandering the whole night on the
gides of the volecano, returned without reaching the top. As we
ascended the temperature became colder. I put on my poncha;
before we reached our stopping-place my teeth were chattering, and
before dismounting T had an ague. The situation was most wild and
romantic, hanging on the side of an immense ravine ; but T would
have cxc.h:!.ng‘éd its beauties for a blazing coal fire. The hut was the
hizhest on the mountain, built of mud, with no opening but the door
and the cracks in the wall. Opposite the door was a figure of the
Virgin, and on each side was a frame for a bed ; on one of them my
friends spread the bear’s skin, and tumbling me upon if, wrapped me
np in the poncha. I had promised myself a social evening ; but who
can be sure of an hour of pleasure ? I was entirely unfit for use; but
my friends made me some hot tea; the place was perfectly quiet; and,
uI:cvu the whole, T had as comfortable a chill and fever as I ever
experienced. A

Before daylight we resumed our journey; the road was rough and
precipitous ;' in one place a tornado had swept the mountain, and the
trees lay across the road so thickly as to make it almost in‘:pnssah]e;
we were obliged to dismount, and climb over some and creep under
others. Beyond this we came into an open region, where nothing buf
cedar and thorns grew; and here T saw whortleberries for the first time
in Central America. In that wild region there was a eharm in seeing
anything that was familiar to me at home, and I should perhaps have
beémneLssfmimentn]_. but they were hard and tasteless. As we rose we
entered a recion of clouds; very soon they became so thick that we
could see l!l_l%il‘l!!f'_"_f_ the figures of our own party were barely distin-
guishable, and we lost all hope of any view from the top of the
voleano. Grass still grew, and we ascended till we reached a belt of
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barren sand and lava; and here, fo our great joy, we emerged from the
region of clouds, and saw the top of the voleano, without a vapour
upon it, seeming to mingle with the clear blue sky; and at that early
hour the sun was not high enough fo play upen its top.

Mr. Lawrence, who had exerted himself in walking, lay down to
rest, and the doctor and I walked on. The erater was about two miles
in circumference, rent and broken by time or some great convulsion;
the fragments stood high, bare, and grand as mountains, and within
were three or four smaller craters. We ascended on the south side by
a ridge running east and west till we reached a high point, at which
there was an immense gap in the crater impossible to cross. The lofty
point on which we stood was perfectly clear, the atmosphere was of
transparent purity, and looking beyond the region of desolation,
below us, at a distance of perhaps 2,000 feet, the whole country
was tovered with clouds, and the city at the foot of the volcano was
invisible. By degrees the more distant clouds were lifted, and over the
immense bed we saw at the same moment the Atlantic and Paeific
Oceans. This was the grand spectacle we had hoped but scarcely
expected to behold. My companions had ascended the volcano several
times, but on account of the clouds had only seen the two seas once
before. The points at which they were visible were the Gulf of Nicoya
and the barbour of San Juan, not directly opposite, but nearly at
right angles to cach other, so that we saw them without turning the
body. In a right line over the tops of the mountams neither was
more than twenty miles distant, and from the great height at which we
stood they seemed almost at our feet. It is the only point in the
world which commands a view of the two seas; and I ranked the
sicht with those most interesting occasions, when from the top of
Mount Sinai I looked out upon the Desert of Arabia, and from Mount
Hor I saw the Dead Sea.®

We returned to our horses, and found Mr. Lawrence and the guide
asleep. We woke them, kindled a fire, made choeolate, and descended.
In an hour we reached the hut at which we had slept, and at two
o’clock C:lrt:g(}.

Toward evening I set out with Mr. Lovel for a stroll. The streets
were all alike, long and straight, and there was nobody in them. We
fell into one which seemed to bave no end, and at some distance were
intercepted by a procession coming down a cross street. 1t was headed
by boys playing on violins ; and then eame a small barrow tastefully
decorated, and strewed with flowers. 1t was a bier carrying the body

* I have understood from several persons who have crossed the isthmus from Chagres to
Panama, that there is no point un the road from which the two seas are visible,
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of a child to the cemetery. We followed, and passing it at the gate,
entered through a chapel, at the door of which sat three or four men
selling lottery tickets, one of whom asked us if we wished to see the
grave of our countryman, We assented, and he conducted us to the
grave of a young American whom I bad known by sight, and several
members of whose family I knew personally. He died about a year
before my visit, and his funeral was attended with mournful cireum-
stances. The vicar refused him burial in consecrated ground. Dr.
Bridley, who was the only European resident in Cartago, and at whose
house he died, rode over to San José, and, making a strong point of
the treaty existing between the United States and Central America,
obtained an order from the government for his burial in the cemetery.
Still the fanatic viear, acting, as he said, under a higher power,
refused. A messenger was sent to San José, and two companies of
soldiers were ordered to the doctor’s house to escort the body to the
grave. At night men were stationed at its side to watch that it was
not dug up and thrown out. The next day the vicar, with the cross
and images of saints, and all the emblems of the church, and a large
concourse of eitizens, moved in solemn procession to the eemetery, and
formally reconsecrated the ground which had been polluted by the
burial of a heretic. The grave is the third from the corridor.

In the corridor, and in an honoured place among the principal dead
of Cartago, lay the body of another stranger, an Englishman named
Baillie. The day before his death the alcalde was called in to draw his
will, who, according to the customary form, asked him if he was @
Christian. Mr. Baillic answered yes; and the alcalde wrote him Cato-
lico Romano Apostolico Christiano. Mr. Baillie himself did not con-
template this; he knew the difficulty in the case of my countryman
about six months before; and wishing to spare his friends a disagree-
able, and, perhaps, unsuccessful controversy, had aln sady indicated &
particular tree under which he wished to be buried. Before the will
was read to him he died. His answer to the alcalde was considered
evidence of his orthodoxy; his friends did not interfere, and he was
buried under the special direction of the priests, with all the holies
ceremonies of the Church. It was the greatest day ever known mn
Cartaco. The funeral was attended by all the citizens. The process
sion started from the door of the church, headed by violins and drums;
priests followed, with all the crosses, figures of saints, and banners that
had been accumulating from the foundation of the city. At the
corners of the plaza and of all the principal streets, the procession
stopped to sing hallelujahs, to represent the joy in Heaven over a sinnex

that repents.
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while standing in the corridor we saw pass the man who had accom-
panied the bier, with the child in hisarms, He was its father, and with
a smile on his face was carrying it to its grave. He was followed by
two boys playing on violins, and others were laughing around. The
child was dressed in white, with a wreath of roses a?-oun(l its head ; and
as it lay in its father’s arms it did not seem dead, but sleeping, " The
grave was not quite ready, and the boys sat on the heap of dirt thrown
out, and played the violin till it was finished, The father then laid the
child carefully in its final resting-place, with its head to the rising sun;
folded its little bands across its breast, and closed its fincers :u';uml r:
small wooden erucifix; and it seemed, as they t-lmughtnilt was, happy
at escaping the troubles of an uncertain world. There were no tears
ghed; on the contrary, all were cheerful; and though it appeared
heartless, it was not because the father did not love his child, but
because he and all his friends had been taught to believe, and were
firm in the conviction, that, taken away so ;\‘E:un;:, it was transferred
immediately to a better world. The father sprinkled a handful of dirt
over its face, the grave-digger took his shovel, in a few moments the
]i_t.t.lf: grave was filled up, and, preceded by the boy playing on his
violin, we all went away together,

The next morning, with great regret, I took leave of my kind
friends, and returned to San José.

It was my misfortune to be the sport of other men’s wives. T lost
the best servant I had in Guatimala, because his wife was afraid to
trust him with me; and on my return I found ‘Hezoos at the conyent
waiting for me. While putting my things in order, without looking
me in the face, he told me of the hardships his wife, ““la pobra,” had
suffered during his absence, and how difficult it was for a married
woman to get along without her husband. T saw to what he was
tending ; and feeling, particularly since the recurrence of my fever and
ague, the importance of having a good servant in the long journey
I had before me, with the selfishness of a traveller T encouraged his
vagabond propensities, by telling him that in a few weeks he would be
tired of home, and would not have so good an opportunity of getting
away. This scemed so sensible, that he discontinued his hints, and
went off contented.

At three o'clock I felt uncertain in regard to my chill, but, deter-
mined not to give way, dressed myself; and went to dine with M.
Steipel.  Before sitting down, the blueness of my lips, and a tendency
to wse superfluous syllables, betrayed me ; and my old enemy shook
e all the way back to the convent, and into bed. Fever followed,
and I lay in bed all next day, receiving many visits at the door; and a
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few inside. One of the latter was from ‘Hezoos, who returned stronger
than before, and, coming to the point, said that he himself was anxious
to go with me, but his wife would not consent. I felt that if she had
taken the field against me, it was all over; but told him that he had
made a contract, and was already overpaid ; and sent her a pair of gold
earrings, to keep her quiet.

For four days in succession I had a recurrence of chill and fever,
Every kindness was shown me in the convent,—friends visited me,
and Dr. Bridley came over from Cartago to attend me ; but withal I
was desponding. The day fixed for setting out with Alvarado arrived.
It was impossible to go ; Dr. Bridley told me that it would be unwise,
while any tendency to the disease remained, to undertake it. There
were six days of desert travelling to the port of San Juan, without a
house on the road, but mountains to cross and rivers to ford. The
whole party was to go on foot except myself; four extra men would
be needed to pass my mule over some difficult places, and there was
always more or less rain. San Juan was a collection of miserable huts,
and from that place it was necessary to embark in a bungo for ten or
fifteen days on an unhealthy river. Besides all this, I had the alterna-
tive to return by the Cosmopolita to Zonzonate, or to go to Guatimala
by land, a journey of 1,200 miles, through a country destitute of
accommodafions for travellers, and dangerous from the convulsions
of civil war. At night, as I lay alone in the convent, and by the light
of a small candle saw the bats flying along the roof, I felt gloomy, and
would have been glad to be at home.

Still T could not bear the idea of losing all T came for. The land-
route lay along the coast of the Pacific, and for three days was the
same as to the port. I determined to go by land, but, by the advice
of Dr. Bridley, to start in time for the vessel ; and, in the hope that I
should not have another chill, T bought two of the best mules in San
José, one being that on which I had ascended the Volcano of Cartago,
and the other a macho, not more than half broke, but the finest
animal I ever mounted.

To return to ‘Hezoos. The morning after I gave him the earrings
he had not come, but sent word that he had the fever and ague. The
next day he had it much worse ; and, satisfied that T must loze him, I
sent him word that if he would procure me a good substitute, 1 would
release him. This raised him from bed, and in the afternoon he cameé
with his substitute, who had very much the air of being the first prifi
he had picked up in the street. His dress was a pair of cotton #rou

sers, with a shirt outside, and a high, bell-crowned, narrow-brimamed
black straw hat; and all that he had in the world was on his back.
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His hair was cut very close, except in front, where it hung in lIong locks
over his face; in short, he was the beau ideal of a Central American
vagabond. T did not like his looks, but I was at the time under the
influence of fever, and told him T could give him no answer. He
came again the next day, at a moment when I wanted some service ;
and by degrees, though T never hired him, he quietly engaged me as
his master.

The morning before I left, Don Augustin Gutierres called upon me,
and, seeing this man at the door, expressed his surprise, felling me
that he was the ‘town blackguard, a drunkard, gambler, robber, and
assassin ; that the first night on the road he would rob, and perhaps
murder me. - Shortly after, Mr. Lawrence entered, who told me that
he had just heard the same thing. I discharged him at once, and
apparently not much to his surprise, though he still continued round
the convent, as he said, in my employ. It was very important for me
to set ont in time for the vessel, and T had but that day to look out
for another, ‘Hezoos was astonished at the changes time had made in
the character of his friend. He said that he had known him when a
boy, and had not seen him for many years till the day he brought him
to me, when he had stumbled upon him in the street. Not feeling
perfectly released, after a great deal of running, he brought me another,
whose name was Nicolas. In any other country I should have called
him a mulatto; but in Central America there are so many different
shades that I am at a loss how to designate him. He was by trade a
mason. ‘Hezoos had encountered him at his work, and talked him into
a desire to see Guatimala and Mexico, and come back as rich as
himself. He presented himself just as he left his work, with his shirt-
sleeves rolled up above his elbows, and his trousers above his knees: a
rough diamond for a valet; but he was honest, could take care of
mules, and make chocolate. I did not ask more. He was married,
too; and, ag his wife did not interfere with me, I liked him the better
for it.




