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inscribed, like the one at Molino del Rey,
with a brief eulogy of Mexican valor as shown
in the gallant but futile resistance offered to
the invading armies of the Americans of the
North. It was very unlucky, he thought,
that their expeditions should be directed so
persistently to the old battlefields of that
wretched war. Since Cdrmen’s pointed refer-
ence to the war, he had bought a Mexican
school history and had read up on it; and
even allowing for the natural bias of the his-
torian, the more that he read about the part
played by his own country the more was he
ashamed of his own countrymen. Yet he
could not but think also that it was rather
hard that he should have to bear such a lot
of responsibility for an event that occurred
before he was born. It wasn’t fair in Car-
men, he thought, to liven up a dead issue
like that and then to make it so confound-
edly personal.

A couple of Mexican soldiers, in rather
dragoled linen uniforms, were sitting sentry
lazily at the convent gate ; and Don Antonio
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explained that the convent proper was now
a military hospital. The church, and the
large close in front of it, remained devoted
to religious purposes, he said; and that por-
tion of the old convent which inclosed the
inner quadrangle had been reserved as a
dwelling-place for the parish priest.

Passing to the left and turning the angle
in the wall, they came to an arched gateway
approached by a short flight of stone steps;
and through this stately entrance, albeit
somewhat shorn of its stateliness by the ruin-
ous condition of its great wooden doors, they
entered, and descended another short flight
of steps into the close.

“Where are your Italian convents now ?”
Brown asked, turning to Rowney Mauve,
who that morning had been talking rather
airily about Italian convents. * You admitted
as we came along how good this place was
in mass—not scattered a bit, but all the lines
well worked together—and how well the gray
and brown of the walls, and the green of the
trees, and the blue and white tiling of the
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dome, come together. Now we have some
detail. Did you ever strike anything in
Italy better than this great high-walled close,
with its heavy shadows from these stunning
trees and from the church and the convent,
and its bits of color from these stations of
the cross in colored tiles? The church might
be better, but it has at least a certain heavy
grandeur, and the little tower up there is
capital. And look how well those black
arches close beside it bring out that per-
fectly beautiful little chapel—I suppose it is
a chapel—completely covered with blue and
yellow tiles! There are, no doubt, grander
churches than this in Italy, and in several
other places ; but T'll be shot if I believe that
there are any more perfectly picturesque or
more entirely beautiful. Smith, just tell
Don Antonio that I shall be grateful to him
to the end of my days for having shown me
this lovely place.”

“ He says that the cloister is finer,” Pem
translated, while Don Antonio’s face beamed
thanks upon the party at large; for all the
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Americans manifestly concurred in Brown’s
enthusiastic expression of opinion. “ And
he says that the finest tile-work is in the
choir. I must say I don’t remember any-
thing in Spain better than this. It’s the rich
subdued color of it all, and the light and’
shade, I suppose, that does the business. I
don’t think it would paint, though; do you
Orpiment ?” :

“No, I don't. You could make a pretty
good picture of it; but the picture wouldn’t
go for much with anybody who had seen the
original. You can’t paint a place that goes
all around you, the way that this does; and
yon can’t paint the spirit and the feeling of
it—at least I can’t; and that’s what you'd
have to get here if you got anything at all.
No, this is one of the places that we’d better
let alone.”

The decision, which was a wise one, having
been arrived at, the party passed under the
archway beside the tiled chapel and so entered
the inner quadrangle, surrounded by an arched
cloister two stories high, the walls wainscoted
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with blue and white tiles. In the open,
sunny centre was a little garden, and in the
midst of the garden a curious old stone foun-
tain in which purely transparent water bub-
bled up from a spring with such ff)rce as to
make a jet three or four inches high abc:wi
the centre of the large pool. - The bubb'lmlta
water glittered in the sunlight, and little
waves that seemed half water and half sun-

shine constantly went out from the throbbing

centre of the pool and fell away lightly upon
its inclosing quaintly carved walls of stone.

Here there was another outbufst of ad-
miration on the part of the Am.encans, a.nd
while they were in the midst of it the parish
priest, attracted by the sound of so many
voices in this usually silent and forgotten
place, came forth from a low archway and
stared about him wonderingly. He was a
little round man, with a kindly, gentle face,
and a simplicity of manner that told of a
pure soul and a trustful heart. Mrs. Gam-

boge, who entertained tolerably strong con-

- T
victions in regard to the Scarlet Woman,
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and who heretofore had held as a cardinal
matter of faith that every Roman Catholic
priest was a duly authorized agent of the
Evil One, found some difficulty in reconcil-
ing with these sound Protestant views the
look and manner, and such of the talk as
was translated to her, of this simple-minded,
single-hearted man.

When it was made clear to the little Padre
that this distinguished company, including
even Americans from the infinitely remote
city of New York, had come to look at his
church because it was beautiful, his expres-
sion of mingled amazement and delight was
a joy to behold. It had never occurred to
him, he said, that anybody but himself should
think of his poor church as beautiful. He
had thought it so for a long while, ever since
he had been brought to this parish from his
former parish of Los Reyes : where the church
was very small and very shabby, and, more-
over, was tumbling down. But he had
thought that his feeling for the beauty of
his church was only because he loved it so
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well ; for in all the years that he had been

there no one ever had even hinted that it
was anything more than churchcs- usually -a:-e.
Yet, it had seemed to him, he said modestly,
that there was something about the way the
shadows fell in the morning in the close, and
something at that time about the t:olors of t.he
walls and the richer color of the tiles, the like
of which he had not seen elsewhere. In thc-
stillness and quiet, amid these soft s’nadov.\.jsj
and soft colors, somehow he foufld that hll::
heart became so full that oftcn,wnt.hout at all
meaning to pray, he would find his thoughts
ine themselves in prayer.

Ship(g:;d for the Padre,” said Orpir-nent: when

Pem translated this to him. © That s, the
at picture that I said @u!d:\t be
painted. He doesn’t look it a bit, but. that
little round man is an artist.” DBut Orplmcn-t
was mistaken. Padre Romero loved })caut;-
ful things not because he was an artist, but
had a simple mind and a pure

part of th

because he

soul. :
Under the Padre’s guidance the party en
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tered the church—commonplace within, for
reformation had destroyed its seventeenth-
century quaintness—and thence passed up
through the convent to the choir. This
beautiful place, rich in elaborate tile-work,
remained intact; and even the great choir-
books, wrought on parchment in colored inks,
still rested on the faldstool, waiting for the
brothers to cluster around them once again
in song. And there were the benches where-
on the brothers once had rested ; the central
chair, in which their Father Saint Francis
had sat in effigy; and to the right of this the
chair of the Father Guardian. But the
brothers had departed forever: legislated out
of existence by the Laws of the Reform.
Rose gave a little shudder as she looked
about her in this solemn, deserted place; and
with her customary clearness of expression
declared that it was ‘““something like being in
a deserted tomb full of Egyptian mummies.”
“ And to think,” said Mr. Mangan Brown,
who was a martyr to sea-sickness, “that
Americans are constantly crossing that beast-

e 3 s e e &

S —
i s = el el




336 A MEXICAN CAMPAIGN.

ly Atlantic Ocean in search of the pictu resg:s
when things like this are to be seen dry-s 2
almost at their doors. Let us have o ‘
once.
br?:::‘:t\:s a lack of consecutiveness about
Mr. Brown’s remark, but iFs abstract COE‘I-
ment and concrete suggestion were equahi
well received. Even I{?wncy Ma.uv:i; :\;mt
was disposed to be critical, admltt:\.‘ 7
there were “several things worth loo mical
in Mexico,” and added, by tvay of przlu: =
comment upon Mr. Brown’s practical p
posal, that he was as hungry as a bear. '
All this while Rose had been emtlcavofr:nr;g1
to bring about the #éfe-a-téte between deto
and Cérmen that she beliewfd w0uld1t<;n 5
the accomplishment of their mutua aifll
ness. But her efforts had been unsuzcesis;tléci
Cirmen’s defensive tactics no longcr.a t-m £
of doubt, and even Rose was be.gmm[ngheir
think that her sanguine interpretat.lon o r;‘hus
meaning might be open to questlonf. ¥
far she had tried to cut Cirmen out ro;nm :
supports. She determined now to attemp
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the more difficult task of drawing off these
supports, and so leaving C4rmen isolated.
The breakfast, a very lively meal eaten in

the lower cloister to the accompaniment of
the tinkling of water falling from the foun-
tain, gave her the desired opportunity for
organizing her forces. With the intelligent
assistance of Violet, who was taken into par-
tial confidence because her knowledge of
Spanish made her a valuable auxiliary, Rose
contrived to break up the party, when break-
fast was ended, so that she, Dofia Catalina,

Cédrmen, and Pem remained together, while

the others scattered to explore the convent.

Then, Pem serving as interpreter, she asked

the ladies if it would be possible to walk in

the tangled old garden that they had seen
from a window in the sacristy.

Dofia Catalina, being devoted to gardens,
as Mexican women usually are, accepted the
proposition immediately and heartily ; and
Cérmen—a little uneasily, Rose thought—
fell in with the plan. Fortunately the Padre

appeared at this moment, and was delighted
22
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to guide them through a long dark corridor
and so into his domain of trees and flowers.
He was full of enthusiasm about the garden.
It had been restored to the church only a
month before, he said, after belonging to the
hospital ever since the property had been
confiscated. The soldiers had done nothing
with it. The ladies could see for themselves
its neglected state. They must come again
in a year's time, and then they would see one
of the finest gardens in the world. And full
of delight, the little man explained with great
volubility his plans for pruning and training,

for clearing away weeds and rubbish, and for
his wilderness once more to blossom
like the rose. Dofia Catalina, having her
t gardens, entered with

making

own notions abou
much animation into his plans, and they
talked away at a great rate.

So Rose and Pem and Cérmen walked
through the shady alleys slowly, while Dofia
Catalina and the priest, walking still more
and stopping here and there, that the

slowly,
ight be fully ex-

projected improvements m
plained, dropped a long way behind.
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It was a perfect Mexican day, Overhead
was a clear, very dark-blue sky; liquid sun-
shine fell warmly through the cool, crisp air ;
a gentle wind idled along easily among tht;
br.anchcs of the trees. The garden was ve
still. The only sound was a low buzzing ’3;
blees a;m;ngﬂthe blossoms, and the faint gur-
gle of the flowin i i
orlii el g water in conduits unseen

Rose stepped aside to pluck a spray of
peach-blossoms. Cédrmen half stopped, but
Pem, with admirable presence of mind, w;,lkcd
slowly on without pausing in the rather com-
monplace remark that he happened to be
n::aking in regard to the advantages of irriga-
tion. A few steps farther on they came to a
half-ruined arbor. They turned here and
Iook.cd back along the alley, but Rose was
no‘t in sight. “She will join us in a moment,”
‘.smd Pem. “She is looking for ﬂowﬂs—sh,e

;fverPy l'c:d of flowers. Shall we wait for her
ere? And wi > i i
s ill the Sefiorita seat herself in

Cérmen stood for a moment irresolute. As
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the result of what she believed to be a series
of small accidents, she found herself now in
precisely the situation that she had deter-
mined to avoid—alone with this Americano
whom she had decided in her own mind to
keep at a safe distance. Yet now that the
situation that she had tried hard to render
impossible actually had been brought about
she found in it a certain excitement in which
pleasure was blended curiously with pain.
Her position certainly was weakened, for
Pem observed, and counted the sign a good
one, that her color had increased and that
her eyes were brighter even than usual. She
herself was conscious that the attack now
had passed inside the skirmish line, and made
an effort—not a very vigorous one—to rally
her forces.

« Sefiorita! Sefiorital” she called, but not
very loudly, and her voice lacked firmness.
There was no answer.

«She will be here in a moment,” Pem re-
peated. “It is pleasant in this shady place.
Will not the Sefiorita seat herself ?  And will
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she answer me one question ?” Pem’s own
heart was getting up into his throat in an
awkward sort of way, and his voice was not
nearly so steady as he wished it to be. But
:‘.he chance had come that he had been wait-
ing for, and he was determined to make the
most of it.

Cirmen gave a hurried glance around her.
Rose still remained invisible. It was very
lonely there in the old garden, and the still-
ness seemed to be intensified by the low, soft
buzzing of the bees. There was a tightness
about her heart, and she felt a little faint.
Her color had left her face and she was quite
pale. She seated herself with a little sigh.
But she realized that another rally was nec-
essary, for the shakiness of Pem’s voice had
an unmistakable meaning. She could guess
pretty well, no matter what his one question
might be, in what direction it ultimately
would lead, and she felt that she must check
him before it was spoken. Her wits, how-
ever, were not in very good working order,
and she presented the first thought that came
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into her mind—the thought, indeed, that had
been uppermost in her mind all that day :

« The Sefior soon will leave Mexico ?” she
said, She was aware even as these words
were spoken that they served her purpose
badly. Pem perceived this too, and hastened
to avail himself of the opening. “ And the
Sefiorita will be glad when I am gone?”

«Glad? No. But everything must have
an end, and the Sefior no doubt now is tired
of this land and will have pleasure in re-
turning to his own. He will have many live-
ly stories to tell his friends about the savages
whom he has seen in Mexico; and then pres-
ently he will forget Mexico and the savages,
and will be busied again with his own con-
cerns. Isitnotso?”

«Ts it the custom of Mexicans thus to for-
get friends who have shown them great kind-
ness; or does the Sefiorita argue by contra-
ries, and declare that because Mexicans are
grateful there is no such virtue as gratitude
among Americans ? Does the Sefiorita truly
in her heart believe that I shall forget the
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kindness that has been shown to me here,
and the—and those who have shown it?”

“ Ah, well, it is a little matter, not worth
talking about,” Cirmen replied, uneasily.
“ No doubt some Americans have feelings of
gratitude, and other virtues as well. But,
as the Sefior knows, I am not fond of
Americans. I know too well the story of
my own country. Yes, I know that I
should not have spoken of this again,” Car-
men went on, answering the pained look on
Pem’s face, “but it is not my fault. The
Sefior should not have made me talk about
Americans.,” This with a little air of de-
fiance. *“ And least ofall in this place. The
Sefior knows that this very convent was
captured by his countrymen from mine?
But does he remember that after the surren-
der, when he was asked to give up his ammu-
nition, the General Anaya replied, ‘Had [ any
ammunition, you would not be here?’ Is
not that the whole story of the war, told in
a singleword ? Does the Sefior wonder that
I hate the Americans with all my heart ?”
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Pem was less disconcerted by this sally
than he had been by the similar revival of
dead issues at the Molino del Rey. He was
fairly well convinced in his own mind that
Céarmen was saying not more than she meant
in the abstract, perhaps; but, certainly, a
good deal more than she meant in the con-
crete as applied to himself. It was his be-
lief that she was forcing shis new fighting of
the old war as a rather desperate means of
delivering herself from engaging in a new
and more personal conflict. He also inferred
from her adoption of a line of defence that
he knew was distasteful to her that, like
General Anaya, she wasshort of ammunition.
Entertaining these convictions, he was dis-
posed to press the attack vigorously.

« Let us not talk about Americans,” he
said. “ Let us talk about one single Ameri-
can. Does the Sefiorita hate me 2"

This sudden and very pointed question
produced much the same effect as that of the
unmasking of a heavy mortar battery. It
threw the enemy into great confusion, and
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for a moment completely silenced the de-
fending guns.

Cérmen was not prepared for so sharp a
shifting of the conversation from general to
exceedingly personal grounds. She flushed
again, and then again grew pale. She was
silent for a very long while—at least so it
seemed to Pem. Her head was reclining
backward against the trellis-work of the
arbor in a way that showed the beautiful
lines of her throat. Her eyes were nearly
closed, and almost wholly veiled by her long
black lashes—that seemed still blacker by
contrast with her pale cheeks. Her mouth
was open a little, and her breath came and
went irregularly. Her face was still ; but
as Pem waited for her answer, watching her
closely, he saw an expression of resolve come
into it. Then at last she spoke :

“I do hate you,” she said, slowly and
firmly. But as she spoke the words there
was a drawing of the muscles of her face, as
though she suffered bodily pain.

“ Unearthed at last! By Jove, Smith, I
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had begun to think that you and the Sefi-
orita and Rose had fitted yourselves out
with wings and flown away somewhere. T've
been looking for you high and low, literally;
for I've been up on the roof of the convent,
and now I'm down here. Where is Rose ?
Dofia Catalina said that you all three were
here in the garden. Oh! there she comes
now. Comel We're all waiting for you;
it's time to start back to town.”

Brown was of the opinion that he did not
at all deserve the rating that Rose gave him,
on the first convenient opportunity, for per-
petrating this most untoward interruption.
« How the dickens could I know they were
spooning by themselves ?” he asked. © I
thought that you all three were together, of
course.” And although Rose, who took
the matter a good deal to heart, replied that
this “ was just like him,” she could not but
accept this reasonable excuse.

On Pem and Cirmen the effects of the
interruption were different. Whatever her
more considerate opinion might be, Cérmen’s
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fnrs;t feeling certainly was that of relief. She
51:” tflr;d the shot that she had nerved her-
; re, and the diversi i
in time to check the replr;‘lz? tl;'najezz:e o
to cover her orderly retreat. T
l'C;;’em, realizing that the situation was crit-
» was thoroughly indignant. He wanted
to punch Brown’s head. Fortunatel 3
opportunity offered for this practicaly 5
pression of his wrath, and by the time tlix-
ife got back to town he had cooled dow =
!lttl&. But he was so grumpy on the 1'etn -
Journey, and looked so thoroughly un{:cl;lrn
fortable, that the motherly Dofia Catalim-
expressed grave concern when she bade h'na
good-by and frankly asked him—with tlhm
freedom that is permissible in Spanishﬁ'(;
m::ything that he had eaten at breakfast h ii
dlsag-reed with him ? And being onl haai‘i
convinced by his disclaimer, she advise}(; hirr;
to take a tumblerful of hot water with a dash
of tequila in it as soon as he got home.
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