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				Prologue

				At Rome

			
			One sum­mer even­ing in the year 1848, three Car­din­als and a mis­sion­ary Bish­op from Amer­ica were din­ing to­geth­er in the gar­dens of a villa in the Sabine hills, over­look­ing Rome. The villa was fam­ous for the fine view from its ter­race. The hid­den garden in which the four men sat at table lay some twenty feet be­low the south end of this ter­race, and was a mere shelf of rock, over­hanging a steep de­cliv­ity planted with vine­yards. A flight of stone steps con­nec­ted it with the prom­en­ade above. The table stood in a sanded square, among pot­ted or­ange and oleander trees, shaded by spread­ing ilex oaks that grew out of the rocks over­head. Bey­ond the bal­us­trade was the drop in­to the air, and far be­low the land­scape stretched soft and un­du­lat­ing; there was noth­ing to ar­rest the eye un­til it reached Rome it­self.

			It was early when the Span­ish Car­din­al and his guests sat down to din­ner. The sun was still good for an hour of su­preme splend­our, and across the shin­ing folds of coun­try the low pro­file of the city barely fret­ted the sky­line—in­dis­tinct ex­cept for the dome of St. Peter’s, blu­ish grey like the flattened top of a great bal­loon, just a flash of cop­per light on its soft metal­lic sur­face. The Car­din­al had an ec­cent­ric pref­er­ence for be­gin­ning his din­ner at this time in the late af­ter­noon, when the vehe­mence of the sun sug­ges­ted mo­tion. The light was full of ac­tion and had a pe­cu­li­ar qual­ity of cli­max—of splen­did fin­ish. It was both in­tense and soft, with a rud­di­ness as of much-mul­ti­plied candle­light, an aura of red in its flames. It bored in­to the ilex trees, il­lu­min­at­ing their ma­hogany trunks and blur­ring their dark fo­liage; it warmed the bright green of the or­ange trees and the rose of the oleander blooms to gold; sent con­ges­ted spir­al pat­terns quiv­er­ing over the dam­ask and plate and crys­tal. The church­men kept their rect­an­gu­lar cler­ic­al caps on their heads to pro­tect them from the sun. The three Car­din­als wore black cas­socks with crim­son pip­ings and crim­son but­tons, the Bish­op a long black coat over his vi­ol­et vest.

			They were talk­ing busi­ness; had met, in­deed, to dis­cuss an an­ti­cip­ated ap­peal from the Pro­vin­cial Coun­cil at Bal­timore for the found­ing of an Apostol­ic Vicar­ate in New Mex­ico—a part of North Amer­ica re­cently an­nexed to the United States. This new ter­rit­ory was vague to all of them, even to the mis­sion­ary Bish­op. The Itali­an and French Car­din­als spoke of it as Le Mexique, and the Span­ish host re­ferred to it as “New Spain.” Their in­terest in the pro­jec­ted Vicar­ate was tep­id, and had to be con­tinu­ally re­vived by the mis­sion­ary, Fath­er Fer­rand; Ir­ish by birth, French by an­ces­try—a man of wide wan­der­ings and not­able achieve­ment in the New World, an Odys­seus of the Church. The lan­guage spoken was French—the time had already gone by when Car­din­als could con­veni­ently dis­cuss con­tem­por­ary mat­ters in Lat­in.

			The French and Itali­an Car­din­als were men in vig­or­ous middle life—the Nor­man full-belted and ruddy, the Vene­tian spare and sal­low and hook-nosed. Their host, Gar­cía María de Al­lande, was still a young man. He was dark in col­our­ing, but the long Span­ish face, that looked out from so many canvases in his an­ces­tral por­trait gal­lery, was in the young Car­din­al much mod­i­fied through his Eng­lish moth­er. With his caffè oscuro eyes, he had a fresh, pleas­ant Eng­lish mouth, and an open man­ner.

			Dur­ing the lat­ter years of the reign of Gregory XVI, de Al­lande had been the most in­flu­en­tial man at the Vat­ic­an; but since the death of Gregory, two years ago, he had re­tired to his coun­try es­tate. He be­lieved the re­forms of the new Pontiff im­prac­tic­al and dan­ger­ous, and had with­drawn from polit­ics, con­fin­ing his activ­it­ies to work for the So­ci­ety for the Propaga­tion of the Faith—that or­gan­iz­a­tion which had been so fostered by Gregory. In his leis­ure the Car­din­al played ten­nis. As a boy, in Eng­land, he had been pas­sion­ately fond of this sport. Lawn ten­nis had not yet come in­to fash­ion; it was a for­mid­able game of in­door ten­nis the Car­din­al played. Am­a­teurs of that vi­ol­ent sport came from Spain and France to try their skill against him.

			The mis­sion­ary, Bish­op Fer­rand, looked much older than any of them, old and rough—ex­cept for his clear, in­tensely blue eyes. His dio­cese lay with­in the icy arms of the Great Lakes, and on his long, lonely horse­back rides among his mis­sions the sharp winds had bit­ten him well. The mis­sion­ary was here for a pur­pose, and he pressed his point. He ate more rap­idly than the oth­ers and had plenty of time to plead his cause—fin­ished each course with such dis­patch that the French­man re­marked he would have been an ideal din­ner com­pan­ion for Na­po­leon.

			The Bish­op laughed and threw out his brown hands in apo­logy. “Likely enough I have for­got my man­ners. I am pre­oc­cu­pied. Here you can scarcely un­der­stand what it means that the United States has an­nexed that enorm­ous ter­rit­ory which was the cradle of the Faith in the New World. The Vicar­ate of New Mex­ico will be in a few years raised to an Epis­copal See, with jur­is­dic­tion over a coun­try lar­ger than Cent­ral and West­ern Europe, bar­ring Rus­sia. The Bish­op of that See will dir­ect the be­gin­ning of mo­ment­ous things.”

			“Be­gin­nings,” mur­mured the Vene­tian, “there have been so many. But noth­ing ever comes from over there but trouble and ap­peals for money.”

			The mis­sion­ary turned to him pa­tiently. “Your Em­in­ence, I beg you to fol­low me. This coun­try was evan­gel­ized in fif­teen hun­dred, by the Fran­cis­can Fath­ers. It has been al­lowed to drift for nearly three hun­dred years and is not yet dead. It still pi­ti­fully calls it­self a Cath­ol­ic coun­try, and tries to keep the forms of re­li­gion without in­struc­tion. The old mis­sion churches are in ru­ins. The few priests are without guid­ance or dis­cip­line. They are lax in re­li­gious ob­serv­ance, and some of them live in open con­cu­bin­age. If this Au­gean stable is not cleansed, now that the ter­rit­ory has been taken over by a pro­gress­ive gov­ern­ment, it will pre­ju­dice the in­terests of the Church in the whole of North Amer­ica.”

			“But these mis­sions are still un­der the jur­is­dic­tion of Mex­ico, are they not?” in­quired the French­man.

			“In the See of the Bish­op of Dur­ango?” ad­ded María de Al­lande.

			The mis­sion­ary sighed. “Your Em­in­ence, the Bish­op of Dur­ango is an old man; and from his seat to Santa Fe is a dis­tance of fif­teen hun­dred Eng­lish miles. There are no wag­on roads, no canals, no nav­ig­able rivers. Trade is car­ried on by means of pack-mules, over treach­er­ous trails. The desert down there has a pe­cu­li­ar hor­ror; I do not mean thirst, nor In­di­an mas­sacres, which are fre­quent. The very floor of the world is cracked open in­to count­less canyons and ar­roy­os, fis­sures in the earth which are some­times ten feet deep, some­times a thou­sand. Up and down these stony chasms the trav­el­ler and his mules clam­ber as best they can. It is im­possible to go far in any dir­ec­tion without cross­ing them. If the Bish­op of Dur­ango should sum­mon a dis­obedi­ent priest by let­ter, who shall bring the Padre to him? Who can prove that he ever re­ceived the sum­mons? The post is car­ried by hunters, fur trap­pers, gold seekers, who­ever hap­pens to be mov­ing on the trails.”

			The Nor­man Car­din­al emp­tied his glass and wiped his lips.

			“And the in­hab­it­ants, Fath­er Fer­rand? If these are the trav­el­lers, who stays at home?”

			“Some thirty In­di­an na­tions, Monsignor, each with its own cus­toms and lan­guage, many of them fiercely hos­tile to each oth­er. And the Mex­ic­ans, a nat­ur­ally de­vout people. Un­taught and un­shep­her­ded, they cling to the faith of their fath­ers.”

			“I have a let­ter from the Bish­op of Dur­ango, re­com­mend­ing his Vicar for this new post,” re­marked María de Al­lande.

			“Your Em­in­ence, it would be a great mis­for­tune if a nat­ive priest were ap­poin­ted; they have nev­er done well in that field. Be­sides, this Vicar is old. The new Vicar must be a young man, of strong con­sti­tu­tion, full of zeal, and above all, in­tel­li­gent. He will have to deal with sav­agery and ig­nor­ance, with dis­sol­ute priests and polit­ic­al in­trigue. He must be a man to whom or­der is ne­ces­sary—as dear as life.”

			The Span­iard’s cof­fee-col­oured eyes showed a glint of yel­low as he glanced side­wise at his guest. “I sus­pect, from your ex­or­di­um, that you have a can­did­ate—and that he is a French priest, per­haps?”

			“You guess rightly, Monsignor. I am glad to see that we have the same opin­ion of French mis­sion­ar­ies.”

			“Yes,” said the Car­din­al lightly, “they are the best mis­sion­ar­ies. Our Span­ish fath­ers made good mar­tyrs, but the French Je­suits ac­com­plish more. They are the great or­gan­izers.”

			“Bet­ter than the Ger­mans?” asked the Vene­tian, who had Aus­tri­an sym­path­ies.

			“Oh, the Ger­mans clas­si­fy, but the French ar­range! The French mis­sion­ar­ies have a sense of pro­por­tion and ra­tion­al ad­just­ment. They are al­ways try­ing to dis­cov­er the lo­gic­al re­la­tion of things. It is a pas­sion with them.” Here the host turned to the old Bish­op again. “But your Grace, why do you neg­lect this Bur­gundy? I had this wine brought up from my cel­lar es­pe­cially to warm away the chill of your twenty Ca­na­dian win­ters. Surely, you do not gath­er vin­tages like this on the shores of the Great Lake Hur­on?”

			The mis­sion­ary smiled as he took up his un­touched glass. “It is su­perb, your Em­in­ence, but I fear I have lost my pal­ate for vin­tages. Out there, a little whisky, or Hud­son Bay Com­pany rum, does bet­ter for us. I must con­fess I en­joyed the cham­pagne in Par­is. We had been forty days at sea, and I am a poor sail­or.”

			“Then we must have some for you.” He made a sign to his ma­jor­do­mo. “You like it very cold? And your new Vicar Apostol­ic, what will he drink in the coun­try of bison and ser­pents à son­nettes? And what will he eat?”

			“He will eat dried buf­falo meat and fri­joles with chili, and he will be glad to drink wa­ter when he can get it. He will have no easy life, your Em­in­ence. That coun­try will drink up his youth and strength as it does the rain. He will be called upon for every sac­ri­fice, quite pos­sibly for mar­tyr­dom. Only last year the In­di­an pueblo of San Fernan­dez de Taos murdered and scalped the Amer­ic­an Gov­ernor and some dozen oth­er whites. The reas­on they did not scalp their Padre, was that their Padre was one of the lead­ers of the re­bel­lion and him­self planned the mas­sacre. That is how things stand in New Mex­ico!”

			“Where is your can­did­ate at present, Fath­er?”

			“He is a par­ish priest, on the shores of Lake Ontario, in my dio­cese. I have watched his work for nine years. He is but thirty-five now. He came to us dir­ectly from the Sem­in­ary.”

			“And his name is?”

			“Jean Mar­ie La­tour.”

			María de Al­lande, lean­ing back in his chair, put the tips of his long fin­gers to­geth­er and re­garded them thought­fully.

			“Of course, Fath­er Fer­rand, the Pro­pa­ganda will al­most cer­tainly ap­point to this Vicar­ate the man whom the Coun­cil at Bal­timore re­com­mends.”

			“Ah yes, your Em­in­ence; but a word from you to the Pro­vin­cial Coun­cil, an in­quiry, a sug­ges­tion—”

			“Would have some weight, I ad­mit,” replied the Car­din­al smil­ing. “And this La­tour is in­tel­li­gent, you say? What a fate you are draw­ing upon him! But I sup­pose it is no worse than a life among the Hur­ons. My know­ledge of your coun­try is chiefly drawn from the ro­mances of Fen­imore Cooper, which I read in Eng­lish with great pleas­ure. But has your priest a ver­sat­ile in­tel­li­gence? Any in­tel­li­gence in mat­ters of art, for ex­ample?”

			“And what need would he have for that, Monsignor? Be­sides, he is from Auvergne.”

			The three Car­din­als broke in­to laughter and re­filled their glasses. They were all be­com­ing rest­ive un­der the mono­ton­ous per­sist­ence of the mis­sion­ary.

			“Listen,” said the host, “and I will re­late a little story, while the Bish­op does me the com­pli­ment to drink my cham­pagne. I have a reas­on for ask­ing this ques­tion which you have answered so fi­nally. In my fam­ily house in Valen­cia I have a num­ber of pic­tures by the great Span­ish paint­ers, col­lec­ted chiefly by my great-grand­fath­er, who was a man of per­cep­tion in these things and, for his time, rich. His col­lec­tion of El Greco is, I be­lieve, quite the best in Spain. When my pro­gen­it­or was an old man, along came one of these mis­sion­ary priests from New Spain, beg­ging. All mis­sion­ar­ies from the Amer­icas were in­vet­er­ate beg­gars, then as now, Bish­op Fer­rand. This Fran­cis­can had con­sid­er­able suc­cess, with his tales of pi­ous In­di­an con­verts and strug­gling mis­sions. He came to vis­it at my great-grand­fath­er’s house and con­duc­ted de­vo­tions in the ab­sence of the Chap­lain. He wheedled a good sum of money out of the old man, as well as vest­ments and lin­en and chalices—he would take any­thing—and he im­plored my grand­fath­er to give him a paint­ing from his great col­lec­tion, for the or­na­ment­a­tion of his mis­sion church among the In­di­ans. My grand­fath­er told him to choose from the gal­lery, be­liev­ing the priest would cov­et most what he him­self could best af­ford to spare. But not at all; the hairy Fran­cis­can pounced upon one of the best in the col­lec­tion; a young St. Fran­cis in med­it­a­tion, by El Greco, and the mod­el for the saint was one of the very hand­some Dukes of Al­buquerque. My grand­fath­er pro­tested; tried to per­suade the fel­low that some pic­ture of the Cru­ci­fix­ion, or a mar­tyr­dom, would ap­peal more strongly to his red­skins. What would a St. Fran­cis, of al­most fem­in­ine beauty, mean to the scalp-takers?

			“All in vain. The mis­sion­ary turned upon his host with a reply which has be­come a say­ing in our fam­ily: ‘You re­fuse me this pic­ture be­cause it is a good pic­ture. It is too good for God, but it is not too good for you.’

			“He car­ried off the paint­ing. In my grand­fath­er’s ma­nu­script cata­logue, un­der the num­ber and title of the St. Fran­cis, is writ­ten: Giv­en to Fray Teodo­cio, for the glory of God, to en­rich his mis­sion church at Pueblo de Cia, among the sav­ages of New Spain.

			“It is be­cause of this lost treas­ure, Fath­er Fer­rand, that I happened to have had some per­son­al cor­res­pond­ence with the Bish­op of Dur­ango. I once wrote the facts to him fully. He replied to me that the mis­sion at Cia was long ago des­troyed and its fur­nish­ings scattered. Of course the paint­ing may have been ruined in a pil­lage or mas­sacre. On the oth­er hand, it may still be hid­den away in some crum­bling sac­risty or smoky wig­wam. If your French priest had a dis­cern­ing eye, now, and were sent to this Vicar­ate, he might keep my El Greco in mind.”

			The Bish­op shook his head. “No, I can’t prom­ise you—I do not know. I have no­ticed that he is a man of severe and re­fined tastes, but he is very re­served. Down there the In­di­ans do not dwell in wig­wams, your Em­in­ence,” he ad­ded gently.

			“No mat­ter, Fath­er. I see your red­skins through Fen­imore Cooper, and I like them so. Now let us go to the ter­race for our cof­fee and watch the even­ing come on.”

			The Car­din­al led his guests up the nar­row stair­way. The long grav­elled ter­race and its bal­us­trade were blue as a lake in the dusky air. Both sun and shad­ows were gone. The folds of rus­set coun­try were now vi­ol­et. Waves of rose and gold throbbed up the sky from be­hind the dome of the Ba­silica.

			As the church­men walked up and down the prom­en­ade, watch­ing the stars come out, their talk touched upon many mat­ters, but they avoided polit­ics, as men are apt to do in dan­ger­ous times. Not a word was spoken of the Lom­bard war, in which the Pope’s po­s­i­tion was so an­om­al­ous. They talked in­stead of a new op­era by young Verdi, which was be­ing sung in Venice; of the case of a Span­ish dan­cing-girl who had lately be­come a re­li­gious and was said to be work­ing mir­acles in An­dalusia. In this con­ver­sa­tion the mis­sion­ary took no part, nor could he even fol­low it with much in­terest. He asked him­self wheth­er he had been on the fron­ti­er so long that he had quite lost his taste for the talk of clev­er men. But be­fore they sep­ar­ated for the night María de Al­lande spoke a word in his ear, in Eng­lish.

			“You are dis­trait, Fath­er Fer­rand. Are you wish­ing to un­make your new Bish­op already? It is too late. Jean Mar­ie La­tour—am I right?”

		
	
		
			
				
					Book
					I
				

				The Vicar Apostol­ic

			
			
				
					I

					The Cru­ci­form Tree

				
				One af­ter­noon in the au­tumn of 1851 a sol­it­ary horse­man, fol­lowed by a pack-mule, was push­ing through an ar­id stretch of coun­try some­where in cent­ral New Mex­ico. He had lost his way, and was try­ing to get back to the trail, with only his com­pass and his sense of dir­ec­tion for guides. The dif­fi­culty was that the coun­try in which he found him­self was so fea­ture­less—or rather, that it was crowded with fea­tures, all ex­actly alike. As far as he could see, on every side, the land­scape was heaped up in­to mono­ton­ous red sand-hills, not much lar­ger than hay­cocks, and very much the shape of hay­cocks. One could not have be­lieved that in the num­ber of square miles a man is able to sweep with the eye there could be so many uni­form red hills. He had been rid­ing among them since early morn­ing, and the look of the coun­try had no more changed than if he had stood still. He must have trav­elled through thirty miles of these con­ic­al red hills, wind­ing his way in the nar­row cracks between them, and he had be­gun to think that he would nev­er see any­thing else. They were so ex­actly like one an­oth­er that he seemed to be wan­der­ing in some geo­met­ric­al night­mare; flattened cones, they were, more the shape of Mex­ic­an ovens than hay­cocks—yes, ex­actly the shape of Mex­ic­an ovens, red as brick-dust, and na­ked of ve­get­a­tion ex­cept for small ju­ni­per trees. And the ju­ni­pers, too, were the shape of Mex­ic­an ovens. Every con­ic­al hill was spot­ted with smal­ler cones of ju­ni­per, a uni­form yel­low­ish green, as the hills were a uni­form red. The hills thrust out of the ground so thickly that they seemed to be push­ing each oth­er, el­bow­ing each oth­er aside, tip­ping each oth­er over.

				The blun­ted pyr­am­id, re­peated so many hun­dred times upon his ret­ina and crowding down upon him in the heat, had con­fused the trav­el­ler, who was sens­it­ive to the shape of things.

				“Mais, c’est fant­astique!” he muttered, clos­ing his eyes to rest them from the in­trus­ive om­ni­pres­ence of the tri­angle.

				When he opened his eyes again, his glance im­me­di­ately fell upon one ju­ni­per which differed in shape from the oth­ers. It was not a thick-grow­ing cone, but a na­ked, twis­ted trunk, per­haps ten feet high, and at the top it par­ted in­to two lat­er­al, flat-ly­ing branches, with a little crest of green in the centre, just above the cleav­age. Liv­ing ve­get­a­tion could not present more faith­fully the form of the Cross.

				The trav­el­ler dis­moun­ted, drew from his pock­et a much worn book, and bar­ing his head, knelt at the foot of the cru­ci­form tree.

				Un­der his buck­skin rid­ing-coat he wore a black vest and the cravat and col­lar of a church­man. A young priest, at his de­vo­tions; and a priest in a thou­sand, one knew at a glance. His bowed head was not that of an or­din­ary man—it was built for the seat of a fine in­tel­li­gence. His brow was open, gen­er­ous, re­flect­ive, his fea­tures hand­some and some­what severe. There was a sin­gu­lar el­eg­ance about the hands be­low the fringed cuffs of the buck­skin jack­et. Everything showed him to be a man of gentle birth—brave, sens­it­ive, cour­teous. His man­ners, even when he was alone in the desert, were dis­tin­guished. He had a kind of cour­tesy to­ward him­self, to­ward his beasts, to­ward the ju­ni­per tree be­fore which he knelt, and the God whom he was ad­dress­ing.

				His de­vo­tions las­ted per­haps half an hour, and when he rose he looked re­freshed. He began talk­ing to his mare in halt­ing Span­ish, ask­ing wheth­er she agreed with him that it would be bet­ter to push on, weary as she was, in hope of find­ing the trail. He had no wa­ter left in his canteen, and the horses had had none since yes­ter­day morn­ing. They had made a dry camp in these hills last night. The an­im­als were al­most at the end of their en­dur­ance, but they would not re­cu­per­ate un­til they got wa­ter, and it seemed best to spend their last strength in search­ing for it.

				On a long cara­van trip across Texas this man had had some ex­per­i­ence of thirst, as the party with which he trav­elled was sev­er­al times put on a mea­gre wa­ter ra­tion for days to­geth­er. But he had not suffered then as he did now. Since morn­ing he had had a feel­ing of ill­ness; the taste of fever in his mouth, and alarm­ing seizures of ver­tigo. As these con­ic­al hills pressed closer and closer upon him, he began to won­der wheth­er his long way­far­ing from the moun­tains of Auvergne were pos­sibly to end here. He re­minded him­self of that cry, wrung from his Sa­viour on the Cross, “J’ai soif!” Of all our Lord’s phys­ic­al suf­fer­ings, only one, “I thirst,” rose to His lips. Em­powered by long train­ing, the young priest blot­ted him­self out of his own con­scious­ness and med­it­ated upon the an­guish of his Lord. The Pas­sion of Je­sus be­came for him the only real­ity; the need of his own body was but a part of that con­cep­tion.

				His mare stumbled, break­ing his mood of con­tem­pla­tion. He was sor­ri­er for his beasts than for him­self. He, sup­posed to be the in­tel­li­gence of the party, had got the poor an­im­als in­to this in­ter­min­able desert of ovens. He was afraid he had been ab­sent­minded, had been pon­der­ing his prob­lem in­stead of heed­ing the way. His prob­lem was how to re­cov­er a Bish­op­ric. He was a Vicar Apostol­ic, lack­ing a Vicar­ate. He was thrust out; his flock would have none of him.

				The trav­el­ler was Jean Mar­ie La­tour, con­sec­rated Vicar Apostol­ic of New Mex­ico and Bish­op of Aga­thon­ica in par­ti­bus at Cin­cin­nati a year ago—and ever since then he had been try­ing to reach his Vicar­ate. No one in Cin­cin­nati could tell him how to get to New Mex­ico—no one had ever been there. Since young Fath­er La­tour’s ar­rival in Amer­ica, a rail­road had been built through from New York to Cin­cin­nati; but there it ended. New Mex­ico lay in the middle of a dark con­tin­ent. The Ohio mer­chants knew of two routes only. One was the Santa Fe trail from St. Louis, but at that time it was very dan­ger­ous be­cause of Comanche In­di­an raids. His friends ad­vised Fath­er La­tour to go down the river to New Or­leans, thence by boat to Galve­ston, across Texas to San Ant­o­nio, and to wind up in­to New Mex­ico along the Rio Grande val­ley. This he had done, but with what mis­ad­ven­tures!

				His steam­er was wrecked and sunk in the Galve­ston har­bour, and he had lost all his worldly pos­ses­sions ex­cept his books, which he saved at the risk of his life. He crossed Texas with a traders’ cara­van, and ap­proach­ing San Ant­o­nio he was hurt in jump­ing from an over­turn­ing wag­on, and had to lie for three months in the crowded house of a poor Ir­ish fam­ily, wait­ing for his in­jured leg to get strong.

				It was nearly a year after he had em­barked upon the Mis­sis­sippi that the young Bish­op, at about the sun­set hour of a sum­mer af­ter­noon, at last be­held the old set­tle­ment to­ward which he had been jour­ney­ing so long. The wag­on train had been go­ing all day through a grease­wood plain, when late in the af­ter­noon the team­sters began shout­ing that over yon­der was the Villa. Across the level, Fath­er La­tour could dis­tin­guish low brown shapes, like earth­works, ly­ing at the base of wrinkled green moun­tains with bare tops—wave­like moun­tains, re­sem­bling bil­lows beaten up from a flat sea by a heavy gale; and their green was of two col­ours—as­pen and ever­green, not in­ter­mingled but ly­ing in sol­id areas of light and dark.

				As the wag­ons went for­ward and the sun sank lower, a sweep of red car­ne­li­an-col­oured hills ly­ing at the foot of the moun­tains came in­to view; they curved like two arms about a de­pres­sion in the plain; and in that de­pres­sion was Santa Fe, at last! A thin, waver­ing adobe town … a green plaza … at one end a church with two earthen towers that rose high above the flat­ness. The long main street began at the church, the town seemed to flow from it like a stream from a spring. The church towers, and all the low adobe houses, were rose col­our in that light—a little dark­er in tone than the am­phi­theatre of red hills be­hind; and peri­od­ic­ally the plumes of pop­lars flashed like gra­cious ac­cent marks—in­clin­ing and re­cov­er­ing them­selves in the wind.

				The young Bish­op was not alone in the ex­al­ta­tion of that hour; be­side him rode Fath­er Joseph Vail­lant, his boy­hood friend, who had made this long pil­grim­age with him and shared his dangers. The two rode in­to Santa Fe to­geth­er, claim­ing it for the glory of God.

				

				How, then, had Fath­er La­tour come to be here in the sand-hills, many miles from his seat, un­at­ten­ded, far out of his way and with no know­ledge of how to get back to it?

				On his ar­rival at Santa Fe, this was what had happened: The Mex­ic­an priests there had re­fused to re­cog­nize his au­thor­ity. They dis­claimed any know­ledge of a Vicar­ate Apostol­ic, or a Bish­op of Aga­thon­ica. They said they were un­der the jur­is­dic­tion of the Bish­op of Dur­ango, and had re­ceived no in­struc­tions to the con­trary. If Fath­er La­tour was to be their Bish­op, where were his cre­den­tials? A parch­ment and let­ters, he knew, had been sent to the Bish­op of Dur­ango, but these had evid­ently got no farther. There was no postal ser­vice in this part of the world; the quick­est and surest way to com­mu­nic­ate with the Bish­op of Dur­ango was to go to him. So, hav­ing trav­elled for nearly a year to reach Santa Fe, Fath­er La­tour left it after a few weeks, and set off alone on horse­back to ride down in­to Old Mex­ico and back, a jour­ney of full three thou­sand miles.

				He had been warned that there were many trails lead­ing off the Rio Grande road, and that a stranger might eas­ily mis­take his way. For the first few days he had been cau­tious and watch­ful. Then he must have grown care­less and turned in­to some purely loc­al trail. When he real­ized that he was astray, his canteen was already empty and his horses seemed too ex­hausted to re­trace their steps. He had per­severed in this sandy track, which grew ever faint­er, reas­on­ing that it must lead some­where.

				All at once Fath­er La­tour thought he felt a change in the body of his mare. She lif­ted her head for the first time in a long while, and seemed to re­dis­trib­ute her weight upon her legs. The pack-mule be­haved in a sim­il­ar man­ner, and both quickened their pace. Was it pos­sible they scen­ted wa­ter?

				Nearly an hour went by, and then, wind­ing between two hills that were like all the hun­dreds they had passed, the two beasts whin­nied sim­ul­tan­eously. Be­low them, in the midst of that wavy ocean of sand, was a green thread of ver­dure and a run­ning stream. This rib­bon in the desert seemed no wider than a man could throw a stone—and it was green­er than any­thing La­tour had ever seen, even in his own green­est corner of the Old World. But for the quiv­er­ing of the hide on his mare’s neck and shoulders, he might have thought this a vis­ion, a de­lu­sion of thirst.

				Run­ning wa­ter, clover fields, cot­ton­woods, aca­cias, little adobe houses with bril­liant gar­dens, a boy driv­ing a flock of white goats to­ward the stream—that was what the young Bish­op saw.

				A few mo­ments later, when he was strug­gling with his horses, try­ing to keep them from over­drink­ing, a young girl with a black shawl over her head came run­ning to­ward him. He thought he had nev­er seen a kind­li­er face. Her greet­ing was that of a Chris­ti­an.

				“Ave María Purísima, Señor. Whence do you come?”

				“Blessed child,” he replied in Span­ish, “I am a priest who has lost his way. I am fam­ished for wa­ter.”

				“A priest?” she cried, “that is not pos­sible! Yet I look at you, and it is true. Such a thing has nev­er happened to us be­fore; it must be in an­swer to my fath­er’s pray­ers. Run, Pedro, and tell fath­er and Sal­vatore.”

			
			
				
					II

					Hid­den Wa­ter

				
				An hour later, as dark­ness came over the sand-hills, the young Bish­op was seated at sup­per in the moth­er-house of this Mex­ic­an set­tle­ment—which, he learned, was ap­pro­pri­ately called Agua Secreta, Hid­den Wa­ter. At the table with him were his host, an old man called Benito, the old­est son, and two grand­sons. The old man was a wid­ower, and his daugh­ter, Josepha, the girl who had run to meet the Bish­op at the stream, was his house­keep­er. Their sup­per was a pot of fri­joles cooked with meat, bread and goat’s milk, fresh cheese and ripe apples.

				From the mo­ment he entered this room with its thick white­washed adobe walls, Fath­er La­tour had felt a kind of peace about it. In its bare­ness and sim­pli­city there was some­thing comely, as there was about the ser­i­ous girl who had placed their food be­fore them and who now stood in the shad­ows against the wall, her eager eyes fixed upon his face. He found him­self very much at home with the four dark-headed men who sat be­side him in the candle­light. Their man­ners were gentle, their voices low and agree­able. When he said grace be­fore meat, the men had knelt on the floor be­side the table. The grand­fath­er de­clared that the Blessed Vir­gin must have led the Bish­op from his path and brought him here to bap­tize the chil­dren and to sanc­ti­fy the mar­riages. Their set­tle­ment was little known, he said. They had no pa­pers for their land and were afraid the Amer­ic­ans might take it away from them. There was no one in their set­tle­ment who could read or write. Sal­vatore, his old­est son, had gone all the way to Al­buquerque to find a wife, and had mar­ried there. But the priest had charged him twenty pesos, and that was half of all he had saved to buy fur­niture and glass win­dows for his house. His broth­ers and cous­ins, dis­cour­aged by his ex­per­i­ence, had taken wives without the mar­riage sac­ra­ment.

				In an­swer to the Bish­op’s ques­tions, they told him the simple story of their lives. They had here all they needed to make them happy. They spun and wove from the fleece of their flocks, raised their own corn and wheat and to­bacco, dried their plums and apricots for winter. Once a year the boys took the grain up to Al­buquerque to have it ground, and bought such lux­ur­ies as sug­ar and cof­fee. They had bees, and when sug­ar was high they sweetened with honey. Benito did not know in what year his grand­fath­er had settled here, com­ing from Chi­hua­hua with all his goods in ox­carts. “But it was soon after the time when the French killed their king. My grand­fath­er had heard talk of that be­fore he left home, and used to tell us boys about it when he was an old man.”

				“Per­haps you have guessed that I am a French­man,” said Fath­er La­tour.

				No, they had not, but they felt sure he was not an Amer­ic­an. José, the eld­er grand­son, had been watch­ing the vis­it­or un­cer­tainly. He was a hand­some boy, with a tri­angle of black hair hanging over his rather sul­len eyes. He now spoke for the first time.

				“They say at Al­buquerque that now we are all Amer­ic­ans, but that is not true, Padre. I will nev­er be an Amer­ic­an. They are in­fi­dels.”

				“Not all, my son. I have lived among Amer­ic­ans in the north for ten years, and I found many de­vout Cath­ol­ics.”

				The young man shook his head. “They des­troyed our churches when they were fight­ing us, and stabled their horses in them. And now they will take our re­li­gion away from us. We want our own ways and our own re­li­gion.”

				Fath­er La­tour began to tell them about his friendly re­la­tions with Prot­est­ants in Ohio, but they had not room in their minds for two ideas; there was one Church, and the rest of the world was in­fi­del. One thing they could un­der­stand; that he had here in his saddle­bags his vest­ments, the al­tar stone, and all the equip­ment for cel­eb­rat­ing the Mass; and that to­mor­row morn­ing, after Mass, he would hear con­fes­sions, bap­tize, and sanc­ti­fy mar­riages.

				After sup­per Fath­er La­tour took up a candle and began to ex­am­ine the holy im­ages on the shelf over the fire­place. The wooden fig­ures of the saints, found in even the poorest Mex­ic­an houses, al­ways in­ter­ested him. He had nev­er yet seen two alike. These over Benito’s fire­place had come in the ox­carts from Chi­hua­hua nearly sixty years ago. They had been carved by some de­vout soul, and brightly painted, though the col­ours had softened with time, and they were dressed in cloth, like dolls. They were much more to his taste than the fact­ory-made plaster im­ages in his mis­sion churches in Ohio—more like the homely stone carvings on the front of old par­ish churches in Auvergne. The wooden Vir­gin was a sor­row­ing moth­er in­deed—long and stiff and severe, very long from the neck to the waist, even longer from waist to feet, like some of the ri­gid mo­sa­ics of the East­ern Church. She was dressed in black, with a white ap­ron, and a black reboso over her head, like a Mex­ic­an wo­man of the poor. At her right was St. Joseph, and at her left a fierce little eques­tri­an fig­ure, a saint wear­ing the cos­tume of a Mex­ic­an ranchero, vel­vet trousers richly em­broidered and wide at the ankle, vel­vet jack­et and silk shirt, and a high-crowned, broad-brimmed Mex­ic­an som­brero. He was at­tached to his fat horse by a wooden pivot driv­en through the saddle.

				The young­er grand­son saw the priest’s in­terest in this fig­ure. “That,” he said, “is my name saint, San­ti­ago.”

				“Oh, yes; San­ti­ago. He was a mis­sion­ary, like me. In our coun­try we call him St. Jacques, and he car­ries a staff and a wal­let—but here he would need a horse, surely.”

				The boy looked at him in sur­prise. “But he is the saint of horses. Isn’t he that in your coun­try?”

				The Bish­op shook his head. “No. I know noth­ing about that. How is he the saint of horses?”

				“He blesses the mares and makes them fruit­ful. Even the In­di­ans be­lieve that. They know that if they neg­lect to pray to San­ti­ago for a few years, the foals do not come right.”

				A little later, after his de­vo­tions, the young Bish­op lay down in Benito’s deep feath­er bed, think­ing how dif­fer­ent was this night from his an­ti­cip­a­tion of it. He had ex­pec­ted to make a dry camp in the wil­der­ness, and to sleep un­der a ju­ni­per tree, like the Proph­et, tor­men­ted by thirst. But here he lay in com­fort and safety, with love for his fel­low creatures flow­ing like peace about his heart. If Fath­er Vail­lant were here, he would say, “A mir­acle”; that the Holy Moth­er, to whom he had ad­dressed him­self be­fore the cru­ci­form tree, had led him hith­er. And it was a mir­acle, Fath­er La­tour knew that. But his dear Joseph must al­ways have the mir­acle very dir­ect and spec­tac­u­lar, not with Nature, but against it. He would al­most be able to tell the col­our of the mantle Our Lady wore when She took the mare by the bridle back yon­der among the ju­ni­pers and led her out of the path­less sand-hills, as the an­gel led the ass on the Flight in­to Egypt.

				

				In the late af­ter­noon of the fol­low­ing day the Bish­op was walk­ing alone along the banks of the life-giv­ing stream, re­view­ing in his mind the events of the morn­ing. Benito and his daugh­ter had made an al­tar be­fore the sor­row­ful wooden Vir­gin, and placed upon it candles and flowers. Every soul in the vil­lage, ex­cept Sal­vatore’s sick wife, had come to the Mass. He had per­formed mar­riages and bap­tisms and heard con­fes­sions and con­firmed un­til noon. Then came the christen­ing feast. José had killed a kid the night be­fore, and im­me­di­ately after her con­firm­a­tion Josepha slipped away to help her sis­ters-in-law roast it. When Fath­er La­tour asked her to give him his por­tion without chili, the girl in­quired wheth­er it was more pi­ous to eat it like that. He hastened to ex­plain that French­men, as a rule, do not like high season­ing, lest she should here­after de­prive her­self of her fa­vour­ite con­di­ment.

				After the feast the sleepy chil­dren were taken home, the men gathered in the plaza to smoke un­der the great cot­ton­wood trees. The Bish­op, feel­ing a need of solitude, had gone forth to walk, firmly re­fus­ing an es­cort. On his way he passed the earthen thrash­ing-floor, where these people beat out their grain and win­nowed it in the wind, like the Chil­dren of Is­rael. He heard a frantic bleat­ing be­hind him, and was over­taken by Pedro with the great flock of goats, in­dig­nant at their day’s con­fine­ment, and wild to be in the fringe of pas­ture along the hills. They leaped the stream like ar­rows speed­ing from the bow, and re­garded the Bish­op as they passed him with their mock­ing, hu­manly in­tel­li­gent smile. The young bucks were light and el­eg­ant in fig­ure, with their poin­ted chins and pol­ished tilted horns. There was great vari­ety in their faces, but in nearly all some­thing su­per­cili­ous and sar­don­ic. The an­gor­as had long silky hair of a dazzling white­ness. As they leaped through the sun­light they brought to mind the chapter in the Apo­ca­lypse, about the white­ness of them that were washed in the blood of the Lamb. The young Bish­op smiled at his mixed theo­logy. But though the goat had al­ways been the sym­bol of pa­gan lewd­ness, he told him­self that their fleece had warmed many a good Chris­ti­an, and their rich milk nour­ished sickly chil­dren.

				About a mile above the vil­lage he came upon the wa­ter-head, a spring over­hung by the sharp-leafed vari­ety of cot­ton­wood called wa­ter wil­low. All about it crowded the oven-shaped hills—noth­ing to hint of wa­ter un­til it rose mi­ra­cu­lously out of the parched and thirsty sea of sand. Some sub­ter­ranean stream found an out­let here, was re­leased from dark­ness. The res­ult was grass and trees and flowers and hu­man life; house­hold or­der and hearths from which the smoke of burn­ing piñon logs rose like in­cense to Heav­en.

				The Bish­op sat a long time by the spring, while the de­clin­ing sun poured its beau­ti­fy­ing light over those low, rose-tin­ted houses and bright gar­dens. The old grand­fath­er had shown him ar­row­heads and cor­roded medals, and a sword hilt, evid­ently Span­ish, that he had found in the earth near the wa­ter-head. This spot had been a refuge for hu­man­ity long be­fore these Mex­ic­ans had come upon it. It was older than his­tory, like those well­heads in his own coun­try where the Ro­man set­tlers had set up the im­age of a river god­dess, and later the Chris­ti­an priests had planted a cross. This set­tle­ment was his Bish­op­ric in mini­ature; hun­dreds of square miles of thirsty desert, then a spring, a vil­lage, old men try­ing to re­mem­ber their cat­ech­ism to teach their grand­chil­dren. The Faith planted by the Span­ish fri­ars and watered with their blood was not dead; it awaited only the toil of the hus­band­man. He was not troubled about the re­volt in Santa Fe, or the power­ful old nat­ive priest who led it—Fath­er Martínez, of Taos, who had rid­den over from his par­ish ex­pressly to re­ceive the new Vicar and to drive him away. He was rather ter­ri­fy­ing, that old priest, with his big head, vi­ol­ent Span­ish face, and shoulders like a buf­falo; but the day of his tyranny was al­most over.

			
			
				
					III

					The Bish­op Chez Lui

				
				It was the late af­ter­noon of Christ­mas Day, and the Bish­op sat at his desk writ­ing let­ters. Since his re­turn to Santa Fe his of­fi­cial cor­res­pond­ence had been heavy; but the closely-writ­ten sheets over which he bent with a thought­ful smile were not to go to Monsi­gnori, or to Arch­bish­ops, or to the heads of re­li­gious houses—but to France, to Auvergne, to his own little town; to a cer­tain grey, wind­ing street, paved with cobbles and shaded by tall chest­nuts on which, even today, some few brown leaves would be cling­ing, or drop­ping one by one, to be caught in the cold green ivy on the walls.

				The Bish­op had re­turned from his long horse­back trip in­to Mex­ico only nine days ago. At Dur­ango the old Mex­ic­an pre­l­ate there had, after some delay, de­livered to him the doc­u­ments that defined his Vicar­ate, and Fath­er La­tour rode back the fif­teen hun­dred miles to Santa Fe through the sunny days of early winter. On his ar­rival he found amity in­stead of enmity await­ing him. Fath­er Vail­lant had already en­deared him­self to the people. The Mex­ic­an priest who was in charge of the pro-cathed­ral had grace­fully re­tired—gone to vis­it his fam­ily in Old Mex­ico, and car­ried his ef­fects along with him. Fath­er Vail­lant had taken pos­ses­sion of the priest’s house, and with the help of car­penters and the Mex­ic­an wo­men of the par­ish had put it in or­der. The Yan­kee traders and the mil­it­ary Com­mand­ant at Fort Marcy had sent gen­er­ous con­tri­bu­tions of bed­ding and blankets and odd pieces of fur­niture.

				The Epis­copal res­id­ence was an old adobe house, much out of re­pair, but with pos­sib­il­it­ies of com­fort. Fath­er La­tour had chosen for his study a room at one end of the wing. There he sat, as this af­ter­noon of Christ­mas Day faded in­to even­ing. It was a long room of an agree­able shape. The thick clay walls had been fin­ished on the in­side by the deft palms of In­di­an wo­men, and had that ir­reg­u­lar and in­tim­ate qual­ity of things made en­tirely by the hu­man hand. There was a re­as­sur­ing solid­ity and depth about those walls, roun­ded at doorsills and win­dowsills, roun­ded in wide wings about the corner fire­place. The in­teri­or had been newly white­washed in the Bish­op’s ab­sence, and the flick­er of the fire threw a rosy glow over the wavy sur­faces, nev­er quite evenly flat, nev­er a dead white, for the ruddy col­our of the clay un­der­neath gave a warm tone to the lime wash. The ceil­ing was made of heavy ce­dar beams, over­laid by as­pen sap­lings, all of one size, ly­ing close to­geth­er like the ribs in cor­duroy and clad in their ruddy in­ner skins. The earth floor was covered with thick In­di­an blankets; two blankets, very old, and beau­ti­ful in design and col­our, were hung on the walls like tapestries.

				On either side of the fire­place plastered re­cesses were let in­to the wall. In one, nar­row and arched, stood the Bish­op’s cru­ci­fix. The oth­er was square, with a carved wooden door, like a grill, and with­in it lay a few rare and beau­ti­ful books. The rest of the Bish­op’s lib­rary was on open shelves at one end of the room.

				The fur­niture of the house Fath­er Vail­lant had bought from the de­par­ted Mex­ic­an priest. It was heavy and some­what clumsy, but not un­sightly. All the wood used in mak­ing tables and bed­steads was hewn from tree boles with the ax or hatchet. Even the thick planks on which the Bish­op’s theo­lo­gic­al books res­ted were ax-dressed. There was not at that time a turn­ing-lathe or a saw­mill in all north­ern New Mex­ico. The nat­ive car­penters whittled out chair rungs and table legs, and fit­ted them to­geth­er with wooden pins in­stead of iron nails. Wooden chests were used in place of dress­ers with draw­ers, and some­times these were beau­ti­fully carved, or covered with dec­or­ated leath­er. The desk at which the Bish­op sat writ­ing was an im­port­a­tion, a wal­nut “sec­ret­ary” of Amer­ic­an make (sent down by one of the of­ficers of the Fort at Fath­er Vail­lant’s sug­ges­tion). His sil­ver can­dle­sticks he had brought from France long ago. They were giv­en to him by a be­loved aunt when he was or­dained.

				The young Bish­op’s pen flew over the pa­per, leav­ing a trail of fine, fin­ished French script be­hind, in vi­ol­et ink.

				“My new study, dear broth­er, as I write, is full of the de­li­cious fra­grance of the piñon logs burn­ing in my fire­place. (We use this kind of ce­dar­wood al­to­geth­er for fuel, and it is highly aro­mat­ic, yet del­ic­ate. At our mean­est tasks we have a per­petu­al odour of in­cense about us.) I wish that you, and my dear sis­ter, could look in upon this scene of com­fort and peace. We mis­sion­ar­ies wear a frock-coat and wide-brimmed hat all day, you know, and look like Amer­ic­an traders. What a pleas­ure to come home at night and put on my old cas­sock! I feel more like a priest then—for so much of the day I must be a ‘busi­ness man’!—and, for some reas­on, more like a French­man. All day I am an Amer­ic­an in speech and thought—yes, in heart, too. The kind­ness of the Amer­ic­an traders, and es­pe­cially of the mil­it­ary of­ficers at the Fort, com­mands more than a su­per­fi­cial loy­alty. I mean to help the of­ficers at their task here. I can as­sist them more than they real­ize. The Church can do more than the Fort to make these poor Mex­ic­ans ‘good Amer­ic­ans.’ And it is for the people’s good; there is no oth­er way in which they can bet­ter their con­di­tion.

				“But this is not the day to write you of my du­ties or my pur­poses. To­night we are ex­iles, happy ones, think­ing of home. Fath­er Joseph has sent away our Mex­ic­an wo­man—he will make a good cook of her in time, but to­night he is pre­par­ing our Christ­mas din­ner him­self. I had thought he would be worn out today, for he has been con­duct­ing a Novena of High Masses, as is the cus­tom here be­fore Christ­mas. After the Novena, and the mid­night Mass last night, I sup­posed he would be will­ing to rest today; but not a bit of it. You know his motto, ‘Rest in ac­tion.’ I brought him a bottle of olive-oil on my horse all the way from Dur­ango (I say ‘olive-oil,’ be­cause here ‘oil’ means some­thing to grease the wheels of wag­ons!), and he is mak­ing some sort of cooked salad. We have no green ve­get­ables here in winter, and no one seems ever to have heard of that blessed plant, the lettuce. Joseph finds it hard to do without salad-oil, he al­ways had it in Ohio, though it was a great ex­tra­vag­ance. He has been in the kit­chen all af­ter­noon. There is only an open fire­place for cook­ing, and an earthen roast­ing-oven out in the court­yard. But he has nev­er failed me in any­thing yet; and I think I can prom­ise you that to­night two French­men will sit down to a good din­ner and drink your health.”

				The Bish­op laid down his pen and lit his two candles with a splinter from the fire, then stood dust­ing his fin­gers by the deep-set win­dow, look­ing out at the pale blue dark­en­ing sky. The even­ing-star hung above the am­ber af­ter­glow, so soft, so bril­liant that she seemed to bathe in her own sil­ver light. Ave Mar­is Stella, the song which one of his friends at the Sem­in­ary used to in­tone so beau­ti­fully; hum­ming it softly he re­turned to his desk and was just dip­ping his pen in the ink when the door opened, and a voice said,

				“Mon­sei­gneur est servi! Al­ors, Jean, veux-tu ap­port­er les bou­gies?”

				The Bish­op car­ried the candles in­to the din­ing-room, where the table was laid and Fath­er Vail­lant was chan­ging his cook’s ap­ron for his cas­sock. Crim­son from stand­ing over an open fire, his rugged face was even home­li­er than usu­al—though one of the first things a stranger de­cided upon meet­ing Fath­er Joseph was that the Lord had made few ugli­er men. He was short, skinny, bow­legged from a life on horse­back, and his coun­ten­ance had little to re­com­mend it but kind­li­ness and vi­va­city. He looked old, though he was then about forty. His skin was hardened and seamed by ex­pos­ure to weath­er in a bit­ter cli­mate, his neck scrawny and wrinkled like an old man’s. A bold, blunt-tipped nose, pos­it­ive chin, a very large mouth—the lips thick and suc­cu­lent but nev­er loose, nev­er re­laxed, al­ways stiffened by ef­fort or work­ing with ex­cite­ment. His hair, sun­burned to the shade of dry hay, had ori­gin­ally been tow-col­oured; “Blanchet” (“Whitey”) he was al­ways called at the Sem­in­ary. Even his eyes were nearsighted, and of such a pale, wa­tery blue as to be un­im­press­ive. There was cer­tainly noth­ing in his out­er case to sug­gest the fierce­ness and forti­tude and fire of the man, and yet even the thick-blooded Mex­ic­an half-breeds knew his qual­ity at once. If the Bish­op re­turned to find Santa Fe friendly to him, it was be­cause every­body be­lieved in Fath­er Vail­lant—homely, real, per­sist­ent, with the driv­ing power of a dozen men in his poorly-built body.

				On com­ing in­to the din­ing-room, Bish­op La­tour placed his can­dle­sticks over the fire­place, since there were already six upon the table, il­lu­min­at­ing the brown soup-pot. After they had stood for a mo­ment in pray­er, Fath­er Joseph lif­ted the cov­er and ladled the soup in­to the plates, a dark onion soup with croutons. The Bish­op tasted it crit­ic­ally and smiled at his com­pan­ion. After the spoon had trav­elled to his lips a few times, he put it down and lean­ing back in his chair re­marked,

				“Think of it, Blanchet; in all this vast coun­try between the Mis­sis­sippi and the Pa­cific Ocean, there is prob­ably not an­oth­er hu­man be­ing who could make a soup like this.”

				“Not un­less he is a French­man,” said Fath­er Joseph. He had tucked a nap­kin over the front of his cas­sock and was los­ing no time in re­flec­tion.

				“I am not de­prec­at­ing your in­di­vidu­al tal­ent, Joseph,” the Bish­op con­tin­ued, “but, when one thinks of it, a soup like this is not the work of one man. It is the res­ult of a con­stantly re­fined tra­di­tion. There are nearly a thou­sand years of his­tory in this soup.”

				Fath­er Joseph frowned in­tently at the earthen pot in the middle of the table. His pale, nearsighted eyes had al­ways the look of peer­ing in­to dis­tance. “C’est ça, c’est vrai,” he mur­mured. “But how,” he ex­claimed as he filled the Bish­op’s plate again, “how can a man make a prop­er soup without leeks, that king of ve­get­ables? We can­not go on eat­ing onions forever.”

				After car­ry­ing away the soupière, he brought in the roast chick­en and pommes sautées. “And salad, Jean,” he con­tin­ued as he began to carve. “Are we to eat dried beans and roots for the rest of our lives? Surely we must find time to make a garden. Ah, my garden at San­dusky! And you could snatch me away from it! You will ad­mit that you nev­er ate bet­ter lettuces in France. And my vine­yard; a nat­ur­al hab­it­at for the vine, that. I tell you, the shores of Lake Erie will be covered with vine­yards one day. I envy the man who is drink­ing my wine. Ah well, that is a mis­sion­ary’s life; to plant where an­oth­er shall reap.”

				As this was Christ­mas Day, the two friends were speak­ing in their nat­ive tongue. For years they had made it a prac­tice to speak Eng­lish to­geth­er, ex­cept upon very spe­cial oc­ca­sions, and of late they con­versed in Span­ish, in which they both needed to gain flu­ency.

				“And yet some­times you used to chafe a little at your dear San­dusky and its com­forts,” the Bish­op re­minded him—“to say that you would end a home-stay­ing par­ish priest, after all.”

				“Of course, one wants to eat one’s cake and have it, as they say in Ohio. But no farther, Jean. This is far enough. Do not drag me any farther.” Fath­er Joseph began gently to coax the cork from a bottle of red wine with his fin­gers. “This I begged for your din­ner at the hacienda where I went to bap­tize the baby on St. Thomas’s Day. It is not easy to sep­ar­ate these rich Mex­ic­ans from their French wine. They know its worth.” He poured a few drops and tried it. “A slight taste of the cork; they do not know how to keep it prop­erly. How­ever, it is quite good enough for mis­sion­ar­ies.”

				“You ask me not to drag you any farther, Joseph. I wish,” Bish­op La­tour leaned back in his chair and locked his hands to­geth­er be­neath his chin, “I wish I knew how far this is! Does any­one know the ex­tent of this dio­cese, or of this ter­rit­ory? The Com­mand­ant at the Fort seems as much in the dark as I. He says I can get some in­form­a­tion from the scout, Kit Car­son, who lives at Taos.”

				“Don’t be­gin wor­ry­ing about the dio­cese, Jean. For the present, Santa Fe is the dio­cese. Es­tab­lish or­der at home. To­mor­row I will have a reck­on­ing with the church­war­dens, who al­lowed that band of drunk­en cow­boys to come in to the mid­night Mass and de­file the font. There is enough to do here. Fest­ina lente. I have made a re­solve not to go more than three days’ jour­ney from Santa Fe for one year.”

				The Bish­op smiled and shook his head. “And when you were at the Sem­in­ary, you made a re­solve to lead a life of con­tem­pla­tion.”

				A light leaped in­to Fath­er Joseph’s homely face. “I have not yet re­nounced that hope. One day you will re­lease me, and I will re­turn to some re­li­gious house in France and end my days in de­vo­tion to the Holy Moth­er. For the time be­ing, it is my des­tiny to serve Her in ac­tion. But this is far enough, Jean.”

				The Bish­op again shook his head and mur­mured, “Who knows how far?”

				The wiry little priest whose life was to be a suc­ces­sion of moun­tain ranges, path­less deserts, yawn­ing canyons and swollen rivers, who was to carry the Cross in­to ter­rit­or­ies yet un­known and un­named, who would wear down mules and horses and scouts and stage-drivers, to­night looked ap­pre­hens­ively at his su­per­i­or and re­peated, “No more, Jean. This is far enough.” Then mak­ing haste to change the sub­ject, he said briskly, “A bean salad was the best I could do for you; but with onion, and just a sus­pi­cion of salt pork, it is not so bad.”

				Over the com­pote of dried plums they fell to talk­ing of the great yel­low ones that grew in the old La­tour garden at home. Their thoughts met in that tilted cobble street, wind­ing down a hill, with the un­even garden walls and tall horse-chest­nuts on either side; a lonely street after night­fall, with soft street lamps shaped like lan­terns at the darkest turn­ings. At the end of it was the church where the Bish­op made his first Com­mu­nion, with a grove of flat-cut plane trees in front, un­der which the mar­ket was held on Tues­days and Fri­days.

				While they lingered over these memor­ies—an in­dul­gence they sel­dom per­mit­ted them­selves—the two mis­sion­ar­ies were startled by a vol­ley of rifle-shots and blood­curd­ling yells without, and the gal­lop­ing of horses. The Bish­op half rose, but Fath­er Joseph re­as­sured him with a shrug.

				“Do not dis­com­pose your­self. The same thing happened here on the eve of All Souls’ Day. A band of drunk­en cow­boys, like those who came in­to the church last night, go out to the pueblo and get the Te­suque In­di­an boys drunk, and then they ride in to ser­en­ade the sol­diers at the Fort in this man­ner.”

			
			
				
					IV

					A Bell and a Mir­acle

				
				On the morn­ing after the Bish­op’s re­turn from Dur­ango, after his first night in his Epis­copal res­id­ence, he had a pleas­ant awaken­ing from sleep. He had rid­den in­to the court­yard after night­fall, hav­ing changed horses at a ran­cho and pushed on nearly sixty miles in or­der to reach home. Con­sequently he slept late the next morn­ing—did not awaken un­til six o’clock, when he heard the An­gelus ringing. He re­covered con­scious­ness slowly, un­will­ing to let go of a pleas­ing de­lu­sion that he was in Rome. Still half be­liev­ing that he was lodged near St. John Lat­er­an, he yet heard every stroke of the Ave Maria bell, mar­vel­ling to hear it rung cor­rectly (nine quick strokes in all, di­vided in­to threes, with an in­ter­val between); and from a bell with beau­ti­ful tone. Full, clear, with some­thing bland and suave, each note floated through the air like a globe of sil­ver. Be­fore the nine strokes were done Rome faded, and be­hind it he sensed some­thing East­ern, with palm trees—Jer­u­s­alem, per­haps, though he had nev­er been there. Keep­ing his eyes closed, he cher­ished for a mo­ment this sud­den, per­vas­ive sense of the East. Once be­fore he had been car­ried out of the body thus to a place far away. It had happened in a street in New Or­leans. He had turned a corner and come upon an old wo­man with a bas­ket of yel­low flowers; sprays of yel­low send­ing out a honey-sweet per­fume. Mimosa—but be­fore he could think of the name he was over­come by a feel­ing of place, was dropped, cas­sock and all, in­to a garden in the south of France where he had been sent one winter in his child­hood to re­cov­er from an ill­ness. And now this sil­very bell note had car­ried him farther and faster than sound could travel.

				When he joined Fath­er Vail­lant at cof­fee, that im­petu­ous man who could nev­er keep a secret asked him anxiously wheth­er he had heard any­thing.

				“I thought I heard the An­gelus, Fath­er Joseph, but my reas­on tells me that only a long sea voy­age could bring me with­in sound of such a bell.”

				“Not at all,” said Fath­er Joseph briskly. “I found that re­mark­able bell here, in the base­ment of old San Miguel. They tell me it has been here a hun­dred years or more. There is no church tower in the place strong enough to hold it—it is very thick and must weigh close upon eight hun­dred pounds. But I had a scaf­fold­ing built in the church­yard, and with the help of ox­en we raised it and got it swung on cross­beams. I taught a Mex­ic­an boy to ring it prop­erly against your re­turn.”

				“But how could it have come here? It is Span­ish, I sup­pose?”

				“Yes, the in­scrip­tion is in Span­ish, to St. Joseph, and the date is 1356. It must have been brought up from Mex­ico City in an ox­cart. A hero­ic un­der­tak­ing, cer­tainly. Nobody knows where it was cast. But they do tell a story about it: that it was pledged to St. Joseph in the wars with the Moors, and that the people of some be­sieged city brought all their plate and sil­ver and gold or­na­ments and threw them in with the baser metals. There is cer­tainly a good deal of sil­ver in the bell, noth­ing else would ac­count for its tone.”

				Fath­er La­tour re­flec­ted. “And the sil­ver of the Span­iards was really Moor­ish, was it not? If not ac­tu­ally of Moor­ish make, copied from their design. The Span­iards knew noth­ing about work­ing sil­ver ex­cept as they learned it from the Moors.”

				“What are you do­ing, Jean? Try­ing to make my bell out an in­fi­del?” Fath­er Joseph asked im­pa­tiently.

				The Bish­op smiled. “I am try­ing to ac­count for the fact that when I heard it this morn­ing it struck me at once as some­thing ori­ent­al. A learned Scotch Je­suit in Montreal told me that our first bells, and the in­tro­duc­tion of the bell in the ser­vice all over Europe, ori­gin­ally came from the East. He said the Tem­plars brought the An­gelus back from the Cru­sades, and it is really an ad­apt­a­tion of a Muslim cus­tom.”

				Fath­er Vail­lant sniffed. “I no­ticed that schol­ars al­ways man­age to dig out some­thing be­littling,” he com­plained.

				“Be­littling? I should say the re­verse. I am glad to think there is Moor­ish sil­ver in your bell. When we first came here, the one good work­man we found in Santa Fe was a sil­ver­smith. The Span­iards handed on their skill to the Mex­ic­ans, and the Mex­ic­ans have taught the Nava­jos to work sil­ver; but it all came from the Moors.”

				“I am no schol­ar, as you know,” said Fath­er Vail­lant rising. “And this morn­ing we have many prac­tic­al af­fairs to oc­cupy us. I have prom­ised that you will give an audi­ence to a good old man, a nat­ive priest from the In­di­an mis­sion at Santa Clara, who is re­turn­ing from Mex­ico. He has just been on a pil­grim­age to the shrine of Our Lady of Guada­lupe and has been much edi­fied. He would like to tell you the story of his ex­per­i­ence. It seems that ever since he was or­dained he has de­sired to vis­it the shrine. Dur­ing your ab­sence I have found how par­tic­u­larly pre­cious is that shrine to all Cath­ol­ics in New Mex­ico. They re­gard it as the one ab­so­lutely au­then­tic­ated ap­pear­ance of the Blessed Vir­gin in the New World, and a wit­ness of Her af­fec­tion for Her Church on this con­tin­ent.”

				The Bish­op went in­to his study, and Fath­er Vail­lant brought in Padre Escol­astico Her­rera, a man of nearly sev­enty, who had been forty years in the min­istry, and had just ac­com­plished the pi­ous de­sire of a life­time. His mind was still full of the sweet­ness of his late ex­per­i­ence. He was so rapt that noth­ing else in­ter­ested him. He asked anxiously wheth­er per­haps the Bish­op would have more leis­ure to at­tend to him later in the day. But Fath­er La­tour placed a chair for him and told him to pro­ceed.

				The old man thanked him for the priv­ilege of be­ing seated. Lean­ing for­ward, with his hands locked between his knees, he told the whole story of the mi­ra­cu­lous ap­pear­ance, both be­cause it was so dear to his heart, and be­cause he was sure that no “Amer­ic­an” Bish­op would have heard of the oc­cur­rence as it was, though at Rome all the de­tails were well known and two Popes had sent gifts to the shrine.

				

				On Sat­urday, Decem­ber 9th, in the year 1531, a poor neo­phyte of the mon­as­tery of St. James was hur­ry­ing down Tapey­ac hill to at­tend Mass in the City of Mex­ico. His name was Juan Diego and he was fifty-five years old. When he was halfway down the hill a light shone in his path, and the Moth­er of God ap­peared to him as a young wo­man of great beauty, clad in blue and gold. She greeted him by name and said:

				“Juan, seek out thy Bish­op and bid him build a church in my hon­our on the spot where I now stand. Go then, and I will bide here and await thy re­turn.”

				Broth­er Juan ran in­to the City and straight to the Bish­op’s palace, where he re­por­ted the mat­ter. The Bish­op was Zu­marraga, a Span­iard. He ques­tioned the monk severely and told him he should have re­quired a sign of the Lady to as­sure him that she was in­deed the Moth­er of God and not some evil spir­it. He dis­missed the poor broth­er harshly and set an at­tend­ant to watch his ac­tions.

				Juan went forth very down­cast and re­paired to the house of his uncle, Bern­ardino, who was sick of a fever. The two suc­ceed­ing days he spent in caring for this aged man who seemed at the point of death. Be­cause of the Bish­op’s re­proof he had fallen in­to doubt, and did not re­turn to the spot where the Lady said She would await him. On Tues­day he left the City to go back to his mon­as­tery to fetch medi­cines for Bern­ardino, but he avoided the place where he had seen the vis­ion and went by an­oth­er way.

				Again he saw a light in his path and the Vir­gin ap­peared to him as be­fore, say­ing, “Juan, why goest thou by this way?”

				Weep­ing, he told Her that the Bish­op had dis­trus­ted his re­port, and that he had been em­ployed in caring for his uncle, who was sick un­to death. The Lady spoke to him with all com­fort, telling him that his uncle would be healed with­in the hour, and that he should re­turn to Bish­op Zu­marraga and bid him build a church where She had first ap­peared to him. It must be called the shrine of Our Lady of Guada­lupe, after Her dear shrine of that name in Spain. When Broth­er Juan replied to Her that the Bish­op re­quired a sign, She said: “Go up on the rocks yon­der, and gath­er roses.”

				Though it was Decem­ber and not the sea­son for roses, he ran up among the rocks and found such roses as he had nev­er seen be­fore. He gathered them un­til he had filled his tilma. The tilma was a mantle worn only by the very poor—a wretched gar­ment loosely woven of coarse ve­get­able fibre and sewn down the middle. When he re­turned to the ap­par­i­tion, She bent over the flowers and took pains to ar­range them, then closed the ends of the tilma to­geth­er and said to him:

				“Go now, and do not open your mantle un­til you open it be­fore your Bish­op.”

				Juan sped in­to the City and gained ad­mis­sion to the Bish­op, who was in coun­cil with his Vicar.

				“Your Grace,” he said, “the Blessed Lady who ap­peared to me has sent you these roses for a sign.”

				At this he held up one end of his tilma and let the roses fall in pro­fu­sion to the floor. To his as­ton­ish­ment, Bish­op Zu­marraga and his Vicar in­stantly fell upon their knees among the flowers. On the in­side of his poor mantle was a paint­ing of the Blessed Vir­gin, in robes of blue and rose and gold, ex­actly as She had ap­peared to him upon the hill­side.

				A shrine was built to con­tain this mi­ra­cu­lous por­trait, which since that day has been the goal of count­less pil­grim­ages and has per­formed many mir­acles.

				

				Of this pic­ture Padre Escol­astico had much to say: he af­firmed that it was of mar­vel­lous beauty, rich with gold, and the col­ours as pure and del­ic­ate as the tints of early morn­ing. Many paint­ers had vis­ited the shrine and mar­velled that paint could be laid at all upon such poor and coarse ma­ter­i­al. In the or­din­ary way of nature, the flimsy mantle would have fallen to pieces long ago. The Padre mod­estly presen­ted Bish­op La­tour and Fath­er Joseph with little medals he had brought from the shrine; on one side a re­lief of the mi­ra­cu­lous por­trait, on the oth­er an in­scrip­tion: Non fe­cit ta­l­iter omni na­tioni. (She hath not dealt so with any na­tion.)

				Fath­er Vail­lant was deeply stirred by the priest’s re­cit­al, and after the old man had gone he de­clared to the Bish­op that he meant him­self to make a pil­grim­age to this shrine at the earli­est op­por­tun­ity.

				“What a price­less thing for the poor con­verts of a sav­age coun­try!” he ex­claimed, wip­ing his glasses, which were clouded by his strong feel­ing. “All these poor Cath­ol­ics who have been so long without in­struc­tion have at least the re­as­sur­ance of that vis­it­a­tion. It is a house­hold word with them that their Blessed Moth­er re­vealed Her­self in their own coun­try, to a poor con­vert. Doc­trine is well enough for the wise, Jean; but the mir­acle is some­thing we can hold in our hands and love.”

				Fath­er Vail­lant began pa­cing rest­lessly up and down as he spoke, and the Bish­op watched him, mus­ing. It was just this in his friend that was dear to him. “Where there is great love there are al­ways mir­acles,” he said at length. “One might al­most say that an ap­par­i­tion is hu­man vis­ion cor­rec­ted by di­vine love. I do not see you as you really are, Joseph; I see you through my af­fec­tion for you. The Mir­acles of the Church seem to me to rest not so much upon faces or voices or heal­ing power com­ing sud­denly near to us from afar off, but upon our per­cep­tions be­ing made finer, so that for a mo­ment our eyes can see and our ears can hear what is there about us al­ways.”
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				Mis­sion­ary Jour­neys

			
			
				
					I

					The White Mules

				
				In mid-March, Fath­er Vail­lant was on the road, re­turn­ing from a mis­sion­ary jour­ney to Al­buquerque. He was to stop at the ran­cho of a rich Mex­ic­an, Manuel Lu­jon, to marry his men and maid­ser­vants who were liv­ing in con­cu­bin­age, and to bap­tize the chil­dren. There he would spend the night. To­mor­row or the day after he would go on to Santa Fe, halt­ing by the way at the In­di­an pueblo of Santo Domin­go to hold ser­vice. There was a fine old mis­sion church at Santo Domin­go, but the In­di­ans were of a haughty and sus­pi­cious dis­pos­i­tion. He had said Mass there on his way to Al­buquerque, nearly a week ago. By dint of can­vassing from house to house, and of­fer­ing medals and re­li­gious col­our prints to all who came to church, he had got to­geth­er a con­sid­er­able con­greg­a­tion. It was a large and pros­per­ous pueblo, set among clean sand-hills, with its rich ir­rig­ated farm­lands ly­ing just be­low, in the val­ley of the Rio Grande. His con­greg­a­tion was quiet, dig­ni­fied, at­tent­ive. They sat on the earth floor, wrapped in their best blankets, re­pose in every line of their strong, stub­born backs. He har­angued them in such Span­ish as he could com­mand, and they listened with re­spect. But bring their chil­dren to be bap­tized, they would not. The Span­iards had treated them very badly long ago, and they had been med­it­at­ing upon their griev­ance for many gen­er­a­tions. Fath­er Vail­lant had not bap­tized one in­fant there, but he meant to stop to­mor­row and try again. Then back to his Bish­op, provided he could get his horse up La Ba­jada Hill.

				He had bought his horse from a Yan­kee trader and had been woe­fully de­ceived. One week’s jour­ney of from twenty to thirty miles a day had shown the beast up for a wind-broken wreck. Fath­er Vail­lant’s mind was full of ma­ter­i­al cares as he ap­proached Manuel Lu­jon’s place bey­ond Berna­lillo. The ran­cho was like a little town, with all its stables, cor­rals, and stake fences. The casa grande was long and low, with glass win­dows and bright blue doors, a portale run­ning its full length, sup­por­ted by blue posts. Un­der this portale the adobe wall was hung with bridles, saddles, great boots and spurs, guns and saddle blankets, strings of red pep­pers, fox skins, and the skins of two great rattlesnakes.

				When Fath­er Vail­lant rode in through the gate­way, chil­dren came run­ning from every dir­ec­tion, some with no cloth­ing but a little shirt, and wo­men with no shawls over their black hair came run­ning after the chil­dren. They all dis­ap­peared when Manuel Lu­jon walked out of the great house, hat in hand, smil­ing and hos­pit­able. He was a man of thirty-five, settled in fig­ure and some­what full un­der the chin. He greeted the priest in the name of God and put out a hand to help him alight, but Fath­er Vail­lant sprang quickly to the ground.

				“God be with you, Manuel, and with your house. But where are those who are to be mar­ried?”

				“The men are all in the field, Padre. There is no hurry. A little wine, a little bread, cof­fee, re­pose—and then the ce­re­mon­ies.”

				“A little wine, very will­ingly, and bread, too. But not un­til af­ter­ward. I meant to catch you all at din­ner, but I am two hours late be­cause my horse is bad. Have someone bring in my saddle­bags, and I will put on my vest­ments. Send out to the fields for your men, Señor Lu­jon. A man can stop work to be mar­ried.”

				The swarthy host was dazed by this dis­patch. “But one mo­ment, Padre. There are all the chil­dren to bap­tize; why not be­gin with them, if I can­not per­suade you to wash the dust from your sainted brow and re­pose a little.”

				“Take me to a place where I can wash and change my clothes, and I will be ready be­fore you can get them here. No, I tell you, Lu­jon, the mar­riages first, the bap­tisms af­ter­ward; that or­der is but Chris­ti­an. I will bap­tize the chil­dren to­mor­row morn­ing, and their par­ents will at least have been mar­ried overnight.”

				Fath­er Joseph was con­duc­ted to his cham­ber, and the older boys were sent run­ning off across the fields to fetch the men. Lu­jon and his two daugh­ters began con­struct­ing an al­tar at one end of the sala. Two old wo­men came to scrub the floor, and an­oth­er brought chairs and stools.

				“My God, but he is ugly, the Padre!” whispered one of these to the oth­ers. “He must be very holy. And did you see the great wart he has on his chin? My grand­moth­er could take that away for him if she were alive, poor soul! Some­body ought to tell him about the holy mud at Chi­mayo. That mud might dry it up. But there is nobody left now who can take warts away.”

				“No, the times are not so good any­more,” the oth­er agreed. “And I doubt if all this mar­ry­ing will make them any bet­ter. Of what use is it to marry people after they have lived to­geth­er and had chil­dren? and the man is maybe think­ing about an­oth­er wo­man, like Pablo. I saw him com­ing out of the brush with that old­est girl of Trin­id­ad’s, only Sunday night.”

				The re­appear­ance of the priest upon the scene cut short fur­ther scan­dal. He knelt down be­fore the im­pro­vised al­tar and began his private de­vo­tions. The wo­men tip­toed away. Señor Lu­jon him­self went out to­ward the ser­vants’ quar­ters to hurry the can­did­ates for the mar­riage sac­ra­ment. The wo­men were gig­gling and snatch­ing up their best shawls. Some of the men had even gashed their hands. The house­hold crowded in­to the sala, and Fath­er Vail­lant mar­ried couples with great dis­patch.

				“To­mor­row morn­ing, the bap­tisms,” he an­nounced. “And the moth­ers see to it that the chil­dren are clean, and that there are spon­sors for all.”

				After he had re­sumed his trav­el­ling-clothes, Fath­er Joseph asked his host at what hour he dined, re­mark­ing that he had been fast­ing since an early break­fast.

				“We eat when it is ready—a little after sun­set, usu­ally. I have had a young lamb killed for your Rev­er­ence.”

				Fath­er Joseph kindled with in­terest. “Ah, and how will it be cooked?”

				Señor Lu­jon shrugged. “Cooked? Why, they put it in a pot with chili, and some onions, I sup­pose.”

				“Ah, that is the point. I have had too much stewed mut­ton. Will you per­mit me to go in­to the kit­chen and cook my por­tion in my own way?”

				Lu­jon waved his hand. “My house is yours, Padre. In­to the kit­chen I nev­er go—too many wo­men. But there it is, and the wo­man in charge is named Rosa.”

				When the Fath­er entered the kit­chen he found a crowd of wo­men dis­cuss­ing the mar­riages. They quickly dis­persed, leav­ing old Rosa by her fire­place, where hung a kettle from which is­sued the sa­vour of cook­ing mut­ton fat, all too fa­mil­i­ar to Fath­er Joseph. He found a half sheep hanging out­side the door, covered with a bloody sack, and asked Rosa to heat the oven for him, an­noun­cing that he meant to roast the hind leg.

				“But Padre, I baked be­fore the mar­riages. The oven is al­most cold. It will take an hour to heat it, and it is only two hours till sup­per.”

				“Very well. I can cook my roast in an hour.”

				“Cook a roast in an hour!” cried the old wo­man. “Moth­er of God, Padre, the blood will not be dried in it!”

				“Not if I can help it!” said Fath­er Joseph fiercely. “Now hurry with the fire, my good wo­man.”

				When the Padre carved his roast at the sup­per-table, the serving-girls stood be­hind his chair and looked with hor­ror at the del­ic­ate stream of pink juice that fol­lowed the knife. Manuel Lu­jon took a slice for po­lite­ness, but he did not eat it. Fath­er Vail­lant had his gig­ot to him­self.

				All the men and boys sat down at the long table with the host, the wo­men and chil­dren would eat later. Fath­er Joseph and Lu­jon, at one end, had a bottle of white Bor­deaux between them. It had been brought from Mex­ico City on mule­back, Lu­jon said. They were dis­cuss­ing the road back to Santa Fe, and when the mis­sion­ary re­marked that he would stop at Santo Domin­go, the host asked him why he did not get a horse there. “I am afraid you will hardly get back to Santa Fe on your own. The pueblo is fam­ous for breed­ing good horses. You might make a trade.”

				“No,” said Fath­er Vail­lant. “Those In­di­ans are of a sul­len dis­pos­i­tion. If I were to have deal­ings with them, they would sus­pect my motives. If we are to save their souls we must make it clear that we want no profit for ourselves, as I told Fath­er Gal­le­g­os in Al­buquerque.”

				Manuel Lu­jon laughed and glanced down the table at his men, who were all show­ing their white teeth. “You said that to the Padre at Al­buquerque? You have cour­age. He is a rich man, Padre Gal­le­g­os. All the same, I re­spect him. I have played poker with him. He is a great gam­bler and takes his losses like a man. He stops at noth­ing, plays like an Amer­ic­an.”

				“And I,” re­tor­ted Fath­er Joseph, “I have not much re­spect for a priest who either plays cards or man­ages to get rich.”

				“Then you do not play?” asked Lu­jon. “I am dis­ap­poin­ted. I had hoped we could have a game after sup­per. The even­ings are dull enough here. You do not even play dom­in­oes?”

				“Ah, that is an­oth­er mat­ter!” Fath­er Joseph de­clared. “A game of dom­in­oes, there by the fire, with cof­fee, or some of that ex­cel­lent grape brandy you al­lowed me to taste, that I would find re­fresh­ing. And tell me, Manuelito, where do you get that brandy? It is like a French li­queur.”

				“It is well seasoned. It was made at Berna­lillo in my grand­fath­er’s time. They make it there still, but it is not so good now.”

				The next morn­ing, after cof­fee, while the chil­dren were be­ing got ready for bap­tism, the host took Fath­er Vail­lant through his cor­rals and stables to show him his stock. He ex­hib­ited with pe­cu­li­ar pride two cream-col­oured mules, stalled side by side. With his own hand he led them out of the stable, in or­der to dis­play to ad­vant­age their hand­some coats—not blu­ish white, as with white horses, but a rich, deep ivory, that in shad­ow changed to fawn-col­our. Their tails were clipped at the end in­to the shape of bells.

				“Their names,” said Lu­jon, “are Con­tento and An­gel­ica, and they are as good as their names. It seems that God has giv­en them in­tel­li­gence. When I talk to them, they look up at me like Chris­ti­ans; they are very com­pan­ion­able. They are al­ways rid­den to­geth­er and have a great af­fec­tion for each oth­er.”

				Fath­er Joseph took one by the hal­ter and led it about. “Ah, but they are rare creatures! I have nev­er seen a mule or horse col­oured like a young fawn be­fore.” To his host’s as­ton­ish­ment, the wiry little priest sprang upon Con­tento’s back with the agil­ity of a grasshop­per. The mule, too, was as­ton­ished. He shook him­self vi­ol­ently, bolted to­ward the gate of the barn­yard, and at the gate stopped sud­denly. Since this did not throw his rider, he seemed sat­is­fied, trot­ted back, and stood pla­cidly be­side An­gel­ica.

				“But you are a caballero, Fath­er Vail­lant!” Lu­jon ex­claimed. “I doubt if Fath­er Gal­le­g­os would have kept his seat—though he is some­thing of a hunter.”

				“The saddle is to be my home in your coun­try, Lu­jon. What an easy gait this mule has, and what a nar­row back! I no­tice that es­pe­cially. For a man with short legs, like me, it is a pun­ish­ment to ride eight hours a day on a wide horse. And this I must do day after day. From here I go to Santa Fe, and, after a day in con­fer­ence with the Bish­op, I start for Mora.”

				“For Mora?” ex­claimed Lu­jon. “Yes, that is far, and the roads are very bad. On your mare you will nev­er do it. She will drop dead un­der you.” While he talked, the Fath­er re­mained upon the mule’s back, strok­ing him with his hand.

				“Well, I have no oth­er. God grant that she does not drop some­where far from food and wa­ter. I can carry very little with me ex­cept my vest­ments and the sac­red ves­sels.”

				The Mex­ic­an had been grow­ing more and more thought­ful, as if he were con­sid­er­ing some­thing pro­found and not al­to­geth­er cheer­ful. Sud­denly his brow cleared, and he turned to the priest with a ra­di­ant smile, quite boy­ish in its sim­pli­city. “Fath­er Vail­lant,” he burst out in a slightly ora­tor­ic­al man­ner, “you have made my house right with Heav­en, and you charge me very little. I will do some­thing very nice for you; I will give you Con­tento for a present, and I hope to be par­tic­u­larly re­membered in your pray­ers.”

				Spring­ing to the ground, Fath­er Vail­lant threw his arms about his host. “Manuelito!” he cried, “for this darling mule I think I could al­most pray you in­to Heav­en!”

				The Mex­ic­an laughed, too, and warmly re­turned the em­brace. Arm-in-arm they went in to be­gin the bap­tisms.

				

				The next morn­ing, when Lu­jon went to call Fath­er Vail­lant for break­fast, he found him in the barn­yard, lead­ing the two mules about and smooth­ing their fawn-col­oured flanks, but his face was not the cheer­ful coun­ten­ance of yes­ter­day.

				“Manuel,” he said at once, “I can­not ac­cept your present. I have thought upon it overnight, and I see that I can­not. The Bish­op works as hard as I do, and his horse is little bet­ter than mine. You know he lost everything on his way out here, in a ship­wreck at Galve­ston—among the rest a fine wag­on he had had built for travel on these plains. I could not go about on a mule like this when my Bish­op rides a com­mon hack. It would be in­ap­pro­pri­ate. I must ride away on my old mare.”

				“Yes, Padre?” Manuel looked troubled and some­what ag­grieved. Why should the Padre spoil everything? It had all been very pleas­ant yes­ter­day, and he had felt like a prince of gen­er­os­ity. “I doubt if she will make La Ba­jada Hill,” he said slowly, shak­ing his head. “Look my horses over and take the one that suits you. They are all bet­ter than yours.”

				“No, no,” said Fath­er Vail­lant de­cidedly. “Hav­ing seen these mules, I want noth­ing else. They are the col­our of pearls, really! I will raise the price of mar­riages un­til I can buy this pair from you. A mis­sion­ary must de­pend upon his mount for com­pan­ion­ship in his lonely life. I want a mule that can look at me like a Chris­ti­an, as you said of these.”

				Señor Lu­jon sighed and looked about his barn­yard as if he were try­ing to find some es­cape from this situ­ation.

				Fath­er Joseph turned to him with vehe­mence. “If I were a rich ranchero, like you, Manuel, I would do a splen­did thing; I would fur­nish the two mounts that are to carry the word of God about this hea­then coun­try, and then I would say to my­self: There go my Bish­op and my Vi­cario, on my beau­ti­ful cream-col­oured mules.”

				“So be it, Padre,” said Lu­jon with a mourn­ful smile. “But I ought to get a good many pray­ers. On my whole es­tate there is noth­ing I prize like those two. True, they might pine if they were par­ted for long. They have nev­er been sep­ar­ated, and they have a great af­fec­tion for each oth­er. Mules, as you know, have strong af­fec­tions. It is hard for me to give them up.”

				“You will be all the hap­pi­er for that, Manuelito,” Fath­er Joseph cried heart­ily. “Every time you think of these mules, you will feel pride in your good deed.”

				Soon after break­fast Fath­er Vail­lant de­par­ted, rid­ing Con­tento, with An­gel­ica trot­ting sub­missively be­hind, and from his gate Señor Lu­jon watched them dis­con­sol­ately un­til they dis­ap­peared. He felt he had been wor­ried out of his mules, and yet he bore no re­sent­ment. He did not doubt Fath­er Joseph’s de­voted­ness, nor his single­ness of pur­pose. After all, a Bish­op was a Bish­op, and a Vicar was a Vicar, and it was not to their dis­cred­it that they worked like a pair of com­mon par­ish priests. He be­lieved he would be proud of the fact that they rode Con­tento and An­gel­ica. Fath­er Vail­lant had forced his hand, but he was rather glad of it.

			
			
				
					II

					The Lonely Road to Mora

				
				The Bish­op and his Vicar were rid­ing through the rain in the Truchas moun­tains. The heavy, lead-col­oured drops were driv­en slant­ingly through the air by an icy wind from the peak. These rain­drops, Fath­er La­tour kept think­ing, were the shape of tad­poles, and they broke against his nose and cheeks, ex­plod­ing with a splash, as if they were hol­low and full of air. The priests were rid­ing across high moun­tain mead­ows, which in a few weeks would be green, though just now they were slate-col­oured. On every side lay ridges covered with blue-green fir trees; above them rose the horny back­bones of moun­tains. The sky was very low; purplish lead-col­oured clouds let down cur­tains of mist in­to the val­leys between the pine ridges. There was not a glim­mer of white light in the dark va­pours work­ing over­head—rather, they took on the cold green of the ever­greens. Even the white mules, their coats wet and mat­ted in­to tufts, had turned a slaty hue, and the faces of the two priests were purple and spot­ted in that sin­gu­lar light.

				Fath­er La­tour rode first, sit­ting straight upon his mule, with his chin lowered just enough to keep the drive of rain out of his eyes. Fath­er Vail­lant fol­lowed, un­able to see much—in weath­er like this his glasses were of no use and he had taken them off. He crouched down in the saddle, his shoulders well over Con­tento’s neck. Fath­er Joseph’s sis­ter, Philomène, who was Moth­er Su­per­i­or of a con­vent in her nat­ive town in the Puy-de-Dôme, of­ten tried to pic­ture her broth­er and Bish­op La­tour on these long mis­sion­ary jour­neys of which he wrote her; she ima­gined the scene and saw the two priests mov­ing through it in their cas­socks, bare­headed, like the pic­tures of St. Fran­cis Xavi­er with which she was fa­mil­i­ar. The real­ity was less pic­tur­esque—but for all that, no one could have mis­taken these two men for hunters or traders. They wore cler­ic­al col­lars about their necks in­stead of necker­chiefs, and on the breast of his buck­skin jack­et the Bish­op’s sil­ver cross hung by a sil­ver chain.

				They were on their way to Mora, the third day out, and they did not know just how far they had still to go. Since morn­ing they had not met a trav­el­ler or seen a hu­man hab­it­a­tion. They be­lieved they were on the right trail, for they had seen no oth­er. The first night of their jour­ney they had spent at Santa Cruz, ly­ing in the warm, wide val­ley of the Rio Grande, where the fields and gar­dens were already softly col­oured with early spring. But since they had left the Es­pañola coun­try be­hind them, they had con­ten­ded first with wind and sand­storms, and now with cold. The Bish­op was go­ing to Mora to as­sist the Padre there in dis­pos­ing of a crowd of refugees who filled his house. A new set­tle­ment in the Con­e­jos val­ley had lately been raided by In­di­ans; many of the in­hab­it­ants were killed, and the sur­viv­ors, who were ori­gin­ally from Mora, had man­aged to get back there, ut­terly des­ti­tute.

				Be­fore the trav­el­lers had crossed the moun­tain mead­ows, the rain turned to sleet. Their wet buck­skins quickly froze, and the rattle of icy flakes struck them and bounded off. The pro­spect of a night in the open was not cheer­ing. It was too wet to kindle a fire, their blankets would be­come soaked on the ground. As they were des­cend­ing the moun­tain on the Mora side, the grey day­light seemed already be­gin­ning to fail, though it was only four o’clock. Fath­er La­tour turned in his saddle and spoke over his shoulder.

				“The mules are cer­tainly very tired, Joseph. They ought to be fed.”

				“Push on,” said Fath­er Vail­lant. “We will come to shel­ter of some kind be­fore night sets in.” The Vicar had been pray­ing stead­fastly while they crossed the mead­ows, and he felt con­fid­ent that St. Joseph would not turn a deaf ear. Be­fore the hour was done they did in­deed come upon a wretched adobe house, so poor and mean that they might not have seen it had it not lain close be­side the trail, on the edge of a steep rav­ine. The stable looked more hab­it­able than the house, and the priests thought per­haps they could spend the night in it.

				As they rode up to the door, a man came out, bare­headed, and they saw to their sur­prise that he was not a Mex­ic­an, but an Amer­ic­an, of a very un­pre­pos­sess­ing type. He spoke to them in some drawl­ing dia­lect they could scarcely un­der­stand and asked if they wanted to stay the night. Dur­ing the few words they ex­changed with him Fath­er La­tour felt a grow­ing re­luct­ance to re­main even for a few hours un­der the roof of this ugly, evil-look­ing fel­low. He was tall, gaunt and ill-formed, with a snake­like neck, ter­min­at­ing in a small, bony head. Un­der his close-clipped hair this re­pel­lent head showed a num­ber of thick ridges, as if the skull join­ings were over­grown by lay­ers of su­per­flu­ous bone. With its small, rudi­ment­ary ears, this head had a pos­it­ively ma­lig­nant look. The man seemed not more than half hu­man, but he was the only house­hold­er on the lonely road to Mora.

				The priests dis­moun­ted and asked him wheth­er he could put their mules un­der shel­ter and give them grain feed.

				“As soon as I git my coat on I will. You kin come in.”

				They fol­lowed him in­to a room where a piñon fire blazed in the corner, and went to­ward it to warm their stiffened hands. Their host made an angry, snarling sound in the dir­ec­tion of the par­ti­tion, and a wo­man came out of the next room. She was a Mex­ic­an.

				Fath­er La­tour and Fath­er Vail­lant ad­dressed her cour­teously in Span­ish, greet­ing her in the name of the Holy Moth­er, as was cus­tom­ary. She did not open her lips, but stared at them blankly for a mo­ment, then dropped her eyes and cowered as if she were ter­ribly frightened. The priests looked at each oth­er; it struck them both that this man had been ab­us­ing her in some way. Sud­denly he turned on her.

				“Clear off them cheers fur the strangers. They won’t eat ye, if they air priests.”

				She began dis­trac­tedly snatch­ing rags and wet socks and dirty clothes from the chairs. Her hands were shak­ing so that she dropped things. She was not old, she might have been very young, but she was prob­ably half-wit­ted. There was noth­ing in her face but blank­ness and fear.

				Her hus­band put on his coat and boots, went to the door, and stopped with his hand on the latch, throw­ing over his shoulder a crafty, hate­ful glance at the be­wildered wo­man.

				“Here, you! Come right along, I’ll need ye!”

				She took her black shawl from a peg and fol­lowed him. Just at the door she turned and caught the eyes of the vis­it­ors, who were look­ing after her in com­pas­sion and per­plex­ity. In­stantly that stu­pid face be­came in­tense, proph­et­ic, full of aw­ful mean­ing. With her fin­ger she poin­ted them away, away!—two quick thrusts in­to the air. Then, with a look of hor­ror bey­ond any­thing lan­guage could con­vey, she threw back her head and drew the edge of her palm quickly across her dis­ten­ded throat—and van­ished. The door­way was empty; the two priests stood star­ing at it, speech­less. That flash of elec­tric pas­sion had been so swift, the warn­ing it com­mu­nic­ated so vivid and def­in­ite, that they were struck dumb.

				Fath­er Joseph was the first to find his tongue. “There is no doubt of her mean­ing. Your pis­tol is loaded, Jean?”

				“Yes, but I neg­lected to keep it dry. No mat­ter.”

				They hur­ried out of the house. It was still light enough to see the stable through the grey drive of rain, and they went to­ward it.

				“Señor Amer­ic­an,” the Bish­op called, “will you be good enough to bring out our mules?”

				The man came out of the stable. “What do you want?”

				“Our mules. We have changed our mind. We will push on to Mora. And here is a dol­lar for your trouble.”

				The man took a threat­en­ing at­ti­tude. As he looked from one to the oth­er his head played from side to side ex­actly like a snake’s. “What’s the mat­ter? My house ain’t good enough for ye?”

				“No ex­plan­a­tion is ne­ces­sary. Go in­to the barn and get the mules, Fath­er Joseph.”

				“You dare go in­to my stable, you ——— priest!”

				The Bish­op drew his pis­tol. “No pro­fan­ity, Señor. We want noth­ing from you but to get away from your un­civil tongue. Stand where you are.”

				The man was un­armed. Fath­er Joseph came out with the mules, which had not been un­saddled. The poor things were each munch­ing a mouth­ful, but they needed no ur­ging to be gone; they did not like this place. The mo­ment they felt their riders on their backs they trot­ted quickly along the road, which dropped im­me­di­ately in­to the ar­royo. While they were des­cend­ing, Fath­er Joseph re­marked that the man would cer­tainly have a gun in the house, and that he had no wish to be shot in the back.

				“Nor I. But it is grow­ing too dark for that, un­less he should fol­low us on horse­back,” said the Bish­op. “Were there horses in the stable?”

				“Only a burro.” Fath­er Vail­lant was re­ly­ing upon the pro­tec­tion of St. Joseph, whose of­fice he had fer­vently said that morn­ing. The warn­ing giv­en them by that poor wo­man, with such scant op­por­tun­ity, seemed evid­ence that some pro­tect­ing power was mind­ful of them.

				By the time they had as­cen­ded the far side of the ar­royo, night had closed down and the rain was pour­ing harder than ever.

				“I am by no means sure that we can keep in the road,” said the Bish­op. “But at least I am sure we are not be­ing fol­lowed. We must trust to these in­tel­li­gent beasts. Poor wo­man! He will sus­pect her and ab­use her, I am afraid.” He kept see­ing her in the dark­ness as he rode on, her face in the fire­light, and her ter­rible pan­to­mime.

				They reached the town of Mora a little after mid­night. The Padre’s house was full of refugees, and two of them were put out of a bed in or­der that the Bish­op and his Vicar could get in­to it.

				In the morn­ing a boy came from the stable and re­por­ted that he had found a crazy wo­man ly­ing in the straw, and that she begged to see the two Padres who owned the white mules. She was brought in, her cloth­ing cut to rags, her legs and face and even her hair so plastered with mud that the priests could scarcely re­cog­nize the wo­man who had saved their lives the night be­fore.

				She said she had nev­er gone back to the house at all. When the two priests rode away her hus­band had run to the house to get his gun, and she had plunged down a washout be­hind the stable in­to the ar­royo, and had been on the way to Mora all night. She had sup­posed he would over­take her and kill her, but he had not. She reached the set­tle­ment be­fore day­break, and crept in­to the stable to warm her­self among the an­im­als and wait un­til the house­hold was awake. Kneel­ing be­fore the Bish­op she began to re­late such hor­rible things that he stopped her and turned to the nat­ive priest.

				“This is a case for the civil au­thor­it­ies. Is there a ma­gis­trate here?”

				There was no ma­gis­trate, but there was a re­tired fur trap­per who ac­ted as not­ary and could take evid­ence. He was sent for, and in the in­ter­val Fath­er La­tour in­struc­ted the refugee wo­men from Con­e­jos to bathe this poor creature and put de­cent clothes on her, and to care for the cuts and scratches on her legs.

				An hour later the wo­man, whose name was Mag­dalena, calmed by food and kind­ness, was ready to tell her story. The not­ary had brought along his friend, St. Vrain, a Ca­na­dian trap­per who un­der­stood Span­ish bet­ter than he. The wo­man was known to St. Vrain, moreover, who con­firmed her state­ment that she was born Mag­dalena Valdez, at Los Ran­chos de Taos, and that she was twenty-four years old. Her hus­band, Buck Scales, had drif­ted in­to Taos with a party of hunters from some­where in Wyom­ing. All white men knew him for a dog and a de­gen­er­ate—but to Mex­ic­an girls, mar­riage with an Amer­ic­an meant com­ing up in the world. She had mar­ried him six years ago, and had been liv­ing with him ever since in that wretched house on the Mora trail. Dur­ing that time he had robbed and murdered four trav­el­lers who had stopped there for the night. They were all strangers, not known in the coun­try. She had for­got their names, but one was a Ger­man boy who spoke very little Span­ish and little Eng­lish; a nice boy with blue eyes, and she had grieved for him more than for the oth­ers. They were all bur­ied in the sandy soil be­hind the stable. She was al­ways afraid their bod­ies might wash out in a storm. Their horses Buck had rid­den off by night and sold to In­di­ans some­where in the north. Mag­dalena had borne three chil­dren since her mar­riage, and her hus­band had killed each of them a few days after birth, by ways so hor­rible that she could not re­late it. After he killed the first baby, she ran away from him, back to her par­ents at Ran­chos. He came after her and made her go home with him by threat­en­ing harm to the old people. She was afraid to go any­where for help, but twice be­fore she had man­aged to warn trav­el­lers away, when her hus­band happened to be out of the house. This time she had found cour­age be­cause, when she looked in­to the faces of these two Padres, she knew they were good men, and she thought if she ran after them they could save her. She could not bear any more killing. She asked noth­ing bet­ter than to die her­self, if only she could hide near a church and a priest for a while, to make her soul right with God.

				St. Vrain and his friend got to­geth­er a search-party at once. They rode out to Scales’s place and found the re­mains of four men bur­ied un­der the cor­ral be­hind the stable, as the wo­man had said. Scales him­self they cap­tured on the road from Taos, where he had gone to look for his wife. They brought him back to Mora, but St. Vrain rode on to Taos to fetch a ma­gis­trate.

				There was no calabozo in Mora, so Scales was put in­to an empty stable, un­der guard. This stable was soon sur­roun­ded by a crowd of people, who loitered to hear the blood­curd­ling threats the pris­on­er shouted against his wife. Mag­dalena was kept in the Padre’s house, where she lay on a mat in the corner, beg­ging Fath­er La­tour to take her back to Santa Fe, so that her hus­band could not get at her. Though Scales was bound, the Bish­op felt alarmed for her safety. He and the Amer­ic­an not­ary, who had a pis­tol of the new re­volver mod­el, sat in the sala and kept watch over her all night.

				In the morn­ing the ma­gis­trate and his party ar­rived from Taos. The not­ary told him the facts of the case in the plaza, where every­one could hear. The Bish­op in­quired wheth­er there was any place for Mag­dalena in Taos, as she could not stay on here in such a state of ter­ror.

				A man dressed in buck­skin hunt­ing-clothes stepped out of the crowd and asked to see Mag­dalena. Fath­er La­tour con­duc­ted him in­to the room where she lay on her mat. The stranger went up to her, re­mov­ing his hat. He bent down and put his hand on her shoulder. Though he was clearly an Amer­ic­an, he spoke Span­ish in the nat­ive man­ner.

				“Mag­dalena, don’t you re­mem­ber me?”

				She looked up at him as out of a dark well; some­thing be­came alive in her deep, haunted eyes. She caught with both hands at his fringed buck­skin knees.

				“Christóbal!” she wailed. “Oh, Christóbal!”

				“I’ll take you home with me, Mag­dalena, and you can stay with my wife. You wouldn’t be afraid in my house, would you?”

				“No, no, Christóbal, I would not be afraid with you. I am not a wicked wo­man.”

				He smoothed her hair. “You’re a good girl, Mag­dalena—al­ways were. It will be all right. Just leave things to me.”

				Then he turned to the Bish­op. “Señor Vi­cario, she can come to me. I live near Taos. My wife is a nat­ive wo­man, and she’ll be good to her. That var­mint won’t come about my place, even if he breaks jail. He knows me. My name is Car­son.”

				Fath­er La­tour had looked for­ward to meet­ing the scout. He had sup­posed him to be a very large man, of power­ful body and com­mand­ing pres­ence. This Car­son was not so tall as the Bish­op him­self, was very slight in frame, mod­est in man­ner, and he spoke Eng­lish with a soft South­ern drawl. His face was both thought­ful and alert; anxi­ety had drawn a per­man­ent ridge between his blue eyes. Un­der his blond mous­tache his mouth had a sin­gu­lar re­fine­ment. The lips were full and del­ic­ately mod­elled. There was some­thing curi­ously un­con­scious about his mouth, re­flect­ive, a little mel­an­choly—and some­thing that sug­ges­ted a ca­pa­city for ten­der­ness. The Bish­op felt a quick glow of pleas­ure in look­ing at the man. As he stood there in his buck­skin clothes one felt in him stand­ards, loy­al­ties, a code which is not eas­ily put in­to words but which is in­stantly felt when two men who live by it come to­geth­er by chance. He took the scout’s hand. “I have long wanted to meet Kit Car­son,” he said, “even be­fore I came to New Mex­ico. I have been hop­ing you would pay me a vis­it at Santa Fe.”

				The oth­er smiled. “I’m right shy, sir, and I’m al­ways afraid of be­ing dis­ap­poin­ted. But I guess it will be all right from now on.”

				This was the be­gin­ning of a long friend­ship.

				On their ride back to Car­son’s ranch, Mag­dalena was put in Fath­er Vail­lant’s care, and the Bish­op and the scout rode to­geth­er. Car­son said he had be­come a Cath­ol­ic merely as a mat­ter of form, as Amer­ic­ans usu­ally did when they mar­ried a Mex­ic­an girl. His wife was a good wo­man and very de­vout; but re­li­gion had seemed to him pretty much a wo­man’s af­fair un­til his last trip to Cali­for­nia. He had been sick out there, and the Fath­ers at one of the mis­sions took care of him. “I began to see things dif­fer­ent, and thought I might some day be a Cath­ol­ic in earn­est. I was brought up to think priests were ras­cals, and that the nuns were bad wo­men—all the stuff they talk back in Mis­souri. A good many of the nat­ive priests here bear out that story. Our Padre Martínez at Taos is an old scapegrace, if ever there was one; he’s got chil­dren and grand­chil­dren in al­most every set­tle­ment around here. And Padre Lucero at Ar­royo Hondo is a miser, takes everything a poor man’s got to give him a Chris­ti­an buri­al.”

				The Bish­op dis­cussed the needs of his people at length with Car­son. He felt great con­fid­ence in his judg­ment. The two men were about the same age, both a little over forty, and both had been sobered and sharpened by wide ex­per­i­ence. Car­son had been guide in world-renowned ex­plor­a­tions, but he was still al­most as poor as in the days when he was a beaver trap­per. He lived in a little adobe house with his Mex­ic­an wife. The great coun­try of desert and moun­tain ranges between Santa Fe and the Pa­cific coast was not yet mapped or chartered; the most re­li­able map of it was in Kit Car­son’s brain. This Mis­souri­an, whose eye was so quick to read a land­scape or a hu­man face, could not read a prin­ted page. He could at that time barely write his own name. Yet one felt in him a quick and dis­crim­in­at­ing in­tel­li­gence. That he was il­lit­er­ate was an ac­ci­dent; he had got ahead of books, gone where the print­ing-press could not fol­low him. Out of the hard­ships of his boy­hood—from four­teen to twenty pick­ing up a bare liv­ing as cook or mule-driver for wag­on trains, of­ten in the ser­vice of bru­tal and des­per­ate char­ac­ters—he had pre­served a clean sense of hon­our and a com­pas­sion­ate heart. In talk­ing to the Bish­op of poor Mag­dalena he said sadly: “I used to see her in Taos when she was such a pretty girl. Ain’t it a pity?”

				

				The de­gen­er­ate mur­der­er, Buck Scales, was hanged after a short tri­al. Early in April the Bish­op left Santa Fe on horse­back and rode to St. Louis, on his way to at­tend the Pro­vin­cial Coun­cil at Bal­timore. When he re­turned in Septem­ber, he brought back with him five cour­ageous nuns, Sis­ters of Lor­etto, to found a school for girls in let­ter­less Santa Fe. He sent at once for Mag­dalena and took her in­to the ser­vice of the Sis­ters. She be­came house­keep­er and man­ager of the Sis­ters’ kit­chen. She was de­voted to the nuns, and so happy in the ser­vice of the Church that when the Bish­op vis­ited the school he used to enter by the kit­chen-garden in or­der to see her se­rene and hand­some face. For she be­came beau­ti­ful, as Car­son said she had been as a girl. After the blight of her hor­rible youth was over, she seemed to bloom again in the house­hold of God.
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				The Mass at Ácoma

			
			
				
					I

					The Wooden Par­rot

				
				Dur­ing the first year after his ar­rival in Santa Fe, the Bish­op was ac­tu­ally in his dio­cese only about four months. Six months of that first year were con­sumed in at­tend­ing the Plen­ary Coun­cil at Bal­timore, to which he had been summoned. He went on horse­back over the Santa Fe trail to St. Louis, nearly a thou­sand miles, then by steam­boat to Pitt­s­burgh, across the moun­tains to Cum­ber­land, and on to Wash­ing­ton by the new rail­road. The re­turn jour­ney was even slower, as he had with him the five nuns who came to found the school of Our Lady of Light. He reached Santa Fe late in Septem­ber.

				So far, Bish­op La­tour had been mainly em­ployed on busi­ness that took him far away from his Vicar­ate. His great dio­cese was still an un­ima­gin­able mys­tery to him. He was eager to be abroad in it, to know his people; to es­cape for a little from the cares of build­ing and found­ing, and to go west­ward among the old isol­ated In­di­an mis­sions; Santo Domin­go, breed­er of horses; Is­leta, whitened with gypsum; La­guna, of wide pas­tures; and fi­nally, cloud-set Ácoma.

				In the golden Oc­to­ber weath­er the Bish­op, with his blankets and cof­fee­pot, at­ten­ded by Jacinto, a young In­di­an from the Pecos pueblo, whom he em­ployed as guide, set off to vis­it the In­di­an mis­sions in the west. He spent a night and a day at Al­buquerque, with the gen­i­al and pop­u­lar Padre Gal­le­g­os. After Santa Fe, Al­buquerque was the most im­port­ant par­ish in the dio­cese; the priest be­longed to an in­flu­en­tial Mex­ic­an fam­ily, and he and the ranch­er­os had run their church to suit them­selves, mak­ing a very gay af­fair of it. Though Padre Gal­le­g­os was ten years older than the Bish­op, he would still dance the fan­dango five nights run­ning, as if he could nev­er have enough of it. He had many friends in the Amer­ic­an colony, with whom he played poker and went hunt­ing, when he was not dan­cing with the Mex­ic­ans. His cel­lar was well stocked with wines from El Paso del Norte, whisky from Taos, and grape brandy from Berna­lillo. He was genu­inely hos­pit­able, and the gam­bler down on his luck, the sol­dier sober­ing up, were al­ways wel­come at his table. The Padre was ad­ored by a rich Mex­ic­an wid­ow, who was host­ess at his sup­per parties, en­gaged his ser­vants for him, made lace for the al­tar and napery for his table. Every Sunday her car­riage, the only closed one in Al­buquerque, waited in the plaza after Mass, and when the priest had put off his vest­ments, he came out and was driv­en away to the lady’s hacienda for din­ner.

				The Bish­op and Fath­er Vail­lant had thor­oughly ex­amined the case of Fath­er Gal­le­g­os, and meant to end this scan­dal­ous state of things well be­fore Christ­mas. But on this vis­it Fath­er La­tour ex­hib­ited neither as­ton­ish­ment nor dis­pleas­ure at any­thing, and Padre Gal­le­g­os was cor­di­al and most ce­re­mo­ni­ously po­lite. When the Bish­op per­mit­ted him­self to ex­press some sur­prise that there was not a con­firm­a­tion class await­ing him, the Padre ex­plained smoothly that it was his cus­tom to con­firm in­fants at their bap­tism.

				“It is all the same in a Chris­ti­an com­munity like ours. We know they will re­ceive re­li­gious in­struc­tion as they grow up, so we make good Cath­ol­ics of them in the be­gin­ning. Why not?”

				The Padre was un­easy lest the Bish­op should re­quire his at­tend­ance on this trip out among the mis­sions. He had no lik­ing for scanty food and a bed on the rocks. So, though he had been dan­cing only a few nights be­fore, he re­ceived his Su­per­i­or with one foot band­aged up in an In­di­an moc­cas­in, and com­plained of a severe at­tack of gout. Asked when he had last cel­eb­rated Mass at Ácoma, he made no dir­ect reply. It used to be his cus­tom, he said, to go there in Pas­sion Week, but the Ácoma In­di­ans were un­re­claimed hea­then at heart, and had no wish to be bothered with the Mass. The last time he went out there, he was un­able to get in­to the church at all. The In­di­ans pre­ten­ded they had not the key; that the Gov­ernor had it, and that he had gone on “In­di­an busi­ness” up in­to the Ce­bol­leta moun­tains.

				The Bish­op did not wish Padre Gal­le­g­os’s com­pany upon his jour­ney, was very glad not to have the em­bar­rass­ment of re­fus­ing it, and he rode away from Al­buquerque after po­lite farewells. Yet, he re­flec­ted, there was some­thing very en­ga­ging about Gal­le­g­os as a man. As a priest, he was im­possible; he was too self-sat­is­fied and pop­u­lar ever to change his ways, and he cer­tainly could not change his face. He did not look quite like a pro­fes­sion­al gam­bler, but some­thing smooth and twink­ling in his coun­ten­ance sug­ges­ted an un­der­han­ded mode of life. There was but one course: to sus­pend the man from the ex­er­cise of all priestly func­tions, and bid the smal­ler nat­ive priests take warn­ing.

				Fath­er Vail­lant had told the Bish­op that he must by all means stop a night at Is­leta, as he would like the priest there—Padre Je­sus de Baca, an old white-haired man, al­most blind, who had been at Is­leta many years and had won the con­fid­ence and af­fec­tion of his In­di­ans.

				When he ap­proached this pueblo of Is­leta, gleam­ing white across a low plain of grey sand, Fath­er La­tour’s spir­its rose. It was beau­ti­ful, that warm, rich white­ness of the church and the clustered town, shaded by a few bright aca­cia trees, with their in­tense blue-green like the col­our of old pa­per win­dow-blinds. That tree al­ways awakened pleas­ant memor­ies, re­call­ing a garden in the south of France where he used to vis­it young cous­ins. As he rode up to the church, the old priest came out to meet him, and after his sa­luta­tion stood look­ing at Fath­er La­tour, shad­ing his fail­ing eyes with his hand.

				“And can this be my Bish­op? So young a man?” he ex­claimed.

				They went in­to the priest’s house by way of a garden, walled in be­hind the church. This en­clos­ure was full of do­mest­ic­ated cac­tus plants, of many vari­et­ies and great size (it seemed the Padre loved them), and among these hung wick­er cages made of wil­low twigs, full of par­rots. There were even par­rots hop­ping about the sanded paths—with one wing clipped to keep them at home. Fath­er Je­sus ex­plained that par­rot feath­ers were much prized by his In­di­ans as or­na­ments for their ce­re­mo­ni­al robes, and he had long ago found he could please his pa­rish­ion­ers by rais­ing the birds.

				The priest’s house was white with­in and without, like all the Is­leta houses, and was al­most as bare as an In­di­an dwell­ing. The old man was poor, and too soft­hearted to press the pueblo people for pesos. An In­di­an girl cooked his beans and corn­meal mush for him, he re­quired little else. The girl was not very skil­ful, he said, but she was clean about her cook­ing. When the Bish­op re­marked that everything in this pueblo, even the streets, seemed clean, the Padre told him that near Is­leta there was a hill of some white min­er­al, which the In­di­ans ground up and used as white­wash. They had done this from time im­me­mori­al, and the vil­lage had al­ways been noted for its white­ness. A little talk with Fath­er Je­sus re­vealed that he was simple al­most to child­ish­ness, and very su­per­sti­tious. But there was a qual­ity of golden good­ness about him. His right eye was over­grown by a catar­act, and he kept his head tilted as if he were try­ing to see around it. All his move­ments were to the left, as if he were reach­ing or walk­ing about some obstacle in his path.

				After com­ing to the house by way of a garden full of par­rots, Fath­er La­tour was amused to find that the sole or­na­ment in the Padre’s poor, bare little sala was a wooden par­rot, perched in a hoop and hung from one of the roof-logs. While Fath­er Je­sus was in­struct­ing his In­di­an girl in the kit­chen, the Bish­op took this carving down from its perch to ex­am­ine it. It was cut from a single stick of wood, ex­actly the size of a liv­ing bird, body and tail ri­gid and straight, the head a little turned. The wings and tail and neck feath­ers were just in­dic­ated by the tool, and thinly painted. He was sur­prised to feel how light it was; the sur­face had the white­ness and vel­vety smooth­ness of very old wood. Though scarcely carved at all, merely smoothed in­to shape, it was strangely life­like; a wooden pat­tern of par­rots, as it were.

				The Padre smiled when he found the Bish­op with the bird in his hand.

				“I see you have found my treas­ure! That, your Grace, is prob­ably the old­est thing in the pueblo—older than the pueblo it­self.”

				The par­rot, Fath­er Je­sus said, had al­ways been the bird of won­der and de­sire to the pueblo In­di­ans. In an­cient times its feath­ers were more val­ued than wam­pum and tur­quoises. Even be­fore the Span­iards came, the pueblos of north­ern New Mex­ico used to send ex­plorers along the dan­ger­ous and dif­fi­cult trade routes down in­to trop­ic­al Mex­ico to bring back upon their bod­ies a cargo of par­rot feath­ers. To pur­chase these the trader car­ried pouches full of tur­quoises from the Cer­ril­los hills near Santa Fe. When, very rarely, a trader suc­ceeded in bring­ing back a live bird to his people, it was paid di­vine hon­ours, and its death threw the whole vil­lage in­to the deep­est gloom. Even the bones were pi­ously pre­served. There was in Is­leta a par­rot skull of great an­tiquity. His wooden bird he had bought from an old man who was much in­debted to him, and who was about to die without des­cend­ants. Fath­er Je­sus had had his eye upon the bird for years. The In­di­an told him that his an­cest­ors, gen­er­a­tions ago, had brought it with them from the moth­er pueblo. The priest fondly be­lieved that it was a por­trait, done from life, of one of those rare birds that in an­cient times were car­ried up alive, all the long trail from the trop­ics.

				Fath­er Je­sus gave a good re­port of the In­di­ans at La­guna and Ácoma. He used to go to those pueblos to hold ser­vices when he was young­er, and had al­ways found them friendly.

				“At Ácoma,” he said, “you can see some­thing very holy. They have there a por­trait of St. Joseph, sent to them by one of the Kings of Spain, long ago, and it has worked many mir­acles. If the sea­son is dry, the Ácoma people take the pic­ture down to their farms at Acomita, and it nev­er fails to pro­duce rain. They have rain when none falls in all the coun­try, and they have crops when the La­guna In­di­ans have none.”

			
			
				
					II

					Jacinto

				
				Tak­ing leave of Is­leta and its priest early in the morn­ing, Fath­er La­tour and his guide rode all day through the dry desert plain west of Al­buquerque. It was like a coun­try of dry ashes; no ju­ni­per, no rab­bit brush, noth­ing but thick­ets of withered, dead-look­ing cac­tus, and patches of wild pump­kin—the only ve­get­a­tion that had any vi­tal­ity. It is a vine, re­mark­able for its tend­ency, not to spread and ramble, but to mass and mount. Its long, sharp, ar­row-shaped leaves, fros­ted over with prickly sil­ver, are thrust up­ward and crowded to­geth­er; the whole ri­gid, up­thrust mat­ted clump looks less like a plant than like a great colony of grey-green liz­ards, mov­ing and sud­denly ar­res­ted by fear.

				As the morn­ing wore on they had to make their way through a sand­storm which quite ob­scured the sun. Jacinto knew the coun­try well, hav­ing crossed it of­ten to go to the re­li­gious dances at La­guna, but he rode with his head low and a purple handker­chief tied over his mouth. Com­ing from a pueblo among woods and wa­ter, he had a poor opin­ion of this plain. At noon he alighted and col­lec­ted enough grease­wood to boil the Bish­op’s cof­fee. They knelt on either side of the fire, the sand curl­ing about them so that the bread be­came gritty as they ate it.

				The sun set red in an at­mo­sphere murky with sand. The trav­el­lers made a dry camp and rolled them­selves in their blankets. All night a cold wind blew over them. Fath­er La­tour was so stiff that he arose long be­fore day­break. The dawn came at last, fair and clear, and they made an early start.

				About the middle of that af­ter­noon Jacinto poin­ted out La­guna in the dis­tance, ly­ing, ap­par­ently, in the midst of bright yel­low waves of high sand dunes—yel­low as ochre. As they ap­proached, Fath­er La­tour found these were pet­ri­fied sand dunes; long waves of soft, gritty yel­low rock, shin­ing and bare ex­cept for a few lines of dark ju­ni­per that grew out of the weath­er cracks—little trees, and very, very old. At the foot of this sweep of rock waves was the blue lake, a stone basin full of wa­ter, from which the pueblo took its name.

				The kindly Padre at Is­leta had sent his cook’s broth­er off on foot to warn the La­guna people that the new High Priest was com­ing, and that he was a good man and did not want money. They were pre­pared, ac­cord­ingly; the church was clean and the doors were open; a small white church, painted above and about the al­tar with gods of wind and rain and thun­der, sun and moon, linked to­geth­er in a geo­met­ric­al design of crim­son and blue and dark green, so that the end of the church seemed to be hung with tapestry. It re­called to Fath­er La­tour the in­teri­or of a Per­sian chief­tain’s tent he had seen in a tex­tile ex­hib­it at Ly­ons. Wheth­er this dec­or­a­tion had been done by Span­ish mis­sion­ar­ies or by In­di­an con­verts, he was un­able to find out.

				The Gov­ernor told him that his people would come to Mass in the morn­ing, and that there were a num­ber of chil­dren to be bap­tized. He offered the Bish­op the sac­risty for the night, but there was a damp, earthy smell about that cham­ber, and Fath­er La­tour had already made up his mind that he would like to sleep on the rock dunes, un­der the ju­ni­pers.

				Jacinto got fire­wood and good wa­ter from the La­gunas, and they made their camp in a pleas­ant spot on the rocks north of the vil­lage. As the sun dropped low, the light brought the white church and the yel­low adobe houses up in­to re­lief from the flat ledges. Be­hind their camp, not far away, lay a group of great me­sas. The Bish­op asked Jacinto if he knew the name of the one nearest them.

				“No, I not know any name,” he shook his head. “I know In­di­an name,” he ad­ded, as if, for once, he were think­ing aloud.

				“And what is the In­di­an name?”

				“The La­guna In­di­ans call Snow­bird moun­tain.” He spoke some­what un­will­ingly.

				“That is very nice,” said the Bish­op mus­ingly. “Yes, that is a pretty name.”

				“Oh, In­di­ans have nice names too!” Jacinto replied quickly, with a curl of the lip. Then, as if he felt he had taken out on the Bish­op a re­proach not de­served, he said in a mo­ment: “The La­guna people think it very funny for a big priest to be a young man. The Gov­ernor say, how can I call him Padre when he is young­er than my sons?”

				There was a note of pride in Jacinto’s voice very flat­ter­ing to the Bish­op. He had no­ticed how kind the In­di­an voice could be when it was kind at all; a slight in­flec­tion made one feel that one had re­ceived a great com­pli­ment.

				“I am not very young in heart, Jacinto. How old are you, my boy?”

				“Twenty-six.”

				“Have you a son?”

				“One. Baby. Not very long born.”

				Jacinto usu­ally dropped the art­icle in speak­ing Span­ish, just as he did in speak­ing Eng­lish, though the Bish­op had no­ticed that when he did give a noun its art­icle, he used the right one. The cus­tom­ary omis­sion, there­fore, seemed to be a mat­ter of taste, not ig­nor­ance. In the In­di­an con­cep­tion of lan­guage, such at­tach­ments were su­per­flu­ous and un­pleas­ing, per­haps.

				They re­lapsed in­to the si­lence which was their usu­al form of in­ter­course. The Bish­op sat drink­ing his cof­fee slowly out of the tin cup, keep­ing the pot near the em­bers. The sun had set now, the yel­low rocks were turn­ing grey, down in the pueblo the light of the cook fires made red patches of the glass­less win­dows, and the smell of piñon smoke came softly through the still air. The whole west­ern sky was the col­our of golden ashes, with here and there a flush of red on the lip of a little cloud. High above the ho­ri­zon the even­ing-star flickered like a lamp just lit, and close be­side it was an­oth­er star of con­stant light, much smal­ler.

				Jacinto threw away the end of his cornhusk ci­gar­ette and again spoke without be­ing ad­dressed.

				“The ev-en-ing-star,” he said in Eng­lish, slowly and some­what sen­ten­tiously, then re­lapsed in­to Span­ish. “You see the little star be­side, Padre? In­di­ans call him the guide.”

				The two com­pan­ions sat, each think­ing his own thoughts as night closed in about them; a blue night set with stars, the bulk of the sol­it­ary me­sas cut­ting in­to the firm­a­ment. The Bish­op sel­dom ques­tioned Jacinto about his thoughts or be­liefs. He didn’t think it po­lite, and he be­lieved it to be use­less. There was no way in which he could trans­fer his own memor­ies of European civil­iz­a­tion in­to the In­di­an mind, and he was quite will­ing to be­lieve that be­hind Jacinto there was a long tra­di­tion, a story of ex­per­i­ence, which no lan­guage could trans­late to him. A chill came with the dark­ness. Fath­er La­tour put on his old fur-lined cloak, and Jacinto, loosen­ing the blanket tied about his loins, drew it up over his head and shoulders.

				“Many stars,” he said presently. “What you think about the stars, Padre?”

				“The wise men tell us they are worlds, like ours, Jacinto.”

				The end of the In­di­an’s ci­gar­ette grew bright and then dull again be­fore he spoke. “I think not,” he said in the tone of one who has con­sidered a pro­pos­i­tion fairly and re­jec­ted it. “I think they are lead­ers—great spir­its.”

				“Per­haps they are,” said the Bish­op with a sigh. “Whatever they are, they are great. Let us say Our Fath­er, and go to sleep, my boy.”

				Kneel­ing on either side of the em­bers they re­peated the pray­er to­geth­er and then rolled up in their blankets. The Bish­op went to sleep think­ing with sat­is­fac­tion that he was be­gin­ning to have some sort of hu­man com­pan­ion­ship with his In­di­an boy. One called the young In­di­ans “boys,” per­haps be­cause there was some­thing youth­ful and elast­ic in their bod­ies. Cer­tainly about their be­ha­viour there was noth­ing boy­ish in the Amer­ic­an sense, nor even in the European sense. Jacinto was nev­er, by any chance, naïf; he was nev­er taken by sur­prise. One felt that his train­ing, whatever it had been, had pre­pared him to meet any situ­ation which might con­front him. He was as much at home in the Bish­op’s study as in his own pueblo—and he was nev­er too much at home any­where. Fath­er La­tour felt he had gone a good way to­ward gain­ing his guide’s friend­ship, though he did not know how.

				The truth was, Jacinto liked the Bish­op’s way of meet­ing people; thought he had the right tone with Padre Gal­le­g­os, the right tone with Padre Je­sus, and that he had good man­ners with the In­di­ans. In his ex­per­i­ence, white people, when they ad­dressed In­di­ans, al­ways put on a false face. There were many kinds of false faces; Fath­er Vail­lant’s, for ex­ample, was kindly but too vehe­ment. The Bish­op put on none at all. He stood straight and turned to the Gov­ernor of La­guna, and his face un­der­went no change. Jacinto thought this re­mark­able.

			
			
				
					III

					The Rock

				
				After early Mass the next morn­ing Fath­er La­tour and his guide rode off across the low plain that lies between La­guna and Ácoma. In all his travels the Bish­op had seen no coun­try like this. From the flat red sea of sand rose great rock me­sas, gen­er­ally Goth­ic in out­line, re­sem­bling vast cathed­rals. They were not crowded to­geth­er in dis­order, but placed in wide spaces, long vis­tas between. This plain might once have been an enorm­ous city, all the smal­ler quar­ters des­troyed by time, only the pub­lic build­ings left—piles of ar­chi­tec­ture that were like moun­tains. The sandy soil of the plain had a light sprink­ling of ju­ni­pers, and was splotched with masses of bloom­ing rab­bit brush—that olive-col­oured plant that grows in high waves like a toss­ing sea, at this sea­son covered with a thatch of bloom, yel­low as gorse, or or­ange like marigolds.

				This mesa plain had an ap­pear­ance of great an­tiquity, and of in­com­plete­ness; as if, with all the ma­ter­i­als for world-mak­ing as­sembled, the Cre­at­or had de­sisted, gone away and left everything on the point of be­ing brought to­geth­er, on the eve of be­ing ar­ranged in­to moun­tain, plain, plat­eau. The coun­try was still wait­ing to be made in­to a land­scape.

				Ever af­ter­ward the Bish­op re­membered his first ride to Ácoma as his in­tro­duc­tion to the mesa coun­try. One thing which struck him at once was that every mesa was du­plic­ated by a cloud mesa, like a re­flec­tion, which lay mo­tion­less above it or moved slowly up from be­hind it. These cloud form­a­tions seemed to be al­ways there, how­ever hot and blue the sky. Some­times they were flat ter­races, ledges of va­pour; some­times they were dome-shaped, or fant­ast­ic, like the tops of sil­very pa­go­das, rising one above an­oth­er, as if an ori­ent­al city lay dir­ectly be­hind the rock. The great tables of gran­ite set down in an empty plain were in­con­ceiv­able without their at­tend­ant clouds, which were a part of them, as the smoke is part of the censer, or the foam of the wave.

				Com­ing along the Santa Fe trail, in the vast plains of Kan­sas, Fath­er La­tour had found the sky more a desert than the land; a hard, empty blue, very mono­ton­ous to the eyes of a French­man. But west of the Pecos all that changed; here there was al­ways activ­ity over­head, clouds form­ing and mov­ing all day long. Wheth­er they were dark and full of vi­ol­ence, or soft and white with lux­uri­ous idle­ness, they power­fully af­fected the world be­neath them. The desert, the moun­tains and me­sas, were con­tinu­ally re­formed and re-col­oured by the cloud shad­ows. The whole coun­try seemed flu­id to the eye un­der this con­stant change of ac­cent, this ever-vary­ing dis­tri­bu­tion of light.

				Jacinto in­ter­rup­ted these re­flec­tions by an ex­clam­a­tion.

				“Ácoma!” He stopped his mule.

				The Bish­op, fol­low­ing with his eye the straight, point­ing In­di­an hand, saw, far away, two great me­sas. They were al­most square in shape, and at this dis­tance seemed close to­geth­er, though they were really some miles apart.

				“The far one”—his guide still poin­ted.

				The Bish­op’s eyes were not so sharp as Jacinto’s, but now, look­ing down upon the top of the farther mesa from the high land on which they hal­ted, he saw a flat white out­line on the grey sur­face—a white square made up of squares. That, his guide said, was the pueblo of Ácoma.

				Rid­ing on, they presently drew rein un­der the En­chanted Mesa, and Jacinto told him that on this, too, there had once been a vil­lage, but the stair­way which had been the only ac­cess to it was broken off by a great storm many cen­tur­ies ago, and its people had per­ished up there from hun­ger.

				But how, the Bish­op asked him, did men first think of liv­ing on the top of na­ked rocks like these, hun­dreds of feet in the air, without soil or wa­ter?

				Jacinto shrugged. “A man can do whole lot when they hunt him day and night like an an­im­al. Nava­jos on the north, Apaches on the south; the Ácoma run up a rock to be safe.”

				All this plain, the Bish­op gathered, had once been the scene of a peri­od­ic man­hunt; these In­di­ans, born in fear and dy­ing by vi­ol­ence for gen­er­a­tions, had at last taken this leap away from the earth, and on that rock had found the hope of all suf­fer­ing and tor­men­ted creatures—safety. They came down to the plain to hunt and to grow their crops, but there was al­ways a place to go back to. If a band of Nava­jos were on the Ácoma’s trail, there was still one hope; if he could reach his rock—Sanc­tu­ary! On the wind­ing stone stair­way up the cliff, a hand­ful of men could keep off a mul­ti­tude. The rock of Ácoma had nev­er been taken by a foe but once—by Span­iards in ar­mour. It was very dif­fer­ent from a moun­tain fast­ness; more lonely, more stark and grim, more ap­peal­ing to the ima­gin­a­tion. The rock, when one came to think of it, was the ut­most ex­pres­sion of hu­man need; even mere feel­ing yearned for it; it was the highest com­par­is­on of loy­alty in love and friend­ship. Christ Him­self had used that com­par­is­on for the dis­ciple to whom He gave the keys of His Church. And the Hebrews of the Old Test­a­ment, al­ways be­ing car­ried cap­tive in­to for­eign lands—their rock was an idea of God, the only thing their con­quer­ors could not take from them.

				Already the Bish­op had ob­served in In­di­an life a strange lit­er­al­ness, of­ten shock­ing and dis­con­cert­ing. The Áco­mas, who must share the uni­ver­sal hu­man yearn­ing for some­thing per­man­ent, en­dur­ing, without shad­ow of change—they had their idea in sub­stance. They ac­tu­ally lived upon their Rock; were born upon it and died upon it. There was an ele­ment of ex­ag­ger­a­tion in any­thing so simple!

				As they drew near the Ácoma mesa, dark clouds began boil­ing up from be­hind it, like ink spots spread­ing in a bril­liant sky.

				“Rain come,” re­marked Jacinto. “That is good. They will be well dis­posed.” He left the mules in a stake cor­ral at the foot of the mesa, took up the blankets, and hur­ried Fath­er La­tour in­to the nar­row crack in the rock where the craggy edges formed a kind of nat­ur­al stair­way up the cliff. Wherever the foot­ing was treach­er­ous, it was helped out by little hand­holds, ground in­to the stone like smooth mit­tens. The mesa was ab­so­lutely na­ked of ve­get­a­tion, but at its foot a rank plant grew con­spicu­ously out of the sand; a plant with big white blos­soms like East­er lilies. By its dark blue-green leaves, large and coarse-toothed, Fath­er La­tour re­cog­nized a spe­cies of the nox­ious datura. The size and lux­uri­ance of these night­shades as­ton­ished him. They looked like great ar­ti­fi­cial plants, made of shin­ing silk.

				While they were as­cend­ing the rock, deaf­en­ing thun­der broke over their heads, and the rain began to fall as if it were spilled from a cloud­burst. Draw­ing in­to a deep twist of the stair­way, un­der an over­hanging ledge, they watched the wa­ter shaken in heavy cur­tains in the air be­fore them. In a mo­ment the seam in which they stood was like the chan­nel of a brook. Look­ing out over the great plain spot­ted with me­sas and glit­ter­ing with rain sheets, the Bish­op saw the dis­tant moun­tains bright with sun­light. Again he thought that the first Cre­ation morn­ing might have looked like this, when the dry land was first drawn up out of the deep, and all was con­fu­sion.

				The storm was over in half an hour. By the time the Bish­op and his guide reached the last turn in the trail, and rose through the crack, step­ping out on the flat top of the rock, the noon­tide sun was blaz­ing down upon Ácoma with al­most in­sup­port­able bright­ness. The bare stone floor of the town and its deep-worn paths were washed white and clean, and those de­pres­sions in the sur­face which the Áco­mas call their cisterns, were full of fresh rain­wa­ter. Already the wo­men were bring­ing out their clothes, to be­gin wash­ing. The drink­ing wa­ter was car­ried up the stair­way in earthen jars on the heads of the wo­men, from a secret spring be­low; but for all oth­er pur­poses the people de­pended on the rain­fall held in these cisterns.

				The top of the mesa was about ten acres in ex­tent, the Bish­op judged, and there was not a tree or a blade of green upon it; not a hand­ful of soil, ex­cept the church­yard, held in by an adobe wall, where the earth for buri­al had been car­ried up in bas­kets from the plain be­low. The white dwell­ings, two and three storeyed, were not scattered, but huddled to­geth­er in a close cluster, with no pro­tect­ing slope of ground or shoulder of rock, ly­ing flat against the flat, bright against the bright—both the rock and the plastered houses threw off the sun glare blind­ingly.

				At the very edge of the mesa, over­hanging the abyss so that its re­tain­ing wall was like a part of the cliff it­self, was the old war­like church of Ácoma, with its two stone towers. Gaunt, grim, grey, its nave rising some sev­enty feet to a sag­ging, half-ruined roof, it was more like a fort­ress than a place of wor­ship. That spa­cious in­teri­or de­pressed the Bish­op as no oth­er mis­sion church had done. He held a ser­vice there be­fore mid­day, and he had nev­er found it so hard to go through the ce­re­mony of the Mass. Be­fore him, on the grey floor, in the grey light, a group of bright shawls and blankets, some fifty or sixty si­lent faces; above and be­hind them the grey walls. He felt as if he were cel­eb­rat­ing Mass at the bot­tom of the sea, for antedi­lu­vi­an creatures; for types of life so old, so hardened, so shut with­in their shells, that the sac­ri­fice on Cal­vary could hardly reach back so far. Those shell-like backs be­hind him might be saved by bap­tism and di­vine grace, as un­developed in­fants are, but hardly through any ex­per­i­ence of their own, he thought. When he blessed them and sent them away, it was with a sense of in­ad­equacy and spir­itu­al de­feat.

				After he had laid aside his vest­ments, Fath­er La­tour went over the church with Jacinto. As he ex­amined it his won­der grew. What need had there ever been for this great church at Ácoma? It was built early in six­teen hun­dred, by Fray Juan Ramirez, a great mis­sion­ary, who la­boured on the Rock of Ácoma for twenty years or more. It was Fath­er Ramirez, too, who made the mule trail down the oth­er side—the only path by which a burro can as­cend the mesa, and which is still called “El Cam­ino del Padre.”

				The more Fath­er La­tour ex­amined this church, the more he was in­clined to think that Fray Ramirez, or some Span­ish priest who fol­lowed him, was not al­to­geth­er in­no­cent of worldly am­bi­tion, and that they built for their own sat­is­fac­tion, per­haps, rather than ac­cord­ing to the needs of the In­di­ans. The mag­ni­fi­cent site, the nat­ur­al grandeur of this strong­hold, might well have turned their heads a little. Power­ful men they must have been, those Span­ish Fath­ers, to draft In­di­an la­bour for this great work without mil­it­ary sup­port. Every stone in that struc­ture, every hand­ful of earth in those many thou­sand pounds of adobe, was car­ried up the trail on the backs of men and boys and wo­men. And the great carved beams of the roof—Fath­er La­tour looked at them with amazement. In all the plain through which he had come he had seen no trees but a few stun­ted piñons. He asked Jacinto where these huge tim­bers could have been found.

				“San Mateo moun­tain, I guess.”

				“But the San Mateo moun­tains must be forty or fifty miles away. How could they bring such tim­bers?”

				Jacinto shrugged. “Áco­mas carry.” Cer­tainly there was no oth­er ex­plan­a­tion.

				Be­sides the church prop­er there was the cloister, large, thick-walled, which must have re­quired an enorm­ous la­bour of port­age from the plain. The deep cloister cor­ridors were cool when the rock out­side was blis­ter­ing; the low arches opened on an en­closed garden which, judging from its depth of earth, must once have been very verd­ant. Pa­cing those shady pas­sages, with four feet of sol­id, win­dow­less adobe shut­ting out everything but the green garden and the tur­quoise sky above, the early mis­sion­ar­ies might well have for­got­ten the poor Áco­mas, that tribe of an­cient rock-turtles, and be­lieved them­selves in some cloister hung on a spur of the Pyren­ees.

				In the grey dust of the en­closed garden two thin, half-dead peach trees still struggled with the drouth, the kind of un­likely tree that grows up from an old root and nev­er bears. By the wall yel­low suck­ers put out from an old vine stump, very thick and hard, which must once have borne its ripe clusters.

				Built upon the north­east corner of the cloister the Bish­op found a log­gia—roofed, but with open sides, look­ing down on the white pueblo and the tawny rock, and over the wide plain be­low. There he de­cided he would spend the night. From this log­gia he watched the sun go down; watched the desert be­come dark, the shad­ows creep up­ward. Abroad in the plain the scattered mesa tops, red with the af­ter­glow, one by one lost their light, like candles go­ing out. He was on a na­ked rock in the desert, in the stone age, a prey to home­sick­ness for his own kind, his own epoch, for European man and his glor­i­ous his­tory of de­sire and dreams. Through all the cen­tur­ies that his own part of the world had been chan­ging like the sky at day­break, this people had been fixed, in­creas­ing neither in num­bers nor de­sires, rock-turtles on their rock. Some­thing rep­tili­an he felt here, some­thing that had en­dured by im­mob­il­ity, a kind of life out of reach, like the crus­ta­ceans in their ar­mour.

				On his home­ward way the Bish­op spent an­oth­er night with Fath­er Je­sus, the good priest at Is­leta, who talked with him much of the Moqui coun­try and of those very old rock-set pueblos still farther to the west. One story re­lated to a long-for­got­ten fri­ar at Ácoma, and was some­what as fol­lows:

			
			
				
					IV

					The Le­gend of Fray Baltaz­ar

				
				Some time in the very early years of sev­en­teen hun­dred, nearly fifty years after the great In­di­an up­ris­ing in which all the mis­sion­ar­ies and all the Span­iards in north­ern New Mex­ico were either driv­en out or murdered, after the coun­try had been re­conquered and new mis­sion­ar­ies had come to take the place of the mar­tyrs, a cer­tain Fri­ar Baltaz­ar Mon­toya was priest at Ácoma. He was of a tyr­an­nic­al and over­bear­ing dis­pos­i­tion and bore a hard hand on the nat­ives. All the mis­sions now in ru­ins were act­ive then, each had its res­id­ent priest, who lived for the people or upon the people, ac­cord­ing to his nature. Fri­ar Baltaz­ar was one of the most am­bi­tious and ex­act­ing. It was his be­lief that the pueblo of Ácoma ex­is­ted chiefly to sup­port its fine church, and that this should be the pride of the In­di­ans as it was his. He took the best of their corn and beans and squashes for his table, and se­lec­ted the choicest por­tions when they slaughtered a sheep, chose their best hides to car­pet his dwell­ing. Moreover, he ex­ac­ted a heavy trib­ute in la­bour. He was nev­er done with hav­ing earth car­ried up from the plain in bas­kets. He en­larged the church­yard and made the deep garden in the cloister, en­rich­ing it with dung from the cor­rals. Here he was able to grow a won­der­ful garden, since it was watered every even­ing by wo­men—and this des­pite the fact that it was not prop­er that a wo­man should ever enter the cloister at all. Each wo­man owed the Padre so many ol­las of wa­ter a week from the cisterns, and they mur­mured not only be­cause of the la­bour, but be­cause of the drain on their wa­ter-sup­ply.

				Baltaz­ar was not a lazy man, and in his first years there, be­fore he be­came stout, he made long jour­neys in be­half of his mis­sion and his garden. He went as far as Oraibi, many days’ jour­ney, to se­lect their best peach seeds. (The peach orch­ards of Oraibi were very old, hav­ing been cul­tiv­ated since the days of the earli­est Span­ish ex­ped­i­tions, when Coron­ado’s cap­tains gave the Moquis peach seeds brought from Spain.) His grape cut­tings were brought from Son­ora in bas­kets on mule­back, and he would go all the way to the Villa (Santa Fe) for choice garden seeds, at the sea­son when pack trains came up the Rio Grande val­ley. The early church­men did a great busi­ness in car­ry­ing seeds about, though the In­di­ans and Mex­ic­ans were sat­is­fied with beans and squashes and chili, ask­ing noth­ing more.

				Fri­ar Baltaz­ar was from a re­li­gious house in Spain which was noted for good liv­ing, and he him­self had worked in the re­fect­ory. He was an ex­cel­lent cook and some­thing of a car­penter, and he took a great deal of trouble to make him­self com­fort­able upon that rock at the end of the world. He draf­ted two In­di­an boys in­to his ser­vice, one to care for his ass and work in the garden, the oth­er to cook and wait upon him at table. In time, as he grew more un­wieldy in fig­ure, he ad­op­ted a third boy and em­ployed him as a run­ner to the dis­tant mis­sions. This boy would go on foot all the way to the Villa for red cloth or an iron spade or a new knife, stop­ping at Berna­lillo to bring home a wine­skin full of grape brandy. He would go five days’ jour­ney to the San­dia moun­tains to catch fish and dry or salt them for the Padre’s fast-days, or run to Zuñi, where the Fath­ers raised rab­bits, and bring back a pair for the spit. His er­rands were sel­dom of an ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al nature.

				It was clear that the Fri­ar at Ácoma lived more after the flesh than after the spir­it. The dif­fi­culty of ob­tain­ing an in­ter­est­ing and var­ied diet on a na­ked rock seemed only to whet his ap­pet­ite and tempt his re­source­ful­ness. But his sen­su­al­ity went no fur­ther than his garden and table. Car­nal com­merce with the In­di­an wo­men would have been very easy in­deed, and the Fri­ar was at the hardy age of ripe man­hood when such tempta­tions are pe­cu­li­arly sharp. But the mis­sion­ar­ies had early dis­covered that the slight­est de­par­ture from chastity greatly weakened their in­flu­ence and au­thor­ity with their In­di­an con­verts. The In­di­ans them­selves some­times prac­tised con­tin­ence as a pen­ance, or as a strong medi­cine with the spir­its, and they were very will­ing that their Padre should prac­tise it for them. The con­sequences of car­nal in­dul­gence were per­haps more ser­i­ous here than in Spain, and Fri­ar Baltaz­ar seems nev­er to have giv­en his flock an op­por­tun­ity to ex­ult over his frailty.

				He held his seat at Ácoma for nearly fif­teen pros­per­ous years, con­stantly im­prov­ing his church and his liv­ing-quar­ters, grow­ing new ve­get­ables and medi­cin­al herbs, mak­ing soap from the yucca root. Even after he be­came stout, his arms were strong and mus­cu­lar, his fin­gers clev­er. He cul­tiv­ated his peach trees, and watched over his garden like a little king­dom, nev­er al­low­ing the nat­ive wo­men to grow slack in the wa­ter-sup­ply. His first serving-boys were re­leased to marry, and oth­ers suc­ceeded them, who were even more minutely trained.

				Baltaz­ar’s tyranny grew little by little, and the Ácoma people were some­times at the point of re­volt. But they could not es­tim­ate just how power­ful the Padre’s ma­gic might be and were afraid to put it to the test. There was no doubt that the holy pic­ture of St. Joseph had come to them from the King of Spain by the re­quest of this Padre, and that pic­ture had been more ef­fect­ive in avert­ing drouth than all the nat­ive rain­makers had been. Prop­erly en­treated and hon­oured, the paint­ing had nev­er failed to pro­duce rain. Ácoma had not lost its crops since Fri­ar Baltaz­ar first brought the pic­ture to them, though at La­guna and Zuñi there had been drouths that com­pelled the people to live upon their fam­ine store—an alarm­ing ex­tremity.

				The La­guna In­di­ans were con­stantly send­ing leg­a­tions to Ácoma to ne­go­ti­ate terms at which they could rent the holy pic­ture, but Fri­ar Baltaz­ar had warned them nev­er to let it go. If such power­ful pro­tec­tion were with­drawn, or if the Padre should turn the ma­gic against them, the con­sequences might be dis­astrous to the pueblo. Bet­ter give him his choice of grain and lambs and pot­tery, and al­low him his three serving-boys. So the mis­sion­ary and his con­verts rubbed along in seem­ing friend­li­ness.

				One sum­mer the Fri­ar, who did not make long jour­neys now that he had grown large in girth, de­cided that he would like com­pany—someone to ad­mire his fine garden, his in­geni­ous kit­chen, his airy log­gia with its rugs and wa­ter jars, where he med­it­ated and took his after-din­ner si­esta. So he planned to give a din­ner party in the week after St. John’s Day.

				He sent his run­ner to Zuñi, La­guna, Is­leta, and bade the Padres to a feast. They came upon the day, four of them, for there were two priests at Zuñi. The stable-boy was sta­tioned at the foot of the rock to take their beasts and con­duct the vis­it­ors up the stair­way. At the head of the trail Baltaz­ar re­ceived them. They were shown over the place, and spent the morn­ing gos­sip­ing in the cloister walks, cool and si­lent, though the na­ked rock out­side was al­most too hot for the hand to touch. The vine leaves rustled agree­ably in the breeze, and the earth about the car­rot and onion tops, as it dried from last night’s wa­ter­ing, gave off a pleas­ant smell. The guests thought their host lived very well, and they wished they had his secret. If he was a trifle boast­ful of his air-bound seat, no one could blame him.

				With the din­ner, Baltaz­ar had taken ex­tra­vag­ant pains. The mon­as­tery in which he had learned to cook was off the main high­way to Seville; the Span­ish nobles and the King him­self some­times stopped there for en­ter­tain­ment. In that great kit­chen, with its mul­ti­pli­city of spits, small enough to roast a lark and large enough to roast a boar, the Fri­ar had learned a thing or two about sauces, and in his lonely years at Ácoma he had bettered his in­struc­tion by a nat­ur­al aptitude for the art. The poverty of ma­ter­i­als had proved an in­cent­ive rather than a dis­cour­age­ment.

				Cer­tainly the vis­it­ing mis­sion­ar­ies had nev­er sat down to food like that which re­joiced them today in the cool re­fect­ory, the blinds open just enough to ad­mit a streak of throb­bing desert far be­low them. Their host was telling them pom­pously that he would have a foun­tain in the cloister close when they came again. He had to check his hungry guests in their zeal for the rel­ishes and the soup, warn­ing them to save their mettle for what was to come. The roast was to be a wild tur­key, su­perbly done—but that, alas, was nev­er tasted. The course which pre­ceded it was the host’s es­pe­cial care, and here he had trus­ted noth­ing to his cook; hare jardin­ière (his car­rots and onions were tender and well fla­voured), with a sauce which he had been per­fect­ing for many years. This en­trée was brought from the kit­chen in a large earthen dish—but not large enough, for with its lux­ury of sauce and float­ing car­rots it filled the plat­ter to the brim. The stable-boy was serving today, as the cook could not leave his spits, and he had been neat, brisk, and ef­fi­cient. The Fri­ar was pleased with him, and was won­der­ing wheth­er he could not find some little medal of bronze or sil­ver-gilt to re­ward him for his pains.

				When the hare in its sauce came on, the priest from Is­leta chanced to be telling a funny story at which the com­pany were laugh­ing up­roari­ously. The serving-boy, who knew a little Span­ish, was ap­par­ently try­ing to get the point of the re­cit­al which made the Padres so merry. At any rate, he be­came dis­trac­ted, and as he passed be­hind the seni­or priest of Zuñi, he tipped his full plat­ter and spilled a stream of rich brown gravy over the good man’s head and shoulders. Baltaz­ar was quick-tempered, and he had been drink­ing freely of the fiery grape brandy. He caught up the empty pew­ter mug at his right and threw it at the clumsy lad with a mal­edic­tion. It struck the boy on the side of the head. He dropped the plat­ter, staggered a few steps, and fell down. He did not get up, nor did he move. The Padre from Zuñi was skilled in medi­cine. Wip­ing the sauce from his eyes, he bent over the boy and ex­amined him.

				“Muerto,” he whispered. With that he plucked his ju­ni­or priest by the sleeve, and the two bolted across the garden without an­oth­er word and made for the head of the stair­way. In a mo­ment the Padres of La­guna and Is­leta un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously fol­lowed their ex­ample. With re­mark­able speed the four guests got them down from the rock, saddled their mules, and urged them across the plain.

				Baltaz­ar was left alone with the con­sequences of his haste. Un­for­tu­nately the cook, as­ton­ished at the pro­longed si­lence, had looked in at the door just as the last pair of brown gowns were van­ish­ing across the cloister. He saw his com­rade ly­ing upon the floor, and si­lently dis­ap­peared from the premises by an exit known only to him­self.

				When Fri­ar Baltaz­ar went in­to the kit­chen he found it sol­it­ary, the tur­key still drip­ping on the spit. Cer­tainly he had no ap­pet­ite for the roast. He felt, in­deed, very re­morse­ful and un­com­fort­able, also in­dig­nant with his de­par­ted guests. For a mo­ment he en­ter­tained the idea of fol­low­ing them; but a tem­por­ary flight would only weak­en his po­s­i­tion, and a per­man­ent evac­u­ation was not to be thought of. His garden was at its prime, his peaches were just com­ing ripe, and his vines hung heavy with green clusters. Mech­an­ic­ally he took the tur­key from the spit, not be­cause he felt any in­clin­a­tion for food, but from an in­stinct of com­pas­sion, quite as if the bird could suf­fer from be­ing burned to a crisp. This done, he re­paired to his log­gia and sat down to read his brevi­ary, which he had neg­lected for sev­er­al days, hav­ing been so oc­cu­pied in the re­fect­ory. He had be­grudged no pains to that sauce which had been his un­do­ing.

				The airy log­gia, where he cus­tom­ar­ily took his af­ter­noon re­pose, was like a bird­cage hung in the breeze. Through its open arch­ways he looked down on the huddled pueblo, and out over the great mesa-strewn plain far be­low. He was un­able to fix his mind upon his of­fice. The pueblo down there was much too quiet. At this hour there should be a few wo­men wash­ing pots or rags, a few chil­dren play­ing by the cisterns and chas­ing the tur­keys. But today the rock top baked in the fire of the sun in ut­ter si­lence, not one hu­man be­ing was vis­ible—yes, one, though he had not been there a mo­ment ago. At the head of the stone stair­way, there was a patch of lus­trous black, just above the rocks; an In­di­an’s hair. They had set a guard at the trail­head.

				Now the Padre began to feel alarmed, to wish he had gone down that stair­way with the oth­ers, while there was yet time. He wished he were any­where in the world but on this rock. There was old Fath­er Ramirez’s don­key path; but if the In­di­ans were watch­ing one road, they would watch the oth­er. The spot of black hair nev­er stirred; and there were but those two ways down to the plain, only those. … Whichever way one turned, three hun­dred and fifty feet of na­ked cliff, without one tree or shrub a man could cling to.

				As the sun sank lower and lower, there began a deep, singing mur­mur of male voices from the pueblo be­low him, not a chant, but the rhyth­mic­al in­ton­a­tion of In­di­an oratory when a ser­i­ous mat­ter is un­der dis­cus­sion. Fright­ful stor­ies of the tor­ture of the mis­sion­ar­ies in the great re­bel­lion of 1680 flashed in­to Fri­ar Baltaz­ar’s mind; how one Fran­cis­can had his eyes torn out, an­oth­er had been burned, and the old Padre at Jamez had been stripped na­ked and driv­en on all fours about the plaza all night, with drunk­en In­di­ans strad­dling his back, un­til he rolled over dead from ex­haus­tion.

				Moon­rise from the log­gia was an im­press­ive sight, even to this Broth­er who was not over-im­pres­sion­able. But to­night he wished he could keep the moon from com­ing up through the floor of the desert—the moon was the clock which began things in the pueblo. He watched with hor­ror for that golden rim against the deep blue vel­vet of the night.

				The moon came, and at its com­ing the Ácoma people is­sued from their doors. A com­pany of men walked si­lently across the rock to the cloister. They came up the lad­der and ap­peared in the log­gia. The Fri­ar asked them gruffly what they wanted, but they made no reply. Not once speak­ing to him or to each oth­er, they bound his feet to­geth­er and tied his arms to his sides.

				The Ácoma people told af­ter­wards that he did not sup­plic­ate or struggle; had he done so, they might have dealt more cruelly with him. But he knew his In­di­ans, and that when once they had col­lect­ively made up their pueblo mind … Moreover, he was a proud old Span­iard, and had a cer­tain forti­tude lodged in his well-nour­ished body. He was ac­cus­tomed to com­mand, not to en­treat, and he re­tained the re­spect of his In­di­an vas­sals to the end.

				They car­ried him down the lad­der and through the cloister and across the rock to the most pre­cip­it­ous cliff—the one over which the Ácoma wo­men flung broken pots and such re­fuse as the tur­keys would not eat. There the people were as­sembled. They cut his bonds, and tak­ing him by the hands and feet, swung him out over the rock-edge and back a few times. He was heavy, and per­haps they thought this dan­ger­ous sport. No sound but hiss­ing breath came through his teeth. The four ex­e­cu­tion­ers took him up again from the brink where they had laid him, and, after a few feints, dropped him in midair.

				So did they rid their rock of their tyr­ant, whom on the whole they had liked very well. But everything has its day. The ex­e­cu­tion was not fol­lowed by any sac­ri­lege to the church or de­fil­ing of holy ves­sels, but merely by a di­vi­sion of the Padre’s stores and house­hold goods. The wo­men, in­deed, took pleas­ure in watch­ing the garden pine and waste away from thirst, and ven­tured in­to the cloisters to laugh and chat­ter at the whiten­ing fo­liage of the peach trees, and the green grapes shriv­el­ling on the vines.

				When the next priest came, years af­ter­ward, he found no ill will await­ing him. He was a nat­ive Mex­ic­an, of un­pre­ten­tious tastes, who was well sat­is­fied with beans and jerked meat, and let the pueblo tur­key flock scratch in the hot dust that had once been Baltaz­ar’s garden. The old peach stumps kept send­ing up pale sprouts for many years.
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				Snake Root

			
			
				
					I

					The Night at Pecos

				
				A month after the Bish­op’s vis­it to Al­buquerque and Ácoma, the gen­i­al Fath­er Gal­le­g­os was form­ally sus­pen­ded, and Fath­er Vail­lant him­self took charge of the par­ish. At first there was bit­ter feel­ing; the rich ranch­er­os and the merry ladies of Al­buquerque were very hos­tile to the French priest. He began his re­forms at once. Everything was changed. The holy-days, which had been oc­ca­sions of rev­elry un­der Padre Gal­le­g­os, were now days of aus­tere de­vo­tion. The fickle Mex­ic­an pop­u­la­tion soon found as much di­ver­sion in be­ing de­vout as they had once found in be­ing scan­dal­ous. Fath­er Vail­lant wrote to his sis­ter Philomène, in France, that the tem­per of his par­ish was like that of a boys’ school; un­der one mas­ter the lads try to ex­cel one an­oth­er in mis­chief and dis­obedi­ence, un­der an­oth­er they vie with each oth­er in acts of loy­alty. The Novena pre­ced­ing Christ­mas, which had long been cel­eb­rated by dances and hil­ari­ous mer­ry­mak­ing, was this year a great re­viv­al of re­li­gious zeal.

				Though Fath­er Vail­lant had all the du­ties of a par­ish priest at Al­buquerque, he was still Vicar Gen­er­al, and in Feb­ru­ary the Bish­op dis­patched him on ur­gent busi­ness to Las Ve­gas. He did not re­turn on the day that he was ex­pec­ted, and when sev­er­al days passed with no word from him, Fath­er La­tour began to feel some anxi­ety.

				One morn­ing at day­break a very sick In­di­an boy rode in­to the Bish­op’s court­yard on Fath­er Joseph’s white mule, Con­tento, bring­ing bad news. The Padre, he said, had stopped at his vil­lage in the Pecos moun­tains where black measles had broken out, to give the sac­ra­ment to the dy­ing, and had fallen ill of the sick­ness. The boy him­self had been well when he star­ted for Santa Fe, but had be­come sick on the way.

				The Bish­op had the mes­sen­ger put in­to the wood­house, an isol­ated build­ing at the end of the garden, where the Sis­ters of Lor­etto could tend him. He in­struc­ted the Moth­er Su­per­i­or to pack a bag with such medi­cines and com­forts for the sick as he could carry, and told Fructosa, his cook, to put up for him the pro­vi­sions he usu­ally took on horse­back jour­neys. When his man brought a pack-mule and his own mule, An­gel­ica, to the door, Fath­er La­tour, already in his rough rid­ing-breeches and buck­skin jack­et, looked at the hand­some beast and shook his head.

				“No, leave her with Con­tento. The new army mule is heav­ier, and will do for this jour­ney.”

				The Bish­op rode out of Santa Fe two hours after the In­di­an mes­sen­ger rode in. He was go­ing dir­ect to the pueblo of Pecos, where he would pick up Jacinto. It was late in the af­ter­noon when he reached the pueblo, ly­ing low on its red rock ledges, half-sur­roun­ded by a crown of fir-clad moun­tains, and fa­cing a sea of ju­ni­pers and ce­dars. The Bish­op had meant to get fresh horses at Pecos and push on through the moun­tains, but Jacinto and the older In­di­ans who gathered about the horse­man strongly ad­vised him to spend the night there and start in the early morn­ing. The sun was shin­ing bril­liantly in a blue sky, but in the west, be­hind the moun­tain, lay a great sta­tion­ary black cloud, opaque and mo­tion­less as a ledge of rock. The old men looked at it and shook their heads.

				“Very big wind,” said the gov­ernor gravely.

				Un­will­ingly the Bish­op dis­moun­ted and gave his mules to Jacinto; it seemed to him that he was wast­ing time. There was still an hour be­fore night­fall, and he spent that hour pa­cing up and down the crust of bare rock between the vil­lage and the ru­in of the old mis­sion church. The sun was sink­ing, a red ball which threw a cop­per glow over the pine-covered ridge of moun­tains, and edged that inky, omin­ous cloud with mol­ten sil­ver. The great red earth walls of the mis­sion, red as brick-dust, yawned gloomily be­fore him—part of the roof had fallen in, and the rest would soon go.

				At this mo­ment Fath­er Joseph was ly­ing dan­ger­ously ill in the dirt and dis­com­fort of an In­di­an vil­lage in winter. Why, the Bish­op was ask­ing him­self, had he ever brought his friend to this life of hard­ship and danger? Fath­er Vail­lant had been frail from child­hood, though he had the en­dur­ance res­ult­ing from ex­haust­less en­thu­si­asm. The Broth­ers at Mont­fer­rand were not giv­en to cod­dling boys, but every year they used to send this one away for a rest in the high Volvic moun­tains, be­cause his vi­tal­ity ran down un­der the con­fine­ment of col­lege life. Twice, while he and Fath­er La­tour were mis­sion­ar­ies in Ohio, Joseph had been at death’s door; once so ill with chol­era that the news­pa­pers had prin­ted his name in the death list. On that oc­ca­sion their Ohio Bish­op had christened him Trompe-la-Mort. Yes, Fath­er La­tour told him­self, Blanchet had out­wit­ted death so of­ten, there was al­ways the chance he would do it again.

				Walk­ing about the walls of the ru­in, the Bish­op dis­covered that the sac­risty was dry and clean, and he de­cided to spend the night there, wrapped in his blankets, on one of the earthen benches that ran about the in­ner walls. While he was ex­amin­ing this room, the wind began to howl about the old church, and dark­ness fell quickly. From the low door­ways of the pueblo ruddy fire­light was gleam­ing—sin­gu­larly grate­ful to the eye. Wait­ing for him on the rocks, he re­cog­nized the slight fig­ure of Jacinto, his blanket drawn close about his head, his shoulders bowed to the wind.

				The young In­di­an said that sup­per was ready, and the Bish­op fol­lowed him to his par­tic­u­lar lair in those rows of little houses all alike and all built to­geth­er. There was a lad­der be­fore Jacinto’s door which led up to a second storey, but that was the dwell­ing of an­oth­er fam­ily; the roof of Jacinto’s house made a ver­anda for the fam­ily above him. The Bish­op bent his head un­der the low door­way and stepped down; the floor of the room was a long step be­low the doorsill—the In­di­an way of pre­vent­ing drafts. The room in­to which he des­cen­ded was long and nar­row, smoothly white­washed, and clean, to the eye, at least, be­cause of its very bare­ness. There was noth­ing on the walls but a few fox pelts and strings of gourds and red pep­pers. The richly col­oured blankets of which Jacinto was very proud were fol­ded in piles on the earth settle—it was there he and his wife slept, near the fire­place. The earth of that settle be­came warm dur­ing the day and held its heat un­til morn­ing, like the Rus­si­an peas­ants’ stove-bed. Over the fire a pot of beans and dried meat was sim­mer­ing. The burn­ing piñon logs filled the room with sweet-smelling smoke. Clara, Jacinto’s wife, smiled at the priest as he entered. She ladled out the stew, and the Bish­op and Jacinto sat down on the floor be­side the fire, each with his bowl. Between them Clara put a basin full of hot corn­bread baked with squash seeds—an In­di­an del­ic­acy com­par­able to rais­in bread among the whites. The Bish­op said a bless­ing and broke the bread with his hands. While the two men ate, the young wo­man watched them and stirred a tiny cradle of deer­skin which hung by thongs from the roof poles. Jacinto, when ques­tioned, said sadly that the baby was ail­ing. Fath­er La­tour did not ask to see it; it would be swathed in lay­ers of wrap­pings, he knew; even its face and head would be covered against drafts. In­di­an ba­bies were nev­er bathed in winter, and it was use­less to sug­gest treat­ment for the sick ones. On that sub­ject the In­di­an ear was closed to ad­vice.

				It was a pity, too, that he could do noth­ing for Jacinto’s baby. Cradles were not many in the pueblo of Pecos. The tribe was dy­ing out; in­fant mor­tal­ity was heavy, and the young couples did not re­pro­duce freely—the life-force seemed low. Small­pox and measles had taken heavy toll here time and again.

				Of course there were oth­er ex­plan­a­tions, cred­ited by many good people in Santa Fe. Pecos had more than its share of dark le­gends—per­haps that was be­cause it had been too tempt­ing to white men, and had had more than its share of his­tory. It was said that this people had from time im­me­mori­al kept a ce­re­mo­ni­al fire burn­ing in some cave in the moun­tain, a fire that had nev­er been al­lowed to go out, and had nev­er been re­vealed to white men. The story was that the ser­vice of this fire sapped the strength of the young men ap­poin­ted to serve it—al­ways the best of the tribe. Fath­er La­tour thought this hardly prob­able. Why should it be very ar­du­ous, in a moun­tain full of tim­ber, to feed a fire so small that its where­abouts had been con­cealed for cen­tur­ies?

				There was also the snake story, re­por­ted by the early ex­plorers, both Span­ish and Amer­ic­an, and be­lieved ever since: that this tribe was pe­cu­li­arly ad­dicted to snake wor­ship, that they kept rattlesnakes con­cealed in their houses, and some­where in the moun­tain guarded an enorm­ous ser­pent which they brought to the pueblo for cer­tain feasts. It was said that they sac­ri­ficed young ba­bies to the great snake, and thus di­min­ished their num­bers.

				It seemed much more likely that the con­ta­gious dis­eases brought by white men were the real cause of the shrink­age of the tribe. Among the In­di­ans, measles, scar­lat­ina and whoop­ing-cough were as deadly as typhus or chol­era. Cer­tainly, the tribe was de­creas­ing every year. Jacinto’s house was at one end of the liv­ing pueblo; be­hind it were long rock ridges of dead pueblo—empty houses ruined by weath­er and now scarcely more than piles of earth and stone. The pop­u­la­tion of the liv­ing streets was less than one hun­dred adults.1 This was all that was left of the rich and pop­u­lous Cicuyè of Coron­ado’s ex­ped­i­tion. Then, by his re­port, there were six thou­sand souls in the In­di­an town. They had rich fields ir­rig­ated from the Pecos River. The streams were full of fish, the moun­tain was full of game. The pueblo, in­deed, seemed to lie upon the knees of these verd­ant moun­tains, like a fa­voured child. Out yon­der, on the ju­ni­per-spot­ted plat­eau in front of the vil­lage, the Span­iards had camped, ex­act­ing a heavy trib­ute of corn and furs and cot­ton gar­ments from their hap­less hosts. It was from here, the story went, that they set forth in the spring on their ill-fated search for the sev­en golden cit­ies of Quivera, tak­ing with them slaves and con­cu­bines rav­ished from the Pecos people.

				As Fath­er La­tour sat by the fire and listened to the wind sweep­ing down from the moun­tains and howl­ing over the plat­eau, he thought of these things; and he could not help won­der­ing wheth­er Jacinto, sit­ting si­lent by the same fire, was think­ing of them, too. The wind, he knew, was blow­ing out of the inky cloud bank that lay be­hind the moun­tain at sun­set; but it might well be blow­ing out of a re­mote, black past. The only hu­man voice raised against it was the feeble wail­ing of the sick child in the cradle. Clara ate noise­lessly in a corner, Jacinto looked in­to the fire.

				The Bish­op read his brevi­ary by the fire­light for an hour. Then, warmed to the bone and as­sured that his roll of blankets was warmed through, he rose to go. Jacinto fol­lowed with the blankets and one of his own buf­falo robes. They went along a line of red door­ways and across the bare rock to the gaunt ru­in, whose lat­er­al walls, with their but­tresses, still braved the storm and let in the star­light.

			
			
				
					II

					Stone Lips

				
				It was not dif­fi­cult for the Bish­op to waken early. After mid­night his body be­came more and more chilled and cramped. He said his pray­ers be­fore he rolled out of his blankets, re­mem­ber­ing Fath­er Vail­lant’s max­im that if you said your pray­ers first, you would find plenty of time for oth­er things af­ter­ward.

				Go­ing through the si­lent pueblo to Jacinto’s door, the Bish­op woke him and asked him to make a fire. While the In­di­an went to get the mules ready, Fath­er La­tour got his cof­fee­pot and tin cup out of his saddle­bags, and a round loaf of Mex­ic­an bread. With bread and black cof­fee, he could travel day after day. Jacinto was for start­ing without break­fast, but Fath­er La­tour made him sit down and share his loaf. Bread is nev­er too plenty in In­di­an house­holds. Clara was still ly­ing on the settle with her baby.

				At four o’clock they were on the road, Jacinto rid­ing the mule that car­ried the blankets. He knew the trails through his own moun­tains well enough to fol­low them in the dark. To­ward noon the Bish­op sug­ges­ted a halt to rest the mules, but his guide looked at the sky and shook his head. The sun was nowhere to be seen, the air was thick and grey and smelled of snow. Very soon the snow began to fall—lightly at first, but all the while be­com­ing heav­ier. The vista of pine trees ahead of them grew short­er and short­er through the vast pow­der­ing of des­cend­ing flakes. A little after mid­day a burst of wind sent the snow whirl­ing in coils about the two trav­el­lers, and a great storm broke. The wind was like a hur­ricane at sea, and the air be­came blind with snow. The Bish­op could scarcely see his guide—saw only parts of him, now a head, now a shoulder, now only the black rump of his mule. Pine trees by the way stood out for a mo­ment, then dis­ap­peared ab­so­lutely in the whirl­pool of snow. Trail and land­marks, the moun­tain it­self, were ob­lit­er­ated.

				Jacinto sprang from his mule and un­strapped the roll of blankets. Throw­ing the saddle­bags to the Bish­op, he shouted, “Come, I know a place. Be quick, Padre.”

				The Bish­op pro­tested they could not leave the mules. Jacinto said the mules must take their chance.

				For Fath­er La­tour the next hour was a test of en­dur­ance. He was blind and breath­less, pant­ing through his open mouth. He clambered over half-vis­ible rocks, fell over pros­trate trees, sank in­to deep holes and struggled out, al­ways fol­low­ing the red blankets on the shoulders of the In­di­an boy, which stuck out when the boy him­self was lost to sight.

				Sud­denly the snow seemed thin­ner. The guide stopped short. They were stand­ing, the Bish­op made out, un­der an over­hanging wall of rock which made a bar­ri­er against the storm. Jacinto dropped the blankets from his shoulder and seemed to be pre­par­ing to climb the cliff. Look­ing up, the Bish­op saw a pe­cu­li­ar form­a­tion in the rocks; two roun­ded ledges, one dir­ectly over the oth­er, with a mouth-like open­ing between. They sug­ges­ted two great stone lips, slightly par­ted and thrust out­ward. Up to this mouth Jacinto climbed quickly by footholds well known to him. Hav­ing moun­ted, he lay down on the lower lip, and helped the Bish­op to clam­ber up. He told Fath­er La­tour to wait for him on this pro­jec­tion while he brought up the bag­gage.

				A few mo­ments later the Bish­op slid after Jacinto and the blankets, through the ori­fice, in­to the throat of the cave. With­in stood a wooden lad­der, like that used in kivas, and down this he eas­ily made his way to the floor.

				He found him­self in a lofty cav­ern, shaped some­what like a Goth­ic chapel, of vague out­line—the only light with­in was that which came through the nar­row aper­ture between the stone lips. Great as was his need of shel­ter, the Bish­op, on his way down the lad­der, was struck by a re­luct­ance, an ex­treme dis­taste for the place. The air in the cave was gla­cial, pen­et­rated to the very bones, and he de­tec­ted at once a fet­id odour, not very strong but highly dis­agree­able. Some twenty feet or so above his head the open mouth let in grey day­light like a high transom.

				While he stood gaz­ing about, try­ing to reck­on the size of the cave, his guide was in­tensely pre­oc­cu­pied in mak­ing a care­ful ex­am­in­a­tion of the floor and walls. At the foot of the lad­der lay a heap of half-burned logs. There had been a fire there, and it had been ex­tin­guished with fresh earth—a pile of dust covered what had been the heart of the fire. Against the cav­ern wall was a heap of piñon fag­gots, neatly piled. After he had made a minute ex­am­in­a­tion of the floor, the guide began cau­tiously to move this pile of wood, tak­ing the sticks up one by one, and put­ting them in an­oth­er spot. The Bish­op sup­posed he would make a fire at once, but he seemed in no haste to do so. In­deed, when he had moved the wood he sat down upon the floor and fell in­to re­flec­tion. Fath­er La­tour urged him to build a fire without fur­ther delay.

				“Padre,” said the In­di­an boy, “I do not know if it was right to bring you here. This place is used by my people for ce­re­mon­ies and is known only to us. When you go out from here, you must for­get.”

				“I will for­get, cer­tainly. But un­less we can have a fire, we had bet­ter go back in­to the storm. I feel ill here already.”

				Jacinto un­rolled the blankets and threw the dry­est one about the shiv­er­ing priest. Then he bent over the pile of ashes and charred wood, but what he did was to se­lect a num­ber of small stones that had been used to fence in the burn­ing em­bers. These he gathered in his sarape and car­ried to the rear wall of the cav­ern, where, a little above his head, there seemed to be a hole. It was about as large as a very big wa­ter­mel­on, of an ir­reg­u­lar oval shape.

				Holes of that shape are com­mon in the black vol­can­ic cliffs of the Pa­jarito Plat­eau, where they oc­cur in great num­bers. This one was sol­it­ary, dark, and seemed to lead in­to an­oth­er cav­ern. Though it lay high­er than Jacinto’s head, it was not bey­ond easy reach of his arms, and to the Bish­op’s as­ton­ish­ment he began deftly and noise­lessly to place the stones he had col­lec­ted with­in the mouth of this ori­fice, fit­ting them to­geth­er un­til he had en­tirely closed it. He then cut wedges from the piñon fag­gots and in­ser­ted them in­to the cracks between the stones. Fi­nally, he took a hand­ful of the earth that had been used to smoth­er the dead fire, and mixed it with the wet snow that had blown in between the stone lips. With this thick mud he plastered over his ma­sonry, and smoothed it with his palm. The whole op­er­a­tion did not take a quarter of an hour.

				Without com­ment or ex­plan­a­tion he then pro­ceeded to build a fire. The odour so dis­agree­able to the Bish­op soon van­ished be­fore the fra­grance of the burn­ing logs. The heat seemed to puri­fy the rank air at the same time that it took away the deathly chill, but the dizzy noise in Fath­er La­tour’s head per­sisted. At first he thought it was a ver­tigo, a roar­ing in his ears brought on by cold and changes in his cir­cu­la­tion. But as he grew warm and re­laxed, he per­ceived an ex­traordin­ary vi­bra­tion in this cav­ern; it hummed like a hive of bees, like a heavy roll of dis­tant drums. After a time he asked Jacinto wheth­er he, too, no­ticed this. The slim In­di­an boy smiled for the first time since they had entered the cave. He took up a fag­got for a torch, and beckoned the Padre to fol­low him along a tun­nel which ran back in­to the moun­tain, where the roof grew much lower, al­most with­in reach of the hand. There Jacinto knelt down over a fis­sure in the stone floor, like a crack in china, which was plastered up with clay. Dig­ging some of this out with his hunt­ing knife, he put his ear on the open­ing, listened a few seconds, and mo­tioned the Bish­op to do like­wise.

				Fath­er La­tour lay with his ear to this crack for a long while, des­pite the cold that arose from it. He told him­self he was listen­ing to one of the old­est voices of the earth. What he heard was the sound of a great un­der­ground river, flow­ing through a re­sound­ing cav­ern. The wa­ter was far, far be­low, per­haps as deep as the foot of the moun­tain, a flood mov­ing in ut­ter black­ness un­der ribs of antedi­lu­vi­an rock. It was not a rush­ing noise, but the sound of a great flood mov­ing with majesty and power.

				“It is ter­rible,” he said at last, as he rose.

				“Si, Padre.” Jacinto began spit­ting on the clay he had gouged out of the seam, and plastered it up again.

				When they re­turned to the fire, the patch of day­light up between the two lips had grown much paler. The Bish­op saw it die with re­gret. He took from his saddle­bags his cof­fee­pot and a loaf of bread and a goat cheese. Jacinto climbed up to the lower ledge of the en­trance, shook a pine tree, and filled the cof­fee­pot and one of the blankets with fresh snow. While his guide was thus en­gaged, the Bish­op took a swal­low of old Taos whisky from his pock­et flask. He nev­er liked to drink spir­its in the pres­ence of an In­di­an.

				Jacinto de­clared that he thought him­self lucky to get bread and black cof­fee. As he handed the Bish­op back his tin cup after drink­ing its con­tents, he rubbed his hand over his wide sash with a smile of pleas­ure that showed all his white teeth.

				“We had good luck to be near here,” he said. “When we leave the mules, I think I can find my way here, but I am not sure. I have not been here very many times. You was scare, Padre?”

				The Bish­op re­flec­ted. “You hardly gave me time to be scared, boy. Were you?”

				The In­di­an shrugged his shoulders. “I think not to re­turn to pueblo,” he ad­mit­ted.

				Fath­er La­tour read his brevi­ary long by the light of the fire. Since early morn­ing his mind had been on oth­er than spir­itu­al things. At last he felt that he could sleep. He made Jacinto re­peat a Pa­ter Nos­ter with him, as he al­ways did on their night camps, rolled him­self in his blankets, and stretched out, feet to the fire. He had it in his mind, how­ever, to waken in the night and study a little the curi­ous hole his guide had so care­fully closed. After he put on the mud, Jacinto had nev­er looked in the dir­ec­tion of that hole again, and Fath­er La­tour, ob­serving In­di­an good man­ners, had tried not to glance to­ward it.

				He did waken, and the fire was still giv­ing off a rich glow of light in that lofty Goth­ic cham­ber. But there against the wall was his guide, stand­ing on some in­vis­ible foothold, his arms out­stretched against the rock, his body flattened against it, his ear over that patch of fresh mud, listen­ing; listen­ing with su­per­sen­su­al ear, it seemed, and he looked to be sup­por­ted against the rock by the in­tens­ity of his so­li­citude. The Bish­op closed his eyes without mak­ing a sound and wondered why he had sup­posed he could catch his guide asleep.

				The next morn­ing they crawled out through the stone lips, and dropped in­to a gleam­ing white world. The snow-clad moun­tains were red in the rising sun. The Bish­op stood look­ing down over ridge after ridge of wintry fir trees with the tender morn­ing break­ing over them, all their branches laden with soft, rose-col­oured clouds of vir­gin snow.

				Jacinto said it would not be worth­while to look for the mules. When the snow melted, he would re­cov­er the saddles and bridles. They floundered on foot some eight miles to a squat­ter’s cab­in, ren­ted horses, and com­pleted their jour­ney by star­light. When they reached Fath­er Vail­lant, he was sit­ting up in a bed of buf­falo skins, his fever broken, already on the way to re­cov­ery. An­oth­er good friend had reached him be­fore the Bish­op. Kit Car­son, on a deer hunt in the moun­tains with two Taos In­di­ans, had heard that this vil­lage was stricken and that the Vi­cario was there. He hur­ried to the res­cue, and got in­to the pueblo with a pack of ven­ison meat just be­fore the storm broke. As soon as Fath­er Vail­lant could sit in the saddle, Car­son and the Bish­op took him back to Santa Fe, break­ing the jour­ney in­to four days be­cause of his en­feebled state.

				

				The Bish­op kept his word, and nev­er spoke of Jacinto’s cave to any­one, but he did not cease from won­der­ing about it. It flashed in­to his mind from time to time, and al­ways with a shud­der of re­pug­nance quite un­jus­ti­fied by any­thing he had ex­per­i­enced there. It had been a hos­pit­able shel­ter to him in his ex­tremity. Yet af­ter­ward he re­membered the storm it­self, even his ex­haus­tion, with a tingling sense of pleas­ure. But the cave, which had prob­ably saved his life, he re­membered with hor­ror. No tales of won­der, he told him­self, would ever tempt him in­to a cav­ern here­after.

				At home again, in his own house, he still felt a cer­tain curi­os­ity about this ce­re­mo­ni­al cave, and Jacinto’s puzz­ling be­ha­viour. It seemed al­most to lend a col­our of prob­ab­il­ity to some of those un­pleas­ant stor­ies about the Pecos re­li­gion. He was already con­vinced that neither the white men nor the Mex­ic­ans in Santa Fe un­der­stood any­thing about In­di­an be­liefs or the work­ings of the In­di­an mind.

				Kit Car­son had told him that the pro­pri­et­or of the trad­ing post between Glori­eta Pass and the Pecos pueblo had grown up a neigh­bour to these In­di­ans, and knew as much about them as any­body. His par­ents had kept the trad­ing post be­fore him, and his moth­er was the first white wo­man in that neigh­bor­hood. The trader’s name was Zeb Orch­ard; he lived alone in the moun­tains, selling salt and sug­ar and whisky and to­bacco to red men and white. Car­son said that he was hon­est and truth­ful, a good friend to the In­di­ans, and had at one time wanted to marry a Pecos girl, but his old moth­er, who was very proud of be­ing “white,” would not hear to it, and so he had re­mained a single man and a re­cluse.

				Fath­er La­tour made a point of stop­ping for the night with this trader on one of his mis­sion­ary jour­neys, in or­der to ques­tion him about the Pecos cus­toms and ce­re­mon­ies.

				Orch­ard said that the le­gend about the un­dy­ing fire was un­ques­tion­ably true; but it was kept burn­ing, not in the moun­tain, but in their own pueblo. It was a smothered fire in a clay oven, and had been burn­ing in one of the kivas ever since the pueblo was foun­ded, cen­tur­ies ago. About the snake stor­ies, he was not cer­tain. He had seen rattlesnakes around the pueblo, to be sure, but there were rat­tlers every­where. A Pecos boy had been bit­ten on the ankle some years ago, and had come to him for whisky; he swelled up and was very sick, like any oth­er boy.

				The Bish­op asked Orch­ard if he thought it prob­able that the In­di­ans kept a great ser­pent in con­ceal­ment some­where, as was com­monly re­por­ted.

				“They do keep some sort of var­mint out in the moun­tain, that they bring in for their re­li­gious ce­re­mon­ies,” the trader said. “But I don’t know if it’s a snake or not. No white man knows any­thing about In­di­an re­li­gion, Padre.”

				As they talked fur­ther, Orch­ard ad­mit­ted that when he was a boy he had been very curi­ous about these snake stor­ies him­self, and once, at their fest­iv­al time, he had spied on the Pecos men, though that was not a very safe thing to do. He had lain in am­bush for two nights on the moun­tain, and he saw a party of In­di­ans bring­ing in a chest by torch­light. It was about the size of a wo­man’s trunk, and it was heavy enough to bend the young as­pen poles on which it was hung. “If I’d seen white men bring­ing in a chest after dark,” he ob­served, “I could have made a guess at what was in it; money, or whisky, or fire­arms. But see­ing it was In­di­ans, I can’t say. It might have been only queer-shaped rocks their an­cest­ors had taken a no­tion to. The things they value most are worth noth­ing to us. They’ve got their own su­per­sti­tions, and their minds will go round and round in the same old ruts till Judg­ment Day.”

				Fath­er La­tour re­marked that their ven­er­a­tion for old cus­toms was a qual­ity he liked in the In­di­ans, and that it played a great part in his own re­li­gion.

				The trader told him he might make good Cath­ol­ics among the In­di­ans, but he would nev­er sep­ar­ate them from their own be­liefs. “Their priests have their own kind of mys­ter­ies. I don’t know how much of it is real and how much is made up. I re­mem­ber some­thing that happened when I was a little fel­low. One night a Pecos girl, with her baby in her arms, ran in­to the kit­chen here and begged my moth­er to hide her un­til after the fest­iv­al, for she’d seen signs between the ca­ciques, and was sure they were go­ing to feed her baby to the snake. Wheth­er it was true or not, she cer­tainly be­lieved it, poor thing, and Moth­er let her stay. It made a great im­pres­sion on me at the time.”
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				Padre Martínez
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					The Old Or­der

				
				Bish­op La­tour, with Jacinto, was rid­ing through the moun­tains on his first of­fi­cial vis­it to Taos—after Al­buquerque, the largest and richest par­ish in his dio­cese. Both the priest and people there were hos­tile to Amer­ic­ans and jeal­ous of in­ter­fer­ence. Any European, ex­cept a Span­iard, was re­garded as a gringo. The Bish­op had let the par­ish alone, giv­ing their an­im­os­ity plenty of time to cool. With Car­son’s help he had in­formed him­self fully about con­di­tions there, and about the power­ful old priest, Ant­o­nio José Martínez, who was ruler in tem­por­al as well as in spir­itu­al af­fairs. In­deed, be­fore Fath­er La­tour’s en­trance upon the scene, Martínez had been dic­tat­or to all the par­ishes in north­ern New Mex­ico, and the nat­ive priests at Santa Fe were all of them un­der his thumb.

				It was com­mon talk that Padre Martínez had in­stig­ated the re­volt of the Taos In­di­ans five years ago, when Bent, the Amer­ic­an Gov­ernor, and a dozen oth­er white men were murdered and scalped. Sev­en of the Taos In­di­ans had been tried be­fore a mil­it­ary court and hanged for the murder, but no at­tempt had been made to call the plot­ting priest to ac­count. In­deed, Padre Martínez had man­aged to profit con­sid­er­ably by the af­fair.

				The In­di­ans who were sen­tenced to death had sent for their Padre and begged him to get them out of the trouble he had got them in­to. Martínez prom­ised to save their lives if they would deed him their lands, near the pueblo. This they did, and after the con­vey­ance was prop­erly ex­ecuted the Padre troubled him­self no more about the mat­ter, but went to pay a vis­it at his nat­ive town of Abi­quiu. In his ab­sence the sev­en In­di­ans were hanged on the ap­poin­ted day. Martínez now cul­tiv­ated their fer­tile farms, which made him quite the richest man in the par­ish.

				Fath­er La­tour had had po­lite cor­res­pond­ence with Martínez, but had met him only once, on that mem­or­able oc­ca­sion when the Padre had rid­den up from Taos to strengthen the Santa Fe clergy in their re­fus­al to re­cog­nize the new Bish­op. But he could see him as if that were only yes­ter­day—the priest of Taos was not a man one would eas­ily for­get. One could not have passed him on the street without feel­ing his great phys­ic­al force and his im­per­i­ous will. Not much taller than the Bish­op in real­ity, he gave the im­pres­sion of be­ing an enorm­ous man. His broad high shoulders were like a bull buf­falo’s, his big head was set de­fi­antly on a thick neck, and the full-cheeked, richly col­oured, egg-shaped Span­ish face—how vividly the Bish­op re­membered that face! It was so un­usu­al that he would be glad to see it again; a high, nar­row fore­head, bril­liant yel­low eyes set deep in strong arches, and full, flor­id cheeks—not blank areas of smooth flesh, as in Anglo-Sax­on faces, but full of mus­cu­lar activ­ity, as quick to change with feel­ing as any of his fea­tures. His mouth was the very as­ser­tion of vi­ol­ent, un­curbed pas­sions and tyr­an­nic­al self-will; the full lips thrust out and taut, like the flesh of an­im­als dis­ten­ded by fear or de­sire.

				Fath­er La­tour judged that the day of law­less per­son­al power was al­most over, even on the fron­ti­er, and this fig­ure was to him already like some­thing pic­tur­esque and im­press­ive, but really im­pot­ent, left over from the past.

				The Bish­op and Jacinto left the moun­tains be­hind them, the trail dropped to a plain covered by clumps of very old sagebrush, with trunks as thick as a man’s leg. Jacinto poin­ted out a cloud of dust mov­ing rap­idly to­ward them—a caval­cade of a hun­dred men or more, In­di­ans and Mex­ic­ans, come out to wel­come their Bish­op with shout­ing and mus­ketry.

				As the horse­men ap­proached, Padre Martínez him­self was eas­ily dis­tin­guish­able—in buck­skin breeches, high boots and sil­ver spurs, a wide Mex­ic­an hat on his head, and a great black cape wound about his shoulders like a shep­herd’s plaid. He rode up to the Bish­op and rein­ing in his black geld­ing, un­covered his head in a broad sa­luta­tion, while his es­cort sur­roun­ded the church­men and fired their mus­kets in­to the air.

				The two priests rode side by side in­to Los Ran­chos de Taos, a little town of yel­low walls and wind­ing streets and green orch­ards. The in­hab­it­ants were all gathered in the square be­fore the church. When the Bish­op dis­moun­ted to enter the church, the wo­men threw their shawls on the dusty path­way for him to walk upon, and as he passed through the kneel­ing con­greg­a­tion, men and wo­men snatched for his hand to kiss the Epis­copal ring. In his own coun­try all this would have been highly dis­taste­ful to Jean Mar­ie La­tour. Here, these demon­stra­tions seemed a part of the high col­our that was in land­scape and gar­dens, in the flam­ing cac­tus and the gaud­ily dec­or­ated al­tars—in the ag­on­ized Christs and dol­or­ous Vir­gins and the very hu­man fig­ures of the saints. He had already learned that with this people re­li­gion was ne­ces­sar­ily the­at­ric­al.

				From Los Ran­chos the party rode quickly across the grey plain in­to Taos it­self, to the priest’s house, op­pos­ite the church, where a great throng had col­lec­ted. As the people sank on their knees, one boy, a gawky lad of ten or twelve, re­mained stand­ing, his mouth open and his hat on his head. Padre Martínez reached over the heads of sev­er­al kneel­ing wo­men, snatched off the boy’s cap, and cuffed him soundly about the ears. When Fath­er La­tour mur­mured in protest, the nat­ive priest said boldly:

				“He is my own son, Bish­op, and it is time I taught him man­ners.”

				So this was to be the tune, the Bish­op re­flec­ted. His well-schooled coun­ten­ance did not change a shad­ow as he re­ceived this chal­lenge, and he passed on in­to the Padre’s house. They went at once in­to Martínez’s study, where they found a young man ly­ing on the floor, fast asleep. He was a very large young man, very stout, ly­ing on his back with his head pil­lowed on a book, and as he breathed his bulk rose and fell amaz­ingly. He wore a Fran­cis­can’s brown gown, and his hair was clipped short. At sight of the sleep­er, Padre Martínez broke in­to a laugh and gave him a not very gentle kick in the ribs. The fel­low got to his feet in great con­fu­sion, es­cap­ing through a door in­to the patio.

				“You there,” the Padre called after him, “only young men who work hard at night want to sleep in the day! You must have been study­ing by candle­light. I’ll give you an ex­am­in­a­tion in theo­logy!” This was greeted by a tit­ter of fem­in­ine laughter from the win­dows across the court, where the fu­git­ive took refuge be­hind a wash­ing hung out to dry. He bent his tall, full fig­ure and dis­ap­peared between a pair of wet sheets.

				“That was my stu­dent, Trin­id­ad,” said Martínez, “a neph­ew of my old friend Fath­er Lucero, at Ar­royo Hondo. He’s a monk, but we want him to take or­ders. We sent him to the Sem­in­ary in Dur­ango, but he was either too home­sick or too stu­pid to learn any­thing, so I’m teach­ing him here. We shall make a priest of him one day.”

				Fath­er La­tour was told to con­sider the house his own, but he had no wish to. The dis­order was al­most more than his fas­ti­di­ous taste could bear. The Padre’s study table was sprinkled with snuff, and piled so high with books that they al­most hid the cru­ci­fix hanging be­hind it. Books were heaped on chairs and tables all over the house—and the books and the floors were deep in the dust of spring sand­storms. Fath­er Martínez’s boots and hats lay about in corners, his coats and cas­socks were hung on pegs and draped over pieces of fur­niture. Yet the place seemed over­run by serving-wo­men, young and old—and by large yel­low cats with full soft fur, of a spe­cial breed, ap­par­ently. They slept in the win­dowsills, lay on the well-curb in the patio; the bold­est came, dir­ectly, to the sup­per-table, where their mas­ter fed them care­lessly from his plate.

				When they sat down to sup­per, the host in­tro­duced to the Bish­op the tall, stout young man with the pro­trud­ing front, who had been asleep on the floor. He said again that Trin­id­ad Lucero was study­ing with him, and was sup­posed to be his sec­ret­ary—adding that he spent most of his time hanging about the kit­chen and hinder­ing the girls at their work.

				These re­marks were made in the young man’s pres­ence, but did not em­bar­rass him at all. His whole at­ten­tion was fixed upon the mut­ton stew, which he began to de­vour with un­due haste as soon as his plate was put be­fore him. The Bish­op ob­served later that Trin­id­ad was treated very much like a poor re­la­tion or a ser­vant. He was sent on er­rands, was told without ce­re­mony to fetch the Padre’s boots, to bring wood for the fire, to saddle his horse. Fath­er La­tour dis­liked his per­son­al­ity so much that he could scarcely look at him. His fat face was ir­rit­at­ingly stu­pid, and had the grey, oily look of soft cheeses. The corners of his mouth were deep folds in plump­ness, like the creases in a baby’s legs, and the steel rim of his spec­tacles, where it crossed his nose, was em­bed­ded in soft flesh. He said not one word dur­ing sup­per, but ate as if he were afraid of nev­er see­ing food again. When his at­ten­tion left his plate for a mo­ment, it was fixed in the same greedy way upon the girl who served the table—and who seemed to re­gard him with care­less con­tempt. The stu­dent gave the im­pres­sion of be­ing al­ways stu­pefied by one form of sen­su­al dis­turb­ance or an­oth­er.

				Padre Martínez, with a nap­kin tied round his neck to pro­tect his cas­sock, ate and drank gen­er­ously. The Bish­op found the food poor enough, des­pite the many cooks, though the wine, which came from El Paso del Norte, was very fair.

				Dur­ing sup­per, his host asked the Bish­op flatly if he con­sidered cel­ib­acy an es­sen­tial con­di­tion of the priest’s vo­ca­tion.

				Fath­er La­tour replied merely that this ques­tion had been thrashed out many cen­tur­ies ago and de­cided once for all.

				“Noth­ing is de­cided once for all,” Martínez de­clared fiercely. “Cel­ib­acy may be all very well for the French clergy, but not for ours. St. Au­gustine him­self says it is bet­ter not to go against nature. I find every evid­ence that in his old age he re­gret­ted hav­ing prac­tised con­tin­ence.”

				The Bish­op said he would be in­ter­ested to see the pas­sages from which he drew such con­clu­sions, ob­serving that he knew the writ­ings of St. Au­gustine fairly well.

				“I have the telling pas­sages all writ­ten down some­where. I will find them be­fore you go. You have prob­ably read them with a sealed mind. Cel­ib­ate priests lose their per­cep­tions. No priest can ex­per­i­ence re­pent­ance and for­give­ness of sin un­less he him­self falls in­to sin. Since con­cu­pis­cence is the most com­mon form of tempta­tion, it is bet­ter for him to know some­thing about it. The soul can­not be humbled by fasts and pray­er; it must be broken by mor­tal sin to ex­per­i­ence for­give­ness of sin and rise to a state of grace. Oth­er­wise, re­li­gion is noth­ing but dead lo­gic.”

				“This is a sub­ject upon which we must con­fer later, and at some length,” said the Bish­op quietly. “I shall re­form these prac­tices through­out my dio­cese as rap­idly as pos­sible. I hope it will be but a short time un­til there is not a priest left who does not keep all the vows he took when he bound him­self to the ser­vice of the al­tar.”

				The swarthy Padre laughed, and threw off the big cat which had moun­ted to his shoulder. “It will keep you busy, Bish­op. Nature has got the start of you here. But for all that, our nat­ive priests are more de­vout than your French Je­suits. We have a liv­ing Church here, not a dead arm of the European Church. Our re­li­gion grew out of the soil, and has its own roots. We pay a fi­li­al re­spect to the per­son of the Holy Fath­er, but Rome has no au­thor­ity here. We do not re­quire aid from the Pro­pa­ganda, and we re­sent its in­ter­fer­ence. The Church the Fran­cis­can Fath­ers planted here was cut off; this is the second growth, and is in­di­gen­ous. Our people are the most de­vout left in the world. If you blast their faith by European form­al­it­ies, they will be­come in­fi­dels and prof­lig­ates.”

				To this elo­quence the Bish­op re­turned blandly that he had not come to de­prive the people of their re­li­gion, but that he would be com­pelled to de­prive some of the priests of their par­ishes if they did not change their way of life.

				Fath­er Martínez filled his glass and replied with per­fect good hu­mour. “You can­not de­prive me of mine, Bish­op. Try it! I will or­gan­ize my own church. You can have your French priest of Taos, and I will have the people!”

				With this the Padre left the table and stood warm­ing his back at the fire, his cas­sock pulled up about his waist to ex­pose his trousers to the blaze. “You are a young man, my Bish­op,” he went on, rolling his big head back and look­ing up at the well-smoked roof poles. “And you know noth­ing about In­di­ans or Mex­ic­ans. If you try to in­tro­duce European civil­iz­a­tion here and change our old ways, to in­ter­fere with the secret dances of the In­di­ans, let us say, or ab­ol­ish the bloody rites of the Pen­it­entes, I fore­tell an early death for you. I ad­vise you to study our nat­ive tra­di­tions be­fore you be­gin your re­forms. You are among bar­bar­ous people, my French­man, between two sav­age races. The dark things for­bid­den by your Church are a part of In­di­an re­li­gion. You can­not in­tro­duce French fash­ions here.”

				At this mo­ment the stu­dent, Trin­id­ad, got up quietly, and after an ob­sequious bow to the Bish­op, went with soft, es­cap­ing tread to­ward the kit­chen. When his brown skirt had dis­ap­peared through the door, Fath­er La­tour turned sharply to his host.

				“Martínez, I con­sider it very un­seemly to talk in this loose fash­ion be­fore young men, es­pe­cially a young man who is study­ing for the priest­hood. Fur­ther­more, I can­not see why a young man of this cal­ibre should be en­cour­aged to take or­ders. He will nev­er hold a par­ish in my dio­cese.”

				Padre Martínez laughed and showed his long, yel­low teeth. Laugh­ing did not be­come him; his teeth were too large—dis­tinctly vul­gar. “Oh, Trin­id­ad will go to Ar­royo Hondo as cur­ate to his uncle, who is grow­ing old. He’s a very de­vout fel­low, Trin­id­ad. You ought to see him in Pas­sion Week. He goes up to Abi­quiu and be­comes an­oth­er man; car­ries the heav­iest crosses to the highest moun­tains, and takes more scour­ging than any­one. He comes back here with his back so full of cac­tus spines that the girls have to pick him like a chick­en.”

				Fath­er La­tour was tired, and went to his room soon after sup­per. The bed, upon ex­am­in­a­tion, seemed clean and com­fort­able, but he felt un­cer­tain of its sur­round­ings. He did not like the air of this house. After he re­tired, the clat­ter of dish-wash­ing and the gig­gling of wo­men across the patio kept him awake a long while; and when that ceased, Fath­er Martínez began snor­ing in some cham­ber near by. He must have left his door open in­to the patio, for the adobe par­ti­tions were thick enough to smoth­er sound oth­er­wise. The Padre snored like an en­raged bull, un­til the Bish­op de­cided to go forth and find his door and close it. He arose, lit his candle, and opened his own door in half­hearted res­ol­u­tion. As the night wind blew in­to the room, a little dark shad­ow fluttered from the wall across the floor; a mouse, per­haps. But no, it was a bunch of wo­man’s hair that had been in­dol­ently tossed in­to a corner when some slov­enly fe­male toi­let was made in this room. This dis­cov­ery an­noyed the Bish­op ex­ceed­ingly.

				High Mass was at el­ev­en the next morn­ing, the par­ish priest of­fi­ci­at­ing and the Bish­op in the Epis­copal chair. He was well pleased with the church of Taos. The build­ing was clean and in good re­pair, the con­greg­a­tion large and de­vout. The del­ic­ate lace, snowy lin­en, and burn­ished brass on the al­tar told of a de­voted Al­tar Guild. The boys who served at the al­tar wore rich smocks of hand­made lace over their scar­let cas­socks. The Bish­op had nev­er heard the Mass more im­press­ively sung than by Fath­er Martínez. The man had a beau­ti­ful bari­tone voice, and he drew from some deep well of emo­tion­al power. Noth­ing in the ser­vice was slighted, every phrase and ges­ture had its full value. At the mo­ment of the El­ev­a­tion the dark priest seemed to give his whole force, his swarthy body and all its blood, to that lift­ing-up. Rightly guided, the Bish­op re­flec­ted, this Mex­ic­an might have been a great man. He had an al­to­geth­er com­pel­ling per­son­al­ity, a dis­turb­ing, mys­ter­i­ous, mag­net­ic power.

				After the con­firm­a­tion ser­vice, Fath­er Martínez had horses brought round and took the Bish­op out to see his farms and live­stock. He took him all over his ranches down in the rich bot­tom lands between Taos and the In­di­an pueblo which, as Fath­er La­tour knew, had come in­to his pos­ses­sion from the sev­en In­di­ans who were hanged. Martínez re­ferred care­lessly to the Bent mas­sacre as they rode along. He boas­ted that there had nev­er been trouble afoot in New Mex­ico that wasn’t star­ted in Taos.

				They stopped just west of the pueblo a little be­fore sun­set—a pueblo very dif­fer­ent from all the oth­ers the Bish­op had vis­ited; two large com­mun­al houses, shaped like pyr­am­ids, gold-col­oured in the af­ter­noon light, with the purple moun­tain ly­ing just be­hind them. Gold-col­oured men in white burnouses came out on the stair­like flights of roofs, and stood still as statues, ap­par­ently watch­ing the chan­ging light on the moun­tain. There was a re­li­gious si­lence over the place; no sound at all but the bleat­ing of goats com­ing home through clouds of golden dust.

				These two houses, the Padre told him, had been con­tinu­ously oc­cu­pied by this tribe for more than a thou­sand years. Coron­ado’s men found them there, and de­scribed them as a su­per­i­or kind of In­di­an, hand­some and dig­ni­fied in bear­ing, dressed in deer­skin coats and trousers like those of Europeans.

				Though the moun­tain was timbered, its lines were so sharp that it had the sculp­tured look of na­ked moun­tains like the San­di­as. The gen­er­al growth on its sides was ever­green, but the canyons and rav­ines were wooded with as­pens, so that the shape of every de­pres­sion was painted on the moun­tain­side, light green against the dark, like sym­bols; ser­pent­ine, cres­cent, half-circles. This moun­tain and its rav­ines had been the seat of old re­li­gious ce­re­mon­ies, hon­ey­combed with noise­less In­di­an life, the re­pos­it­ory of In­di­an secrets, for many cen­tur­ies, the Padre re­marked.

				“And some place in there, you may be sure, they keep Popé’s est­ufa, but no white man will ever see it. I mean the est­ufa where Popé sealed him­self up for four years and nev­er saw the light of day, when he was plan­ning the re­volt of 1680. I sup­pose you know all about that out­break, Bish­op La­tour?”

				“Some­thing, of course, from the Mar­tyr­o­logy. But I did not know that it ori­gin­ated in Taos.”

				“Haven’t I just told you that all the trouble there ever was in New Mex­ico ori­gin­ated in Taos?” boas­ted the Padre. “Popé was born a San Juan In­di­an, but so was Na­po­leon a Cor­sic­an. He op­er­ated from Taos.”

				Padre Martínez knew his coun­try, a coun­try which had no writ­ten his­tor­ies. He gave the Bish­op much the best ac­count he had heard of the great In­di­an re­volt of 1680, which ad­ded such a long chapter to the Mar­tyr­o­logy of the New World, when all the Span­iards were killed or driv­en out, and there was not one European left alive north of El Paso del Norte.

				That night after sup­per, as his host sat tak­ing snuff, Fath­er La­tour ques­tioned him closely and learned some­thing about the story of his life.

				Martínez was born dir­ectly un­der that sol­it­ary blue moun­tain on the sky­line west of Taos, shaped like a pyr­am­id with the apex sliced off, in Abi­quiu. It was one of the old­est Mex­ic­an set­tle­ments in the ter­rit­ory, sur­roun­ded by canyons so deep and ranges so rugged that it was prac­tic­ally cut off from in­ter­course with the out­side world. Be­ing so sol­it­ary, its people were sombre in tem­pera­ment, fierce and fan­at­ic­al in re­li­gion, cel­eb­rated the Pas­sion Week by cross-bear­ings and bloody scour­gings.

				Ant­o­nio José Martínez grew up there, without learn­ing to read or write, mar­ried at twenty, and lost his wife and child when he was twenty-three. After his mar­riage he had learned to read from the par­ish priest, and when he be­came a wid­ower he de­cided to study for the priest­hood. Tak­ing his clothes and the little money he got from the sale of his house­hold goods, he star­ted on horse­back for Dur­ango, in Old Mex­ico. There he entered the Sem­in­ary and began a life of la­bor­i­ous study.

				The Bish­op could ima­gine what it meant for a young man who had not learned to read un­til long after ad­oles­cence, to un­der­go a severe aca­dem­ic train­ing. He found Martínez deeply versed, not only in the Church Fath­ers, but in the Lat­in and Span­ish clas­sics. After six years at the Sem­in­ary, Martínez had re­turned to his nat­ive Abi­quiu as priest of the par­ish church there. He was pas­sion­ately at­tached to that old vil­lage un­der the pyr­am­id­al moun­tain. All the while he had been in Taos, half a life­time now, he made peri­od­ic pil­grim­ages on horse­back back to Abi­quiu, as if the fla­vour of his own yel­low earth were medi­cine to his soul. Nat­ur­ally he hated the Amer­ic­ans. The Amer­ic­an oc­cu­pa­tion meant the end of men like him­self. He was a man of the old or­der, a son of Abi­quiu, and his day was over.

				

				On his de­par­ture from Taos, the Bish­op went out of his way to make a call at Kit Car­son’s ranch house. Car­son, he knew, was away buy­ing sheep, but Fath­er La­tour wished to see the Señora Car­son to thank her again for her kind­ness to poor Mag­dalena, and to tell her of the wo­man’s happy and de­voted life with the Sis­ters in their school at Santa Fe.

				The Señora re­ceived him with that quiet but un­abashed hos­pit­al­ity which is a com­mon grace in Mex­ic­an house­holds. She was a tall wo­man, slender, with droop­ing shoulders and lus­trous black eyes and hair. Though she could not read, both her face and con­ver­sa­tion were in­tel­li­gent. To the Bish­op’s think­ing, she was hand­some; her coun­ten­ance showed that dis­cip­line of life which he ad­mired. She had a cheer­ful dis­pos­i­tion, too, and a pleas­ant sense of hu­mour. It was pos­sible to talk con­fid­en­tially to her. She said she hoped he had been com­fort­able in Padre Martínez’s house, with an in­flec­tion which told that she much doubted it, and she laughed a little when he con­fessed that he had been an­noyed by the pres­ence of Trin­id­ad Lucero.

				“Some people say he is Fath­er Lucero’s son,” she said with a shrug. “But I do not think so. More likely one of Padre Martínez’s. Did you hear what happened to him at Abi­quiu last year, in Pas­sion Week? He tried to be like the Sa­viour, and had him­self cru­ci­fied. Oh, not with nails! He was tied upon a cross with ropes, to hang there all night; they do that some­times at Abi­quiu, it is a very old-fash­ioned place. But he is so heavy that after he had hung there a few hours, the cross fell over with him, and he was very much hu­mi­li­ated. Then he had him­self tied to a post and said he would bear as many stripes as our Sa­viour—six thou­sand, as was re­vealed to St. Brid­get. But be­fore they had giv­en him a hun­dred, he fain­ted. They scourged him with cac­tus whips, and his back was so poisoned that he was sick up there for a long while. This year they sent word that they did not want him at Abi­quiu, so he had to keep Holy Week here, and every­body laughed at him.”

				Fath­er La­tour asked the Señora to tell him frankly wheth­er she thought he could put a stop to the ex­tra­vag­ances of the Pen­it­en­tial Broth­er­hood. She smiled and shook her head. “I of­ten say to my hus­band, I hope you will not try to do that. It would only set the people against you. The old people have need of their old cus­toms; and the young ones will go with the times.”

				As the Bish­op was tak­ing his leave, she put in­to his saddle­bags a beau­ti­ful piece of lace­work for Mag­dalena. “She will not be likely to use it for her­self, but she will be glad to have it to give to the Sis­ters. That bru­tal man left her noth­ing. After he was hung, there was noth­ing to sell but his gun and one burro. That was why he was go­ing to take the risk of killing two Padres for their mules—and for spite against re­li­gion, maybe! Mag­dalena said he had of­ten threatened to kill the priest at Mora.”

				

				At Santa Fe the Bish­op found Fath­er Vail­lant await­ing him. They had not seen each oth­er since East­er, and there were many things to be dis­cussed. The vigour and zeal of Bish­op La­tour’s ad­min­is­tra­tion had already been re­cog­nized at Rome, and he had lately re­ceived a let­ter from Car­din­al Fran­soni, Pre­fect of the Pro­pa­ganda, an­noun­cing that the vicar­ate of Santa Fe had been form­ally raised to a dio­cese. By the same long-delayed post came an in­vit­a­tion from the Car­din­al, ur­gently re­quest­ing Fath­er La­tour’s pres­ence at im­port­ant con­fer­ences at the Vat­ic­an dur­ing the fol­low­ing year. Though all these mat­ters must be taken up in their turn between the Bish­op and his Vicar-Gen­er­al, Fath­er Joseph had un­doubtedly come up from Al­buquerque at this par­tic­u­lar time be­cause of a lively curi­os­ity to hear how the Bish­op had been re­ceived in Taos.

				Seated in the study in their old cas­socks, with the candles lighted on the table between them, they spent a long even­ing.

				“For the present,” Fath­er La­tour re­marked, “I shall do noth­ing to change the curi­ous situ­ation at Taos. It is not ex­pedi­ent to in­ter­fere. The church is strong, the people are de­vout. No mat­ter what the con­duct of the priest has been, he has built up a strong or­gan­iz­a­tion, and his people are de­votedly loy­al to him.”

				“But can he be dis­cip­lined, do you think?”

				“Oh, there is no ques­tion of dis­cip­line! He has been a little po­tentate too long. His people would as­suredly sup­port him against a French Bish­op. For the present I shall be blind to what I do not like there.”

				“But Jean,” Fath­er Joseph broke out in agit­a­tion, “the man’s life is an open scan­dal, one hears of it every­where. Only a few weeks ago I was told a pi­ti­ful story of a Mex­ic­an girl car­ried off in one of the In­di­an raids on the Cos­tella val­ley. She was a child of eight when she was car­ried away, and was fif­teen when she was found and ransomed. Dur­ing all that time the pi­ous girl had pre­served her vir­gin­ity by a suc­ces­sion of mir­acles. She had a medal from the shrine of Our Lady of Guada­lupe tied round her neck, and she said such pray­ers as she had been taught. Her chastity was threatened many times, but al­ways some un­ex­pec­ted event aver­ted the cata­strophe. After she was found and sent back to some re­l­at­ives liv­ing in Ar­royo Hondo, she was so de­vout that she wished to be­come a re­li­gious. She was de­bauched by this Martínez, and he mar­ried her to one of his pe­ons. She is now liv­ing on one of his farms.”

				“Yes, Christóbal told me that story,” said the Bish­op with a shrug. “But Padre Martínez is get­ting too old to play the part of Don Juan much longer. I do not wish to lose the par­ish of Taos in or­der to pun­ish its priest, my friend. I have no priest strong enough to put in his place. You are the only man who could meet the situ­ation there, and you are at Al­buquerque. A year from now I shall be in Rome, and there I hope to get a Span­ish mis­sion­ary who will take over the par­ish of Taos. Only a Span­iard would be wel­comed there, I think.”

				“You are doubt­less right,” said Fath­er Joseph. “I am of­ten too hasty in my judg­ments. I may do very badly for you while you are in Europe. For I sup­pose I am to leave my dear Al­buquerque, and come to Santa Fe while you are gone?”

				“As­suredly. They will love you all the more for lack­ing you awhile. I hope to bring some more hardy Auvergnats back with me, young men from our own Sem­in­ary, and I am afraid I must put one of them in Al­buquerque. You have been there long enough. You have done all that is ne­ces­sary. I need you here, Fath­er Joseph. As it is now, one of us must ride sev­enty miles whenev­er we wish to con­verse about any­thing.”

				Fath­er Vail­lant sighed. “Ah, I sup­posed it would come! You will snatch me from Al­buquerque as you did from San­dusky. When I went there every­body was my en­emy, now every­body is my friend; there­fore it is time to go.” Fath­er Vail­lant took off his glasses, fol­ded them, and put them in their case, which act al­ways an­nounced his de­term­in­a­tion to re­tire. “So a year from now you will be in Rome. Well, I had rather be among my people in Al­buquerque, that I can say hon­estly. But Cler­mont—there I envy you. I should like to see my own moun­tains again. At least you will see all my fam­ily and bring me word of them, and you can bring me the vest­ments that my dear sis­ter Philomène and her nuns have been mak­ing for me these three years. I shall be very glad to have them.” He rose, and took up one of the candles. “And when you leave Cler­mont, Jean, put a few chest­nuts in your pock­et for me!”

			
			
				
					II

					The Miser

				
				In Feb­ru­ary Bish­op La­tour once more set out on horse­back over the Santa Fe trail, this time with Rome as his ob­ject­ive. He was ab­sent for nearly a year, and when he re­turned he brought with him four young priests from his own Sem­in­ary of Mont­fer­rand, and a Span­ish priest, Fath­er Talad­rid, whom he had found in Rome, and who was at once sent to Taos. At the Bish­op’s sug­ges­tion, Padre Martínez form­ally resigned his par­ish, with the un­der­stand­ing that he was still to cel­eb­rate Mass upon sol­emn oc­ca­sions. Not only did he avail him­self of this priv­ilege, but he con­tin­ued to per­form all mar­riages and buri­al ser­vices and to dic­tate the lives of the pa­rish­ion­ers. Very soon he and Fath­er Talad­rid were at open war.

				When the Bish­op, un­able to com­pose their dif­fer­ences, sup­por­ted the new priest, Fath­er Martínez and his friend Fath­er Lucero, of Ar­royo Hondo, mu­tinied; flatly re­fused to sub­mit, and or­gan­ized a church of their own. This, they de­clared, was the old Holy Cath­ol­ic Church of Mex­ico, while the Bish­op’s church was an Amer­ic­an in­sti­tu­tion. In both towns the great­er part of the pop­u­la­tion went over to the schis­mat­ic church, though some pi­ous Mex­ic­ans, in great per­plex­ity, at­ten­ded Mass at both. Fath­er Martínez prin­ted a long and elo­quent Pro­clam­a­tion (which very few of his pa­rish­ion­ers could read) giv­ing an his­tor­ic­al jus­ti­fic­a­tion for his schism, and deny­ing the ob­lig­a­tion of cel­ib­acy for the priest­hood. As both he and Fath­er Lucero were well on in years, this par­tic­u­lar clause could be of little be­ne­fit to any­one in their new or­gan­iz­a­tion ex­cept Trin­id­ad. After the two old priests went off in­to schism, one of their first sol­emn acts was to el­ev­ate Fath­er Lucero’s neph­ew to the priest­hood, and he ac­ted as cur­ate to them both, swinging back and forth between Taos and Ar­royo Hondo.

				The schis­mat­ic church at least ac­com­plished the re­ju­ven­a­tion of the two re­bel­li­ous priests at its head, and far and wide re­vived men’s in­terest in them—though they had al­ways fur­nished their people with plenty to talk about. Ever since they were young men with ad­join­ing par­ishes, they had been friends, cronies, rivals, some­times bit­ter en­emies. But their quar­rels could nev­er keep them apart for long.

				Old Marino Lucero had not one trait in com­mon with Martínez, ex­cept the love of au­thor­ity. He had been a miser from his youth, and lived down in the sunken world of Ar­royo Hondo in the barest poverty, though he was sup­posed to be very rich. He used to boast that his house was as poor as a burro’s stable. His bed, his cru­ci­fix, and his bean-pot were his fur­niture. He kept no live­stock but one poor mule, on which he rode over to Taos to quar­rel with his friend Martínez, or to get a sol­id din­ner when he was hungry. In his casa every day was Fri­day—un­less one of his neigh­bour wo­men cooked a chick­en and brought it in to him out of pure com­pas­sion. For his people liked him. He was grasp­ing, but not op­press­ive, and he wrung more pesos out of Ar­royo Seco and Questa than out of his own ar­royo. Thrift is such a rare qual­ity among Mex­ic­ans that they find it very amus­ing; his people loved to tell how he nev­er bought any­thing, but picked up old brooms after house­wives had thrown them away, and that he wore Padre Martínez’s gar­ments after the Padre would have them no longer, though they were so much too big for him. One of the priests’ fiercest quar­rels had come about be­cause Martínez gave some of his old clothes to a monk from Mex­ico who was study­ing at his house, and who had not where­with­al to cov­er him­self as winter came on.

				The two priests had al­ways talked shame­lessly about each oth­er. All Martínez’s best stor­ies were about Lucero, and all Lucero’s were about Martínez.

				“You see how it is,” Padre Lucero would say to the young men at a wed­ding party, “my way is bet­ter than old José Martínez’s. His nose and chin are get­ting to be close neigh­bours now, and a pet­ti­coat is not much good to him any­more. But I can still rise up­right at the sight of a dol­lar. With a new piece of money in my hand I am hap­pi­er than ever; and what can he do with a pretty girl but re­gret?”

				Av­arice, he as­sured them, was the one pas­sion that grew stronger and sweeter in old age. He had the lust for money as Martínez had for wo­men, and they had nev­er been rivals in the pur­suit of their pleas­ures. After Trin­id­ad was or­dained and went to stay with his uncle, Fath­er Lucero com­plained that he had formed gross habits liv­ing with Martínez, and was eat­ing him out of house and home. Fath­er Martínez told with de­light how Trin­id­ad sponged upon the par­ish at Ar­royo Hondo, and went about pok­ing his nose in­to one bean-pot after an­oth­er.

				When the Bish­op could no longer re­main deaf to the re­bel­lion, he sent Fath­er Vail­lant over to Taos to pub­lish the warn­ing for three weeks and ex­hort the two priests to re­nounce their heresy. On the fourth Sunday Fath­er Joseph, who com­plained that he was al­ways sent “à fou­et­ter les chats,” sol­emnly read the let­ter in which the Bish­op stripped Fath­er Martínez of the rights and priv­ileges of the priest­hood. On the af­ter­noon of the same day, he rode over to Ar­royo Hondo, eight­een miles away, and read a sim­il­ar let­ter of ex­com­mu­nic­a­tion against Fath­er Lucero.

				Fath­er Martínez con­tin­ued at the head of his schis­mat­ic church un­til, after a short ill­ness, he died and was bur­ied in schism, by Fath­er Lucero. Soon after this, Fath­er Lucero him­self fell in­to a de­cline. But even after he was ail­ing he per­formed a feat which be­came one of the le­gends of the coun­tryside—killed a rob­ber in a mid­night scuffle.

				A wan­der­ing team­ster who had been dis­charged from a wag­on train for theft, was pick­ing up a liv­ing over in Taos and there heard the stor­ies about Fath­er Lucero’s hid­den riches. He came to Ar­royo Hondo to rob the old man. Fath­er Lucero was a light sleep­er, and hear­ing stealthy sounds in the middle of the night, he reached for the carving-knife he kept hid­den un­der his mat­tress and sprang upon the in­truder. They began fight­ing in the dark, and though the thief was a young man and armed, the old priest stabbed him to death and then, covered with blood, ran out to arouse the town. The neigh­bours found the Padre’s cham­ber like a slaughter­house, his vic­tim ly­ing dead be­side the hole he had dug. They were amazed at what the old man had been able to do.

				But from the shock of that night Fath­er Lucero nev­er re­covered. He wasted away so rap­idly that his people had the horse doc­tor come from Taos to look at him. This veter­in­ary was a Yan­kee who had been suc­cess­ful in treat­ing men as well as horses, but he said he could do noth­ing for Fath­er Lucero; he be­lieved he had an in­tern­al tu­mour or a can­cer.

				Padre Lucero died re­pent­ant, and Fath­er Vail­lant, who had pro­nounced his ex­com­mu­nic­a­tion, was the one to re­con­cile him to the Church. The Vicar was in Taos on busi­ness for the Bish­op, stay­ing with Kit Car­son and the Señora. They were all sit­ting at sup­per one even­ing dur­ing a heavy rain­storm, when a horse­man rode up to the portale. Car­son went out to re­ceive him. The vis­it­or he brought in with him was Trin­id­ad Lucero, who took off his rub­ber coat and stood in a full-skir­ted cas­sock of Ar­royo Hondo make, a cru­ci­fix about his neck, seem­ing to fill the room with his size and im­port­ance. After bow­ing ce­re­mo­ni­ously to the Señora, he ad­dressed him­self to Fath­er Vail­lant in his best Eng­lish, speak­ing slowly in his thick felty voice.

				“I am the only neph­ew of Padre Lucero. My uncle is verra seek and soon to die. She has vomit the blood.” He dropped his eyes.

				“Speak to me in your own lan­guage, man!” cried Fath­er Joseph. “I can at least do more with Span­ish than you can with Eng­lish. Now tell me what you have to say of your uncle’s con­di­tion.”

				Trin­id­ad gave some ac­count of his uncle’s ill­ness, re­peat­ing sol­emnly the phrase, “She has vomit the blood,” which he seemed to find im­press­ive. The sick man wished to see Fath­er Vail­lant, and begged that he would come to him and give him the Sac­ra­ment.

				Car­son urged the Vicar to wait un­til morn­ing, as the road down in­to “the Hondo” would be badly washed by rain and dan­ger­ous to go over in the dark. But Fath­er Vail­lant said if the road were bad he could go down on foot. Ex­cus­ing him­self to the Señora Car­son, he went to his room to put on his rid­ing-clothes and get his saddle­bags. Trin­id­ad, upon in­vit­a­tion, sat down at the empty place and made the most of his op­por­tun­ity. The host saddled Fath­er Vail­lant’s mule, and the Vicar rode away, with Trin­id­ad for guide.

				Not that he needed a guide to Ar­royo Hondo, it was a place es­pe­cially dear to him, and he was al­ways glad to find a pre­text for go­ing there. How of­ten he had rid­den over there on fine days in sum­mer, or in early spring, be­fore the green was out, when the whole coun­try was pink and blue and yel­low, like a col­oured map.

				One ap­proached over a sagebrush plain that ap­peared to run level and un­broken to the base of the dis­tant moun­tains; then without warn­ing, one sud­denly found one­self upon the brink of a pre­cip­ice, of a chasm in the earth over two hun­dred feet deep, the sides sheer cliffs, but cliffs of earth, not rock. Draw­ing rein at the edge, one looked down in­to a sunken world of green fields and gar­dens, with a pink adobe town, at the bot­tom of this great ditch. The men and mules walk­ing about down there, or plow­ing the fields, looked like the fig­ures of a child’s Noah’s ark. Down the middle of the ar­royo, through the sunken fields and pas­tures, flowed a rush­ing stream which came from the high moun­tains. Its ori­gin­al source was so high, in­deed, that by merely lay­ing a closed wooden trough up the face of the cliff, the Mex­ic­ans con­veyed the wa­ter some hun­dreds of feet to an open ditch at the top of the pre­cip­ice. Fath­er Vail­lant had of­ten stopped to watch the im­prisoned wa­ter leap­ing out in­to the light like a thing alive, just where the steep trail down in­to the Hondo began. The wa­ter thus di­ver­ted was but a tiny thread of the full creek; the main stream ran down the ar­royo over a white rock bot­tom, with green wil­lows and deep hay grass and bril­liant wild flowers on its banks. Even­ing prim­roses, the fire­weed, and but­ter­fly weed grew to a trop­ic­al size and bril­liance there among the sedges.

				But this was the first time Fath­er Vail­lant had ever gone down in­to the Hondo after dark, and at the edge of the cliff he de­cided not to put Con­tento to so cruel a test. “He can do it,” he said to Trin­id­ad, “but I will not make him.” He dis­moun­ted and went on foot down the steep wind­ing trail.

				They reached Fath­er Lucero’s house be­fore mid­night. Half the pop­u­la­tion of the town seemed to be in at­tend­ance, and the place was lit up as if for a fest­iv­al. The sick man’s cham­ber was full of Mex­ic­an wo­men, sit­ting about on the floor, wrapped in their black shawls, say­ing their pray­ers with lighted candles be­fore them. One could scarcely step for the candles.

				Fath­er Vail­lant beckoned to a wo­man he knew well, Con­çeptión Gonzales, and asked her what was the mean­ing of this. She whispered that the dy­ing Padre would have it so. His sight was grow­ing dim, and he kept call­ing for more lights. All his life, Con­çeptión sighed, he had been so sav­ing of candles, and had mostly done with a pine splinter in the even­ings.

				In the corner, on the bed, Fath­er Lucero was groan­ing and toss­ing, one man rub­bing his feet, and an­oth­er wringing cloths out of hot wa­ter and put­ting them on his stom­ach to dull the pain. Señora Gonzales whispered that the sick man had been gnaw­ing the sheets for pain; she had brought over her best ones, and they were chewed to lace­work across the top.

				Fath­er Vail­lant ap­proached the bed­side, “Get away from the bed a little, my good wo­men. Ar­range yourselves along the wall, your candles blind me.”

				But as they began rising and lift­ing their can­dle­sticks from the floor, the sick man called, “No, no, do not take away the lights! Some thief will come, and I will have noth­ing left.”

				The wo­men shrugged, looked re­proach­fully at Fath­er Vail­lant, and sat down again.

				Padre Lucero was wasted to the bones. His cheeks were sunken, his hooked nose was clay-col­oured and waxy, his eyes were wild with fever. They burned up at Fath­er Joseph—great, black, glit­ter­ing, dis­trust­ful eyes. On this night of his de­par­ture the old man looked more Span­iard than Mex­ic­an. He clutched Fath­er Joseph’s hand with a grip sur­pris­ingly strong, and gave the man who was rub­bing his feet a vig­or­ous kick in the chest.

				“Have done with my feet there, and take away these wet rags. Now that the Vicar has come, I have some­thing to say, and I want you all to hear.” Fath­er Lucero’s voice had al­ways been thin and high in pitch, his pa­rish­ion­ers used to say it was like a horse talk­ing. “Señor Vi­cario, you re­mem­ber Padre Martínez? You ought to, for you served him as badly as you did me. Now listen:”

				Fath­er Lucero re­lated that Martínez, be­fore his death, had en­trus­ted to him a cer­tain sum of money to be spent in masses for the re­pose of his soul, these to be offered at his nat­ive church in Abi­quiu. Lucero had not used the money as he prom­ised, but had bur­ied it un­der the dirt floor of this room, just be­low the large cru­ci­fix that hung on the wall yon­der.

				At this point Fath­er Vail­lant again sig­nalled to the wo­men to with­draw, but as they took up their candles, Fath­er Lucero sat up in his night­shirt and cried, “Stay as you are! Are you go­ing to run away and leave me with a stranger? I trust him no more than I do you! Oh, why did God not make some way for a man to pro­tect his own after death? Alive, I can do it with my knife, old as I am. But after—?”

				The Señora Gonzales soothed Fath­er Lucero, per­suaded him to lie back upon his pil­lows and tell them what he wanted them to do. He ex­plained that this money which he had taken in trust from Martínez was to be sent to Abi­quiu and used as the Padre had wished. Un­der the cru­ci­fix, and un­der the floor be­neath the bed on which he was ly­ing, they would find his own sav­ings. One third of his hoard was for Trin­id­ad. The rest was to be spent in masses for his soul, and they were to be cel­eb­rated in the old church of San Miguel in Santa Fe.

				Fath­er Vail­lant as­sured him that all his wishes should be scru­pu­lously car­ried out, and now it was time for him to dis­miss the cares of this world and pre­pare his mind to re­ceive the Sac­ra­ment.

				“All in good time. But a man does not let go of this world so eas­ily. Where is Con­çeptión Gonzales? Come here, my daugh­ter. See to it that the money is taken up from un­der the floor while I am still in this cham­ber, be­fore my body is cold, that it is coun­ted in the pres­ence of all these wo­men, and the sum set down in writ­ing.” At this point, the old man star­ted, as with a new hope. “And Christóbal, he is the man! Christóbal Car­son must be here to count it and set it down. He is a just man. Trin­id­ad, you fool, why did you not bring Christóbal?”

				Fath­er Vail­lant was scan­dal­ized. “Un­less you com­pose your­self, Fath­er Lucero, and fix your thoughts upon Heav­en, I shall re­fuse to ad­min­is­ter the Sac­ra­ment. In your present state of mind, it would be a sac­ri­lege.”

				The old man fol­ded his hands and closed his eyes in as­sent. Fath­er Vail­lant went in­to the ad­join­ing room to put on his cas­sock and stole, and in his ab­sence Con­çeptión Gonzales covered a small table by the bed with one of her own white nap­kins and placed upon it two wax candles, and a cup of wa­ter for the min­is­trant’s hands. Fath­er Vail­lant came back in his vest­ments, with his pyx and basin of holy wa­ter, and began sprink­ling the bed and the watch­ers, re­peat­ing the an­ti­phon, As­perges me, Dom­ine, hyssopo, et mund­abor. The wo­men stole away, leav­ing their lights upon the floor. Fath­er Lucero made his con­fes­sion, re­noun­cing his heresy and ex­press­ing con­tri­tion, after which he re­ceived the Sac­ra­ment.

				The ce­re­mony calmed the tor­men­ted man, and he lay quiet with his hands fol­ded on his breast. The wo­men re­turned and sat mur­mur­ing pray­ers as be­fore. The rain drove against the win­dow panes, the wind made a hol­low sound as it sucked down through the deep ar­royo. Some of the watch­ers were droop­ing from wear­i­ness, but not one showed any wish to go home. Watch­ing be­side a deathbed was not a hard­ship for them, but a priv­ilege—in the case of a dy­ing priest it was a dis­tinc­tion.

				In those days, even in European coun­tries, death had a sol­emn so­cial im­port­ance. It was not re­garded as a mo­ment when cer­tain bod­ily or­gans ceased to func­tion, but as a dra­mat­ic cli­max, a mo­ment when the soul made its en­trance in­to the next world, passing in full con­scious­ness through a lowly door to an un­ima­gin­able scene. Among the watch­ers there was al­ways the hope that the dy­ing man might re­veal some­thing of what he alone could see; that his coun­ten­ance, if not his lips, would speak, and on his fea­tures would fall some light or shad­ow from bey­ond. The “Last Words” of great men, Na­po­leon, Lord Byron, were still prin­ted in gift-books, and the dy­ing mur­murs of every com­mon man and wo­man were listened for and treas­ured by their neigh­bours and kinsfolk. These say­ings, no mat­ter how un­im­port­ant, were giv­en orac­u­lar sig­ni­fic­ance and pondered by those who must one day go the same road.

				The still­ness of the death cham­ber was sud­denly broken when Trin­id­ad Lucero knelt down be­fore the cru­ci­fix on the wall to pray. His uncle, though all thought him asleep, began to struggle and cry out, “A thief! Help, help!” Trin­id­ad re­tired quickly, but after that the old man lay with one eye open, and no one dared go near the cru­ci­fix.

				About an hour be­fore day­break the Padre’s breath­ing be­came so pain­ful that two of the men got be­hind him and lif­ted his pil­lows. The wo­men whispered that his face was chan­ging, and they brought their candles near­er, kneel­ing close be­side his bed. His eyes were alive and had per­cep­tion in them. He rolled his head to one side and lay look­ing in­tently down in­to the candle­light, without blink­ing, while his fea­tures sharpened. Sev­er­al times his lips twitched back over his teeth. The watch­ers held their breath, feel­ing sure that he would speak be­fore he passed—and he did. After a fa­cial spasm that was like a sar­don­ic smile, and a click­ing of breath in his mouth, their Padre spoke like a horse for the last time:

				“Comete tu cola, Martínez, comete tu cola!” (Eat your tail, Martínez, eat your tail!) Al­most at once he died in a con­vul­sion.

				After day­break Trin­id­ad went forth de­clar­ing (and the Mex­ic­an wo­men con­firmed him) that at the mo­ment of death Fath­er Lucero had looked in­to the oth­er world and be­held Padre Martínez in tor­ment. As long as the Chris­ti­ans who were about that deathbed lived, the story was whispered in Ar­royo Hondo.

				

				When the floor of the priest’s house was taken up, ac­cord­ing to his last in­struc­tions, people came from as far as Taos and Santa Cruz and Mora to see the buck­skin bags of gold and sil­ver coin that were bur­ied be­neath it. Span­ish coins, French, Amer­ic­an, Eng­lish, some of them very old. When it was at length con­veyed to a Gov­ern­ment mint and ex­amined, it was val­ued at nearly twenty thou­sand dol­lars in Amer­ic­an money. A great sum for one old priest to have scraped to­geth­er in a coun­try par­ish down at the bot­tom of a ditch.
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				Doña Isa­bella
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					Don Ant­o­nio

				
				Bish­op La­tour had one very keen worldly am­bi­tion; to build in Santa Fe a cathed­ral which would be worthy of a set­ting nat­ur­ally beau­ti­ful. As he cher­ished this wish and med­it­ated upon it, he came to feel that such a build­ing might be a con­tinu­ation of him­self and his pur­pose, a phys­ic­al body full of his as­pir­a­tions after he had passed from the scene. Early in his ad­min­is­tra­tion he began set­ting aside some­thing from his mea­gre re­sources for a cathed­ral fund. In this he was as­sisted by cer­tain of the rich Mex­ic­an ranch­er­os, but by no one so much as by Don Ant­o­nio Olivares.

				Ant­o­nio Olivares was the most in­tel­li­gent and pros­per­ous mem­ber of a large fam­ily of broth­ers and cous­ins, and he was for that time and place a man of wide ex­per­i­ence, a man of the world. He had spent the great­er part of his life in New Or­leans and El Paso del Norte, but he re­turned to live in Santa Fe sev­er­al years after Bish­op La­tour took up his du­ties there. He brought with him his Amer­ic­an wife and a wag­on train of fur­niture, and settled down to spend his de­clin­ing years in the old ranch house just east of the town where he was born and had grown up. He was then a man of sixty. In early man­hood he had lost his first wife; after he went to New Or­leans he had mar­ried a second time, a Ken­tucky girl who had grown up among her re­l­at­ives in Louisi­ana. She was pretty and ac­com­plished, had been edu­cated at a French con­vent, and had done much to European­ize her hus­band. The re­fine­ment of his dress and man­ners, and his lav­ish style of liv­ing, pro­voked half-con­temp­tu­ous envy among his broth­ers and their friends.

				Olivares’s wife, Doña Isa­bella, was a de­vout Cath­ol­ic, and at their house the French priests were al­ways wel­come and were most cor­di­ally en­ter­tained. The Señora Olivares had made a pleas­ant place of the ram­bling adobe build­ing, with its great court­yard and gate­way, carved joists and beams, fine her­ring­bone ceil­ings and snug fire­places. She was a gra­cious host­ess, and though no longer very young, she was still at­tract­ive to the eye; a slight wo­man, spir­ited, quick in move­ment, with a del­ic­ate blonde com­plex­ion which she had suc­cess­fully guarded in try­ing cli­mates, and fair hair—a little silvered, and per­haps worn in too many puffs and ring­lets for the sharpen­ing out­line of her face. She spoke French well, Span­ish lamely, played the harp, and sang agree­ably.

				Cer­tainly it was a great piece of luck for Fath­er La­tour and Fath­er Vail­lant, who lived so much among pe­ons and In­di­ans and rough fron­ti­ers­men, to be able to con­verse in their own tongue now and then with a cul­tiv­ated wo­man; to sit by that hos­pit­able fireside, in rooms en­riched by old mir­rors and en­grav­ings and up­holstered chairs, where the win­dows had clean cur­tains, and the side­board and cup­boards were stocked with plate and Bel­gian glass. It was re­fresh­ing to spend an even­ing with a couple who were in­ter­ested in what was go­ing on in the out­side world, to eat a good din­ner and drink good wine, and listen to mu­sic. Fath­er Joseph, that man of in­con­sist­en­cies, had a pleas­ing ten­or voice, true though not strong. Ma­dame Olivares liked to sing old French songs with him. She was a trifle vain, it must be owned, and when she sang at all, in­sisted upon singing in three lan­guages, nev­er for­get­ting her hus­band’s fa­vour­ites, “La Pa­loma” and “La Go­lon­drina,” and “My Nelly Was a Lady.” The Negro melod­ies of Steph­en Foster had already trav­elled to the fron­ti­er, go­ing along the river high­ways, not in print, but passed on from one humble sing­er to an­oth­er.

				Don Ant­o­nio was a large man, heavy, full at the belt, a trifle bald, and very slow of speech. But his eyes were lively, and the yel­low spark in them was of­ten most per­cept­ible when he was quite si­lent. It was in­ter­est­ing to ob­serve him after din­ner, settled in one of his big chairs from New Or­leans, a ci­gar between his long golden-brown fin­gers, watch­ing his wife at her harp.

				There was gos­sip about the lady in Santa Fe, of course, since she had re­tained her beau­ti­ful com­plex­ion and her hus­band’s de­voted re­gard for so many years. The Amer­ic­ans and the Olivares broth­ers said she dressed much too youth­fully, which was per­haps true, and that she had lov­ers in New Or­leans and El Paso del Norte. Her neph­ews-in-law went so far as to de­clare that she was en­am­oured of the Mex­ic­an boy the Olivares had brought up from San Ant­o­nio to play the banjo for them—they both loved mu­sic, and this boy, Pablo, was a ma­gi­cian with his in­stru­ment. All sorts of stor­ies went out from the kit­chen; that Doña Isa­bella had a whole cham­ber full of dresses so grand that she nev­er wore them here at all; that she took gold from her hus­band’s pock­ets and hid it un­der the floor of her room; that she gave him love po­tions and herb-teas to in­crease his ar­dour. This gos­sip did not mean that her ser­vants were dis­loy­al, but rather that they were proud of their mis­tress.

				Olivares, who read the news­pa­pers, though they were weeks old when he got them, who liked ci­gars bet­ter than ci­gar­ettes, and French wine bet­ter than whisky, had little in com­mon with his young­er broth­ers. Next to his old friend Manuel Chavez, the two French priests were the men in Santa Fe whose com­pany he most en­joyed, and he let them see it. He was a man who cher­ished his friends. He liked to call at the Bish­op’s house to ad­vise him about the care of his young orch­ard, or to leave a bottle of homemade cherry brandy for Fath­er Joseph. It was Olivares who presen­ted Fath­er La­tour with the sil­ver hand-basin and pitch­er and toi­let ac­cessor­ies which gave him so much sat­is­fac­tion all the rest of his life. There were good sil­ver­smiths among the Mex­ic­ans of Santa Fe, and Don Ant­o­nio had his own toi­let-set copied in hammered sil­ver for his friend. Doña Isa­bella once re­marked that her hus­band al­ways gave Fath­er Vail­lant some­thing good for the pal­ate, and Fath­er La­tour some­thing good for the eye.

				This couple had one child, a daugh­ter, the Señor­ita In­ez, born long ago and still un­mar­ried. In­deed, it was gen­er­ally un­der­stood that she would nev­er marry. Though she had not taken the veil, her life was that of a nun. She was very plain and had none of her moth­er’s so­cial graces, but she had a beau­ti­ful con­tralto voice. She sang in the Cathed­ral choir in New Or­leans, and taught singing in a con­vent there. She came to vis­it her par­ents only once after they settled in Santa Fe, and she was a some­what sombre fig­ure in that con­vivi­al house­hold. Doña Isa­bella seemed de­votedly at­tached to her, but afraid of dis­pleas­ing her. While In­ez was there, her moth­er dressed very plainly, pinned back the little curls that hung over her right ear, and the two wo­men went to church to­geth­er all day long.

				Ant­o­nio Olivares was deeply in­ter­ested in the Bish­op’s dream of a cathed­ral. For one thing, he saw that Fath­er La­tour had set his heart on build­ing one, and Olivares was the sort of man who liked to help a friend ac­com­plish the de­sire of his heart. Fur­ther­more, he had a deep af­fec­tion for his nat­ive town, he had trav­elled and seen fine churches, and he wished there might some day be one in Santa Fe. Many a night he and Fath­er La­tour talked of it by the fire; dis­cussed the site, the design, the build­ing stone, the cost and the grave dif­fi­culties of rais­ing money. It was the Bish­op’s hope to be­gin work upon the build­ing in 1860, ten years after his ap­point­ment to the Bish­op­ric. One night, at a long-re­membered New Year’s party in his house, Olivares an­nounced in the pres­ence of his guests that be­fore the new year was gone he meant to give to the Cathed­ral fund a sum suf­fi­cient to en­able Fath­er La­tour to carry out his pur­pose.

				That sup­per party at the Olivares’ was mem­or­able be­cause of this pledge, and be­cause it marked a part­ing of old friends. Doña Isa­bella was en­ter­tain­ing the of­ficers at the Post, two of whom had re­ceived or­ders to leave Santa Fe. The pop­u­lar Com­mand­ant was called back to Wash­ing­ton, the young lieu­ten­ant of cav­alry, an Ir­ish Cath­ol­ic, lately mar­ried and very dear to Fath­er La­tour, was to be sent farther west. (Be­fore the next New Year’s Day came round he was killed in In­di­an war­fare on the plains of Ari­zona.)

				But that night the fu­ture troubled nobody; the house was full of light and mu­sic, the air warm with that simple hos­pit­al­ity of the fron­ti­er, where people dwell in ex­ile, far from their kindred, where they lead rough lives and sel­dom meet to­geth­er for pleas­ure. Kit Car­son, who greatly ad­mired Ma­dame Olivares, had come the two days’ jour­ney from Taos to be present that night, and brought along his gentle half-breed daugh­ter, lately home from a con­vent school in St. Louis. On this oc­ca­sion he wore a hand­some buck­skin coat, em­broidered in sil­ver, with brown vel­vet cuffs and col­lar. The of­ficers from the Fort were in dress uni­form, the host as usu­al wore a broad­cloth frock-coat. His wife was in a hoop-skirt, a French dress from New Or­leans, all covered with little gar­lands of pink sat­in roses. The mil­it­ary ladies came out to the Olivares place in an army wag­on, to keep their sat­in shoes from the mud. The Bish­op had put on his vi­ol­et vest, which he sel­dom wore, and Fath­er Vail­lant had donned a fresh new cas­sock, made by the lov­ing hands of his sis­ter Philomène, in Ri­om.

				Fath­er La­tour had used to feel a little ashamed that Joseph kept his sis­ter and her nuns so busy mak­ing cas­socks and vest­ments for him; but the last time he was in France he came to see all this in an­oth­er light. When he was vis­it­ing Moth­er Philomène’s con­vent, one of the young­er Sis­ters had con­fided to him what an in­spir­a­tion it was to them, liv­ing in re­tire­ment, to work for the faraway mis­sions. She told him also how pre­cious to them were Fath­er Vail­lant’s long let­ters, let­ters in which he told his sis­ter of the coun­try, the In­di­ans, the pi­ous Mex­ic­an wo­men, the Span­ish mar­tyrs of old. These let­ters, she said, Moth­er Philomène read aloud in the even­ing. The nun took Fath­er La­tour to a win­dow that jut­ted out and looked up the nar­row street to where the wall turned at an angle, cut­ting off fur­ther view. “Look,” she said, “after the Moth­er has read us one of those let­ters from her broth­er, I come and stand in this al­cove and look up our little street with its one lamp, and just bey­ond the turn there, is New Mex­ico; all that he has writ­ten us of those red deserts and blue moun­tains, the great plains and the herds of bison, and the canyons more pro­found than our deep­est moun­tain gorges. I can feel that I am there, my heart beats faster, and it seems but a mo­ment un­til the re­tir­ing-bell cuts short my dreams.” The Bish­op went away be­liev­ing that it was good for these Sis­ters to work for Fath­er Joseph.

				To­night, when Ma­dame Olivares was com­pli­ment­ing Fath­er Vail­lant on the sheen of his pop­lin and vel­vet, for some reas­on Fath­er La­tour re­called that mo­ment with the nun in her al­cove win­dow, her white face, her burn­ing eyes, and sighed.

				After sup­per was over and the toasts had been drunk, the boy Pablo was called in to play for the com­pany while the gen­tle­men smoked. The banjo al­ways re­mained a for­eign in­stru­ment to Fath­er La­tour; he found it more than a little sav­age. When this strange yel­low boy played it, there was soft­ness and lan­guor in the wire strings—but there was also a kind of mad­ness; the reck­less­ness, the call of wild coun­tries which all these men had felt and fol­lowed in one way or an­oth­er. Through clouds of ci­gar smoke, the scout and the sol­diers, the Mex­ic­an ranch­er­os and the priests, sat si­lently watch­ing the bent head and crouch­ing shoulders of the banjo play­er, and his seesaw­ing yel­low hand, which some­times lost all form and be­came a mere whirl of mat­ter in mo­tion, like a patch of sand­storm.

				Ob­serving them thus in re­pose, in the act of re­flec­tion, Fath­er La­tour was think­ing how each of these men not only had a story, but seemed to have be­come his story. Those anxious, farsee­ing blue eyes of Car­son’s, to whom could they be­long but to a scout and trail-break­er? Don Manuel Chavez, the hand­somest man of the com­pany, very el­eg­ant in vel­vet and broad­cloth, with del­ic­ately cut, dis­dain­ful fea­tures—one had only to see him cross the room, or to sit next him at din­ner, to feel the elec­tric qual­ity un­der his cold re­serve; the fierce­ness of some em­bit­ter­ment, the pas­sion for danger.

				Chavez boas­ted his des­cent from two Castili­an knights who freed the city of Chavez from the Moors in 1160. He had es­tates in the Pecos and in the San Mateo moun­tains, and a house in Santa Fe, where he hid him­self be­hind his beau­ti­ful trees and gar­dens. He loved the nat­ur­al beau­ties of his coun­try with a pas­sion, and he hated the Amer­ic­ans who were blind to them. He was jeal­ous of Car­son’s fame as an In­di­an-fight­er, de­clar­ing that he had seen more In­di­an war­fare be­fore he was twenty than Car­son would ever see. He was eas­ily Car­son’s rival as a pis­tol shot. With the bow and ar­row he had no rival; he had nev­er been beaten. No In­di­an had ever been known to shoot an ar­row as far as Chavez. Every year parties of In­di­ans came up to the Villa to shoot with him for wagers. His house and stables were full of trophies. He took a cool pleas­ure in strip­ping the In­di­ans of their horses or sil­ver or blankets, or whatever they had put up on their man. He was proud of his skill with In­di­an weapons; he had ac­quired it in a hard school.

				When he was a lad of six­teen Manuel Chavez had gone out with a party of Mex­ic­an youths to hunt Nava­jos. In those days, be­fore the Amer­ic­an oc­cu­pa­tion, “hunt­ing Nava­jos” needed no pre­text, it was a form of sport. A com­pany of Mex­ic­ans would ride west to the Navajo coun­try, raid a few sheep camps, and come home bring­ing flocks and ponies and a bunch of pris­on­ers, for every one of whom they re­ceived a large bounty from the Mex­ic­an Gov­ern­ment. It was with such a raid­ing party that the boy Chavez went out for spoil and ad­ven­ture.

				Find­ing no In­di­ans abroad, the young Mex­ic­ans pushed on farther than they had in­ten­ded. They did not know that it was the sea­son when all the rov­ing Navajo bands gath­er at the Canyon de Chelly for their re­li­gious ce­re­mon­ies, and they rode on im­petu­ously un­til they came out upon the rim of that mys­ter­i­ous and ter­ri­fy­ing canyon it­self, then swarm­ing with In­di­ans. They were im­me­di­ately sur­roun­ded, and re­treat was im­possible. They fought on the na­ked sand­stone ledges that over­hang that gulf. Don José Chavez, Manuel’s older broth­er, was cap­tain of the party, and was one of the first to fall. The com­pany of fifty were slaughtered to a man. Manuel was the fifty-first, and he sur­vived. With sev­en ar­row wounds, and one shaft clear through his body, he was left for dead in a pile of corpses.

				That night, while the Nava­jos were cel­eb­rat­ing their vic­tory, the boy crawled along the rocks un­til he had high boulders between him and the en­emy, and then star­ted east­ward on foot. It was sum­mer, and the heat of that red sand­stone coun­try is in­tense. His wounds were on fire. But he had the su­perb vi­tal­ity of early youth. He walked for two days and nights without find­ing a drop of wa­ter, cov­er­ing a dis­tance of sixty odd miles, across the plain, across the moun­tain, un­til he came to the fam­ous spring on the oth­er side, where Fort De­fi­ance was af­ter­ward built. There he drank and bathed his wounds and slept. He had had no food since the morn­ing be­fore the fight; near the spring he found some large cac­tus plants, and sli­cing away the spines with his hunt­ing-knife, he filled his stom­ach with the juicy pulp.

				From here, still without meet­ing a hu­man creature, he stumbled on un­til he reached the San Mateo moun­tain, north of La­guna. In a moun­tain val­ley he came upon a camp of Mex­ic­an shep­herds, and fell un­con­scious. The shep­herds made a lit­ter of sap­lings and their sheep­skin coats and car­ried him in­to the vil­lage of Ce­bol­leta, where he lay de­li­ri­ous for many days. Years af­ter­ward, when Chavez came in­to his in­her­it­ance, he bought that beau­ti­ful val­ley in the San Mateo moun­tain where he had sunk un­con­scious un­der two noble oak trees. He build a house between those twin oaks, and made a fine es­tate there.

				Nev­er re­con­ciled to Amer­ic­an rule, Chavez lived in se­clu­sion when he was in Santa Fe. At the first ru­mour of an In­di­an out­break, near or far, he rode off to add a few more scalps to his re­cord. He dis­trus­ted the new Bish­op be­cause of his friend­li­ness to­ward In­di­ans and Yan­kees. Be­sides, Chavez was a Martínez man. He had come here to­night only in com­pli­ment to Señora Olivares; he hated to spend an even­ing among Amer­ic­an uni­forms.

				When the banjo play­er was ex­hausted, Fath­er Joseph said that as for him, he would like a little draw­ing-room mu­sic, and he led Ma­dame Olivares to her harp. She was very charm­ing at her in­stru­ment; the pose suited her tip-tilted ca­nary head, and her little foot and white arms.

				This was the last time the Bish­op heard her sing “La Pa­loma” for her ad­mir­ing hus­band, whose eyes smiled at her even when his heavy face seemed asleep.

				

				Olivares died on Sep­tuages­ima Sunday—fell over by his own fire­place when he was light­ing the candles after sup­per, and the banjo boy was sent run­ning for the Bish­op. Be­fore mid­night two of the Olivares broth­ers, half drunk with brandy and ex­cite­ment, gal­loped out of Santa Fe, on the road to Al­buquerque, to em­ploy an Amer­ic­an law­yer.

			
			
				
					II

					The Lady

				
				Ant­o­nio Olivares’s fu­ner­al was the most sol­emn and mag­ni­fi­cent ever seen in Santa Fe, but Fath­er Vail­lant was not there. He was off on a long mis­sion­ary jour­ney to the south, and did not reach home un­til Ma­dame Olivares had been a wid­ow for some weeks. He had scarcely got off his rid­ing-boots when he was called in­to Fath­er La­tour’s study to see her law­yer.

				Olivares had en­trus­ted the man­age­ment of his af­fairs to a young Ir­ish Cath­ol­ic, Boyd O’Re­illy, who had come out from Bo­ston to prac­tise law in the new Ter­rit­ory. There were no steel safes in Santa Fe at that time, but O’Re­illy had kept Olivares’s will in his strong­box. The doc­u­ment was brief and clear: Ant­o­nio’s es­tate amoun­ted to about two hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars in Amer­ic­an money (a con­sid­er­able for­tune in those days). The in­come there­from was to be en­joyed by “my wife, Isa­bella Olivares, and her daugh­ter, In­ez Olivares,” dur­ing their lives, and after their de­cease his prop­erty was to go to the Church, to the So­ci­ety for the Propaga­tion of the Faith. The co­di­cil, in fa­vour of the Cathed­ral fund, had, un­for­tu­nately, nev­er been ad­ded to the will.

				The young law­yer ex­plained to Fath­er Vail­lant that the Olivares broth­ers had re­tained the lead­ing leg­al firm of Al­buquerque and were con­test­ing the will. Their point of at­tack was that Señor­ita In­ez was too old to be the daugh­ter of the Señora Olivares. Don Ant­o­nio had been a promis­cu­ous lov­er in his young days, and his broth­ers held that In­ez was the off­spring of some tem­por­ary at­tach­ment, and had been ad­op­ted by Doña Isa­bella. O’Re­illy had sent to New Or­leans for an at­tested copy of the mar­riage re­cord of the Olivares couple, and the birth cer­ti­fic­ate of Señor­ita In­ez. But in Ken­tucky, where the Señora was born, no birth re­cords were kept; there was no doc­u­ment to prove the age of Isa­bella Olivares, and she could not be per­suaded to ad­mit her true age. It was gen­er­ally be­lieved in Santa Fe that she was still in her early forties, in which case she would not have been more than six or eight years old at the date when In­ez was born. In real­ity the lady was past fifty, but when O’Re­illy had tried to per­suade her to ad­mit this in court, she simply re­fused to listen to him. He begged the Bish­op and the Vicar to use their in­flu­ence with her to this end.

				Fath­er La­tour shrank from in­ter­fer­ing in so del­ic­ate a mat­ter, but Fath­er Vail­lant saw at once that it was their plain duty to pro­tect the two wo­men and, at the same time, se­cure the rights of the Pro­pa­ganda. Without more ado he threw on his old cloak over his cas­sock, and the three men set off through the red mud to the Olivares’ hacienda in the hills east of the town.

				Fath­er Joseph had not been to the Olivares’ house since the night of the New Year’s party, and he sighed as he ap­proached the place, already trans­formed by neg­lect. The big gate was propped open by a pole be­cause the iron hook was gone, the court­yard was littered with rags and meat bones which the dogs had car­ried there and no one had taken away. The big par­rot cage, hanging in the portale, was filthy, and the birds were squalling. When O’Re­illy rang the bell at the out­er gate, Pablo, the banjo play­er, came run­ning out with tousled hair and a dirty shirt to ad­mit the vis­it­ors. He took them in­to the long liv­ing-room, which was empty and cold, the fire­place dark, the hearth un­swept. Chairs and win­dowsills were deep in red dust, the glass panes dirty, and streaked as if by teardrops. On the writ­ing-table were empty bottles and sticky glasses and ci­gar ends. In one corner stood the harp in its green cov­er.

				Pablo asked the Fath­ers to be seated. His mis­tress was stay­ing in bed, he said, and the cook had burnt her hand, and the oth­er maids were lazy. He brought wood and laid a fire.

				After some time, Doña Isa­bella entered, dressed in heavy mourn­ing, her face very white against the black, and her eyes red. The curls about her neck and ears were pale, too—quite ashen.

				After Fath­er Vail­lant had greeted her and spoken con­sol­ing words, the young law­yer began once more gently to ex­plain to her the dif­fi­culties that con­fron­ted them, and what they must do to de­feat the ac­tion of the Olivares fam­ily. She sat sub­missively, touch­ing her eyes and nose with her little lace handker­chief, and clearly not even try­ing to un­der­stand a word of what he said to her.

				Fath­er Joseph soon lost pa­tience and him­self ap­proached the wid­ow. “You un­der­stand, my child,” he began briskly, “that your hus­band’s broth­ers are de­term­ined to dis­reg­ard his wishes, to de­fraud you and your daugh­ter, and, even­tu­ally, the Church. This is no time for child­ish van­ity. To pre­vent this out­rage to your hus­band’s memory, you must sat­is­fy the court that you are old enough to be the moth­er of Ma­demois­elle In­ez. You must res­ol­utely de­clare your true age; fifty-three, is it not?”

				Doña Isa­bella be­came pal­lid with fright. She shrank in­to one end of the deep sofa, but her blue eyes fo­cused and gathered light, as she be­came in­tensely, ri­gidly an­im­ated in her corner—her back against the wall, as it were.

				“Fifty-three!” she cried in a voice of hor­ri­fied amazement. “Why, I nev­er heard of any­thing so out­rageous! I was forty-two my last birth­day. It was in Decem­ber, the fourth of Decem­ber. If Ant­o­nio were here, he would tell you! And he wouldn’t let you scold me and talk about busi­ness to me, either, Fath­er Joseph. He nev­er let any­body talk about busi­ness to me!” She hid her face in her little handker­chief and began to cry.

				Fath­er La­tour checked his im­petu­ous Vicar, and sat down on the sofa be­side Ma­dame Olivares, feel­ing very sorry for her and speak­ing very gently. “Forty-two to your friends, dear Ma­dame Olivares, and to the world. In heart and face you are young­er than that. But to the Law and the Church there must be a lit­er­al reck­on­ing. A form­al state­ment in court will not make you any older to your friends; it will not add one line to your face. A wo­man, you know, is as old as she looks.”

				“That’s very sweet of you to say, Bish­op La­tour,” the lady quavered, look­ing up at him with tear-bright eyes. “But I nev­er could hold up my head again. Let the Olivares have that old money. I don’t want it.”

				Fath­er Vail­lant sprang up and glared down at her as if he could put com­mon sense in­to her droop­ing head by the mere in­tens­ity of his gaze. “Four hun­dred thou­sand pesos, Señora Isa­bella!” he cried. “Ease and com­fort for you and your daugh­ter all the rest of your lives. Would you make your daugh­ter a beg­gar? The Olivares will take everything.”

				“I can’t help it about In­ez,” she pleaded. “In­ez means to go in­to the con­vent any­way. And I don’t care about the money. Ah, mon père, je voudrais mieux être jeune et men­di­ante, que n’être que vie­ille et riche, certes, oui!”

				Fath­er Joseph caught her icy cold hand. “And have you a right to de­fraud the Church of what is left to it in your trust? Have you thought of the con­sequences to your­self of such a be­tray­al?”

				Fath­er La­tour glanced sternly at his Vicar. “As­sez,” he said quietly. He took the little hand Fath­er Joseph had re­leased and bent over it, kiss­ing it re­spect­fully. “We must not press this any fur­ther. We must leave this to Ma­dame Olivares and her own con­science. I be­lieve, my daugh­ter, you will come to real­ize that this sac­ri­fice of your van­ity would be for your soul’s peace. Look­ing merely at the tem­por­al as­pect of the case, you would find poverty hard to bear. You would have to live upon the Olivares’s char­ity, would you not? I do not wish to see this come about. I have a selfish in­terest; I wish you to be al­ways your charm­ing self and to make a little poésie in life for us here. We have not much of that.”

				Ma­dame Olivares stopped cry­ing. She raised her head and sat dry­ing her eyes. Sud­denly she took hold of one of the but­tons on the Bish­op’s cas­sock and began twist­ing it with nervous fin­gers.

				“Fath­er,” she said tim­idly, “what is the young­est I could pos­sibly be, to be In­ez’s moth­er?”

				The Bish­op could not pro­nounce the ver­dict; he hes­it­ated, flushed, then passed it on to O’Re­illy with an open ges­ture of his fine white hand.

				“Fifty-two, Señora Olivares,” said the young man re­spect­fully. “If I can get you to ad­mit that, and stick to it, I feel sure we will win our case.”

				“Very well, Mr. O’Re­illy.” She bowed her head. As her vis­it­ors rose, she sat look­ing down at the dust-covered rugs. “Be­fore every­body!” she mur­mured, as if to her­self.

				When they were tramp­ing home, Fath­er Joseph said that, as for him, he would rather com­bat the su­per­sti­tions of a whole In­di­an pueblo than the van­ity of one white wo­man.

				“And I would rather do al­most any­thing than go through such a scene again,” said the Bish­op with a frown. “I don’t think I ever as­sisted at any­thing so cruel.”

				

				Boyd O’Re­illy de­feated the Olivares broth­ers and won his case. The Bish­op would not go to the court hear­ing, but Fath­er Vail­lant was there, stand­ing in the malodor­ous crowd (there were no chairs in the court room), and his knees shook un­der him when the young law­yer, with the fierce­ness born of fright, poked his fin­ger at his cli­ent and said:

				“Señora Olivares, you are fifty-two years of age, are you not?”

				Ma­dame Olivares was swathed in mourn­ing, her face a streak of shad­owed white between folds of black veil.

				“Yes, sir.” The crape barely let it through.

				The night after the ver­dict was pro­nounced, Manuel Chavez, with sev­er­al of Ant­o­nio’s old friends, called upon the wid­ow to con­grat­u­late her. Word of their in­ten­tion had gone about the town and put oth­ers in the mood to call at a house that had been closed to vis­it­ors for so long. A con­sid­er­able com­pany gathered there that even­ing, in­clud­ing some of the mil­it­ary people, and sev­er­al hered­it­ary en­emies of the Olivares broth­ers.

				The cook, stim­u­lated by the sight of the long sala full of people once more, hast­ily im­pro­vised a sup­per. Pablo put on a white shirt and a vel­vet jack­et, and began to carry up from the cel­lar his late mas­ter’s best whisky and sherry, and quarts of cham­pagne. (The Mex­ic­ans are very fond of spark­ling wines. Only a few years be­fore this, an Amer­ic­an trader who had got in­to ser­i­ous polit­ic­al trouble with the Mex­ic­an mil­it­ary au­thor­it­ies in Santa Fe, re­gained their con­fid­ence and friend­ship by present­ing them with a large wag­on ship­ment of cham­pagne—three thou­sand, three hun­dred and ninety-two bottles, in­deed!)

				This hos­pit­able mood came upon the house sud­denly, noth­ing had been pre­pared be­fore­hand. The wine­glasses were full of dust, but Pablo wiped them out with the shirt he had just taken off, and without in­struc­tions from any­one he began glid­ing about with a tray full of glasses, which he af­ter­ward re­filled many times, tak­ing his sta­tion at the side­board. Even Doña Isa­bella drank a little cham­pagne; when she had sipped one glass with the young Geor­gia cap­tain, she could not re­fuse to take an­oth­er with their nearest neigh­bour, Ferdin­and Sanc­hez, al­ways a true friend to her hus­band. Every­one was gay, the ser­vants and the guests, everything sparkled like a garden after a shower.

				Fath­er La­tour and Fath­er Vail­lant, hav­ing heard noth­ing of this spon­tan­eous gath­er­ing of friends, set off at eight o’clock to make a call upon the brave wid­ow. When they entered the court­yard, they were as­ton­ished to hear mu­sic with­in, and to see light stream­ing from the long row of win­dows be­hind the portale. Without stop­ping to knock, they opened the door in­to the sala. Many candles were burn­ing. Señors were stand­ing about in long frock-coats buttoned over full fig­ures. O’Re­illy and a group of of­ficers from the Fort sur­roun­ded the side­board, where Pablo, with a white nap­kin wrapped show­ily about his wrist, was pour­ing cham­pagne. From the oth­er end of the room soun­ded the high tinkle of the harp, and Doña Isa­bella’s voice:

				
					
						“Listen to the mock­ing­bird,
						

						Listen to the mock­ing­bird!”
					

				

				The priests waited in the door­way un­til the song was fin­ished, then went for­ward to pay their re­spects to the host­ess. She was wear­ing the un­re­lieved white that grief per­mit­ted, and the yel­low curls were bob­bing as of old—three be­hind her right ear, one over either temple, and a little row across the back of her neck. As she saw the two black fig­ures ap­proach­ing, she dropped her arms from the harp, took her sat­in toe from the ped­al, and rose, hold­ing out a hand to each. Her eyes were bright, and her face beamed with af­fec­tion for her spir­itu­al fath­ers. But her greet­ing was a play­ful re­proach, uttered loud enough to be heard above the mur­mur of con­vers­ing groups:

				“I nev­er shall for­give you, Fath­er Joseph, nor you either, Bish­op La­tour, for that aw­ful lie you made me tell in court about my age!”

				The two church­men bowed amid laughter and ap­plause.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Book
					VII
				

				The Great Dio­cese

			
			
				
					I

					The Month of Mary

				
				The Bish­op’s work was some­times as­sisted, of­ten im­peded, by ex­tern­al events.

				By the Gadsden Pur­chase, ex­ecuted three years after Fath­er La­tour came to Santa Fe, the United States took over from Mex­ico a great ter­rit­ory which now forms south­ern New Mex­ico and Ari­zona. The au­thor­it­ies at Rome no­ti­fied Fath­er La­tour that this new ter­rit­ory was to be an­nexed to his dio­cese, but that as the na­tion­al bound­ary lines of­ten cut par­ishes in two, the bound­ar­ies of Church jur­is­dic­tion must be settled by con­fer­ence with the Mex­ic­an Bish­ops of Chi­hua­hua and Son­ora. Such con­fer­ences would ne­ces­sit­ate a jour­ney of nearly four thou­sand miles. As Fath­er Vail­lant re­marked, at Rome they did not seem to real­ize that it was no easy mat­ter for two mis­sion­ar­ies on horse­back to keep up with the march of his­tory.

				The ques­tion hung fire for some years, the sub­ject of vo­lu­min­ous cor­res­pond­ence. At last, in 1858, Fath­er Vail­lant was sent to ar­range the de­bated bound­ar­ies with the Mex­ic­an Bish­ops. He star­ted in the au­tumn and spent the whole winter on the road, go­ing from El Paso del Norte west to Tuc­son, on to Santa Mag­dalena and Guay­mas, a sea­port town on the Gulf of Cali­for­nia, and did some sea­far­ing on the Pa­cific be­fore he turned home­ward.

				On his re­turn trip he was stricken with mal­ari­al fever, res­ult­ing from ex­pos­ure and bad wa­ter, and lay ser­i­ously ill in a cac­tus desert in Ari­zona. Word of his ill­ness came to Santa Fe by an In­di­an run­ner, and Fath­er La­tour and Jacinto rode across New Mex­ico and half of Ari­zona, found Fath­er Vail­lant, and brought him back by easy stages.

				He was ill in the Bish­op’s house for two months. This was the first spring that he and Fath­er La­tour had both been there at the same time, to en­joy the garden they had laid out soon after they first came to Santa Fe.

				

				It was the month of Mary and the month of May. Fath­er Vail­lant was ly­ing on an army cot, covered with blankets, un­der the grape ar­bour in the garden, watch­ing the Bish­op and his garden­er at work in the ve­get­able plots. The apple trees were in blos­som, the cherry blooms had gone by. The air and the earth in­ter­pen­et­rated in the warm gusts of spring; the soil was full of sun­light, and the sun­light full of red dust. The air one breathed was sat­ur­ated with earthy smells, and the grass un­der foot had a re­flec­tion of blue sky in it.

				This garden had been laid out six years ago, when the Bish­op brought his fruit trees (then dry switches) up from St. Louis in wag­ons, along with the blessed Sis­ters of Lor­etto, who came to found the Academy of Our Lady of Light. The school was now well es­tab­lished, reckoned a be­ne­fit to the com­munity by Prot­est­ants as well as Cath­ol­ics, and the trees were bear­ing. Cut­tings from them were already yield­ing fruit in many Mex­ic­an gar­dens. While the Bish­op was away on that first trip to Bal­timore, Fath­er Joseph had, in ad­di­tion to his many of­fi­cial du­ties, found time to in­struct their Mex­ic­an house­keep­er, Fructosa, in cook­ery. Later Bish­op La­tour took in hand Fructosa’s hus­band, Tran­quilino, and trained him as a garden­er. They had boldly planned for the fu­ture; the ground be­hind the church, between the Bish­op’s house and the Academy, they laid out as a spa­cious orch­ard and kit­chen-garden. Ever since then the Bish­op had worked on it, plant­ing and prun­ing. It was his only re­cre­ation.

				A line of young pop­lars linked the Epis­copal court­yard with the school. On the south, against the earth wall, was the one row of trees they had found grow­ing there when they first came—old, old tam­ar­isks, with twis­ted trunks. They had been so neg­lected, left to fight for life in such hard, sun­baked, burro-trod­den ground, that their trunks had the hard­ness of cypress. They looked, in­deed, like very old posts, well seasoned and pol­ished by time, mi­ra­cu­lously en­dowed with the power to burst in­to del­ic­ate fo­liage and flowers, to cov­er them­selves with long brooms of lav­ender-pink blos­som.

				Fath­er Joseph had come to love the tam­ar­isk above all trees. It had been the com­pan­ion of his wan­der­ings. All along his way through the deserts of New Mex­ico and Ari­zona, wherever he had come upon a Mex­ic­an homestead, out of the sun­baked earth, against the sun­baked adobe walls, the tam­ar­isk waved its feath­ery plumes of blu­ish green. The fam­ily burro was tied to its trunk, the chick­ens scratched un­der it, the dogs slept in its shade, the wash­ing was hung on its branches. Fath­er La­tour had of­ten re­marked that this tree seemed es­pe­cially de­signed in shape and col­our for the adobe vil­lage. The sprays of bloom which ad­orn it are merely an­oth­er shade of the red earth walls, and its fibrous trunk is full of gold and lav­ender tints. Fath­er Joseph re­spec­ted the Bish­op’s eye for such things, but him­self he loved it merely be­cause it was the tree of the people, and was like one of the fam­ily in every Mex­ic­an house­hold.

				This was a very happy sea­son for Fath­er Vail­lant. For years he had not been able prop­erly to ob­serve this month which in his boy­hood he had se­lec­ted to be the holy month of the year for him, ded­ic­ated to the con­tem­pla­tion of his Gra­cious Pat­ron­ess. In his former mis­sion­ary life, on the Great Lakes, he used al­ways to go in­to re­treat at this sea­son. But here there was no time for such things. Last year, in May, he had been on his way to the Hopi In­di­ans, rid­ing thirty miles a day; mar­ry­ing, bap­tiz­ing, con­fess­ing as he went, mak­ing camp in the sand-hills at night. His de­vo­tions had been con­stantly in­ter­rup­ted by prac­tic­al con­sid­er­a­tions.

				But this year, be­cause of his ill­ness, the month of Mary he had been able to give to Mary; to Her he had con­sec­rated his wak­ing hours. At night he sank to sleep with the sense of Her pro­tec­tion. In the morn­ing when he awoke, be­fore he had opened his eyes, he was con­scious of a spe­cial sweet­ness in the air—Mary, and the month of May. Alma Ma­ter re­demp­tor­is! Once more he had been able to wor­ship with the ar­dour of a young re­li­gious, for whom re­li­gion is pure per­son­al de­vo­tion, un­al­loyed by ex­pedi­ency and the be­numb­ing cares of a mis­sion­ary’s work. Once again this had been his month; his Pat­ron­ess had giv­en it to him, the sea­son that had al­ways meant so much in his re­li­gious life.

				He smiled to re­mem­ber a time long ago, when he was a young cur­ate in Cendre, in the Puy-de-Dôme; how he had planned a sea­son of spe­cial de­vo­tion to the Blessed Vir­gin for May, and how the old priest to whom he was as­sist­ant had blas­ted his hopes by cold dis­ap­prov­al. The old man had come through the Ter­ror, had been trained in the aus­ter­ity of those days of the per­se­cu­tion of the clergy, and he was not un­touched by Jansen­ism. Young Fath­er Joseph bore his re­buke with meek­ness, and went sadly to his own cham­ber. There he took his ros­ary and spent the en­tire day in pray­er. “Not ac­cord­ing to my de­sires, but if it is for thy glory, grant me this boon, O Mary, my hope.” In the even­ing of that same day the old pas­tor sent for him, and un­so­li­cited gran­ted him the re­quest he had so sternly denied in the morn­ing. How joy­fully Fath­er Joseph had writ­ten all this to his sis­ter Philomène, then a pu­pil with the nuns of the Vis­it­a­tion in their nat­ive Ri­om, beg­ging her to make him a quant­ity of ar­ti­fi­cial flowers for his May al­tar. How richly she had re­spon­ded!—and she re­joiced no less than he that his May de­vo­tions were so largely at­ten­ded, es­pe­cially by the young people of the par­ish, in whom a not­able in­crease of piety was mani­fest. Fath­er Vail­lant’s had been a close-knit fam­ily—los­ing their moth­er while they were yet chil­dren had brought the broth­ers and sis­ters the closer to­geth­er—and with this sis­ter, Philomène, he had shared all his hopes and de­sires and his deep­est re­li­gious life.

				Ever since then, all the most im­port­ant events in his own his­tory had oc­curred in the blessed month when this sin­ful and sul­lied world puts on white as if to com­mem­or­ate the An­nun­ci­ation, and be­comes, for a little, lovely enough to be in truth the Bride of Christ. It was in May that he had been giv­en grace to per­form the hard­est act of his life; to leave his coun­try, to part from his dear sis­ter and his fath­er (un­der what sad cir­cum­stances!), and to start for the New World to take up a mis­sion­ary’s la­bours. That part­ing was not a part­ing, but an es­cape—a run­ning away, a be­tray­al of fam­ily trust for the sake of a high­er trust. He could smile at it now, but at the time it had been ter­rible enough. The Bish­op, thin­ning car­rots yon­der, would re­mem­ber. It was be­cause of what Fath­er La­tour had been to him in that hour, in­deed, that Fath­er Joseph was here in a garden in Santa Fe. He would nev­er have left his dear San­dusky when the newly ap­poin­ted Bish­op asked him to share his hard­ships, had he not said to him­self: “Ah, now it is he who is torn by per­plex­ity! I will be to him now what he was to me that day when we stood by the road­side, wait­ing for the di­li­gence to Par­is, and my pur­pose broke, and—he saved me.”

				That time came back upon Fath­er Vail­lant now so keenly that he wiped a little mois­ture from his eyes—(he was quickly moved, after the way of sick people) and he cleared his glasses and called:

				“Fath­er La­tour, it is time for you to rest your back. You have been stoop­ing over a great while.”

				The Bish­op came and sat down in a wheel­bar­row that stood at the edge of the ar­bour.

				“I have been think­ing that I shall no longer pray for your speedy re­cov­ery, Joseph. The only way I can keep my Vicar with­in call is to have him sick.”

				Fath­er Joseph smiled.

				“You are not in Santa Fe a great deal your­self, my Bish­op.”

				“Well, I shall be here this sum­mer, and I hope to keep you with me. This year I want you to see my lo­tus flowers. Tran­quilino will let the wa­ter in­to my lake this af­ter­noon.” The lake was a little pond in the middle of the garden, in­to which Tran­quilino, clev­er with wa­ter, like all Mex­ic­ans, had piped a stream from the Santa Fe creek flow­ing near at hand. “Last sum­mer, while you were away,” the Bish­op con­tin­ued, “we had more than a hun­dred lo­tus blos­soms float­ing on that little lake. And all from five bulbs that I put in­to my valise in Rome.”

				“When do they blos­som?”

				“They be­gin in June, but they are at their best in Ju­ly.”

				“Then you must hurry them up a little. For with my Bish­op’s per­mis­sion, I shall be gone in Ju­ly.”

				“So soon? And why?”

				Fath­er Vail­lant moved un­eas­ily un­der his blankets. “To hunt for lost Cath­ol­ics, Jean! Ut­terly lost Cath­ol­ics, down in your new ter­rit­ory, to­wards Tuc­son. There are hun­dreds of poor fam­il­ies down there who have nev­er seen a priest. I want to go from house to house this time, to every little set­tle­ment. They are full of de­vo­tion and faith, and it has noth­ing to feed upon but the most mis­taken su­per­sti­tions. They re­mem­ber their pray­ers all wrong. They can­not read, and since there is no one to in­struct them, how can they get right? They are like seeds, full of ger­min­a­tion but with no mois­ture. A mere con­tact is enough to make them a liv­ing part of the Church. The more I work with the Mex­ic­ans, the more I be­lieve it was people like them our Sa­viour bore in mind when He said, Un­less ye be­come as little chil­dren. He was think­ing of people who are not clev­er in the things of this world, whose minds are not upon gain and worldly ad­vance­ment. These poor Chris­ti­ans are not thrifty like our coun­try people at home; they have no ven­er­a­tion for prop­erty, no sense of ma­ter­i­al val­ues. I stop a few hours in a vil­lage, I ad­min­is­ter the sac­ra­ments and hear con­fes­sions, I leave in every house some little token, a ros­ary or a re­li­gious pic­ture, and I go away feel­ing that I have con­ferred im­meas­ur­able hap­pi­ness, and have re­leased faith­ful souls that were shut away from God by neg­lect.

				“Down near Tuc­son a Pima In­di­an con­vert once asked me to go off in­to the desert with him, as he had some­thing to show me. He took me in­to a place so wild that a man less ac­cus­tomed to these things might have mis­trus­ted and feared for his life. We des­cen­ded in­to a ter­ri­fy­ing canyon of black rock, and there in the depths of a cave, he showed me a golden chalice, vest­ments and cruets, all the paraphernalia for cel­eb­rat­ing Mass. His an­cest­ors had hid­den these sac­red ob­jects there when the mis­sion was sacked by Apaches, he did not know how many gen­er­a­tions ago. The secret had been handed down in his fam­ily, and I was the first priest who had ever come to re­store to God his own. To me, that is the situ­ation in a par­able. The Faith, in that wild fron­ti­er, is like a bur­ied treas­ure; they guard it, but they do not know how to use it to their soul’s sal­va­tion. A word, a pray­er, a ser­vice, is all that is needed to set free those souls in bond­age. I con­fess I am cov­et­ous of that mis­sion. I de­sire to be the man who re­stores these lost chil­dren to God. It will be the greatest hap­pi­ness of my life.”

				The Bish­op did not reply at once to this ap­peal. At last he said gravely, “You must real­ize that I have need of you here, Fath­er Joseph. My du­ties are too many for one man.”

				“But you do not need me so much as they do!” Fath­er Joseph threw off his cov­er­ings and sat up in his cas­sock, put­ting his feet to the ground. “Any one of our good French priests from Mont­fer­rand can serve you here. It is work that can be done by in­tel­li­gence. But down there it is work for the heart, for a par­tic­u­lar sym­pathy, and none of our new priests un­der­stand those poor natures as I do. I have al­most be­come a Mex­ic­an! I have learned to like chili col­or­ado and mut­ton fat. Their fool­ish ways no longer of­fend me, their very faults are dear to me. I am their man!”

				“Ah, no doubt, no doubt! But I must in­sist upon your ly­ing down for the present.”

				Fath­er Vail­lant, flushed and ex­cited, dropped back upon his pil­lows, and the Bish­op took a short turn through the garden—to the row of tam­ar­isk trees and back. He walked slowly, with even, un­hes­it­at­ing pace, with that slender, un­ri­gid erect­ness, and the fine car­riage of head, which al­ways made him seem mas­ter of the situ­ation. No one would have guessed that a sharp struggle was go­ing on with­in him. Fath­er Joseph’s im­pas­sioned re­quest had spoiled a cher­ished plan, and brought Fath­er La­tour a bit­ter per­son­al dis­ap­point­ment. There was but one thing to do—and be­fore he reached the tam­ar­isks he had done it. He broke off a spray of the dry lilac-col­oured flowers to punc­tu­ate and seal, as it were, his re­nun­ci­ation. He re­turned with the same easy, de­lib­er­ate tread, and stood smil­ing be­side the army cot.

				“Your feel­ing must be your guide in this mat­ter, Joseph. I shall put no obstacles in your way. A cer­tain care for your health I must in­sist upon, but when you are quite well, you must fol­low the duty that calls loudest.”

				They were both si­lent for a few mo­ments. Fath­er Joseph closed his eyes against the sun­light, and Fath­er La­tour stood lost in thought, draw­ing the plume of tam­ar­isk blos­som ab­sently through his del­ic­ate, rather nervous fin­gers. His hands had a curi­ous au­thor­ity, but not the calmness so of­ten seen in the hands of priests; they seemed al­ways to be in­vest­ig­at­ing and mak­ing firm de­cisions.

				The two friends were roused from their re­flec­tions by a frantic beat­ing of wings. A bright flock of pi­geons swept over their heads to the far end of the garden, where a wo­man was just emer­ging from the gate that led in­to the school grounds; Mag­dalena, who came every day to feed the doves and to gath­er flowers. The Sis­ters had giv­en her charge of the al­tar dec­or­a­tion of the school chapel for this month, and she came for the Bish­op’s apple blos­soms and daf­fodils. She ad­vanced in a whirl­wind of gleam­ing wings, and Tran­quilino dropped his spade and stood watch­ing her. At one mo­ment the whole flock of doves caught the light in such a way that they all be­came in­vis­ible at once, dis­solved in light and dis­ap­peared as salt dis­solves in wa­ter. The next mo­ment they flashed around black and sil­ver against the sun. They settled upon Mag­dalena’s arms and shoulders, ate from her hand. When she put a crust of bread between her lips, two doves hung in the air be­fore her face, stir­ring their wings and peck­ing at the morsel. A hand­some wo­man she had grown to be, with her comely fig­ure and the deep claret col­our un­der the golden brown of her cheeks.

				“Who would think, to look at her now, that we took her from a place where every vile­ness of cruelty and lust was prac­tised!” mur­mured Fath­er Vail­lant. “Not since the days of early Chris­tian­ity has the Church been able to do what it can here.”

				“She is but twenty-sev­en or -eight years old. I won­der wheth­er she ought not to marry again,” said the Bish­op thought­fully. “Though she seems so con­ten­ted, I have some­times sur­prised a tra­gic shad­ow in her eyes. Do you re­mem­ber the ter­rible look in her eyes when we first saw her?”

				“Can I ever for­get it! But her very body has changed. She was then a shape­less, cringing creature. I thought her half-wit­ted. No, no! She has had enough of the storms of this world. Here she is safe and happy.” Fath­er Vail­lant sat up and called to her. “Mag­dalena, Mag­dalena, my child, come here and talk to us for a little. Two men grow lonely when they see nobody but each oth­er.”

			
			
				
					II

					Decem­ber Night

				
				Fath­er Vail­lant had been ab­sent in Ari­zona since mid­sum­mer, and it was now Decem­ber. Bish­op La­tour had been go­ing through one of those peri­ods of cold­ness and doubt which, from his boy­hood, had oc­ca­sion­ally settled down upon his spir­it and made him feel an ali­en, wherever he was. He at­ten­ded to his cor­res­pond­ence, went on his rounds among the par­ish priests, held ser­vices at mis­sions that were without pas­tors, su­per­in­ten­ded the build­ing of the ad­di­tion to the Sis­ters’ school: but his heart was not in these things.

				One night about three weeks be­fore Christ­mas he was ly­ing in his bed, un­able to sleep, with the sense of fail­ure clutch­ing at his heart. His pray­ers were empty words and brought him no re­fresh­ment. His soul had be­come a bar­ren field. He had noth­ing with­in him­self to give his priests or his people. His work seemed su­per­fi­cial, a house built upon the sands. His great dio­cese was still a hea­then coun­try. The In­di­ans trav­elled their old road of fear and dark­ness, bat­tling with evil omens and an­cient shad­ows. The Mex­ic­ans were chil­dren who played with their re­li­gion.

				As the night wore on, the bed on which the Bish­op lay be­came a bed of thorns; he could bear it no longer. Get­ting up in the dark, he looked out of the win­dow and was sur­prised to find that it was snow­ing, that the ground was already lightly covered. The full moon, hid­den by veils of cloud, threw a pale phos­phor­es­cent lu­min­ous­ness over the heav­ens, and the towers of the church stood up black against this sil­very fleece. Fath­er La­tour felt a long­ing to go in­to the church to pray; but in­stead he lay down again un­der his blankets. Then, real­iz­ing that it was the cold of the church he shrank from, and des­pising him­self, he rose again, dressed quickly, and went out in­to the court, throw­ing on over his cas­sock that faith­ful old cloak that was the twin of Fath­er Vail­lant’s.

				They had bought the cloth for those coats in Par­is, long ago, when they were young men stay­ing at the Sem­in­ary for For­eign Mis­sions in the rue du Bac, pre­par­ing for their first voy­age to the New World. The cloth had been made up in­to caped rid­ing-cloaks by a Ger­man tail­or in Ohio, and lined with fox fur. Years af­ter­ward, when Fath­er La­tour was about to start on his long jour­ney in search of his Bish­op­ric, that same tail­or had made the cloaks over and re­lined them with squir­rel skins, as more ap­pro­pri­ate for a mild cli­mate. These memor­ies and many oth­ers went through the Bish­op’s mind as he wrapped the trusty gar­ment about him and crossed the court to the sac­risty, with the big iron key in his hand.

				The court was white with snow, and the shad­ows of walls and build­ings stood out sharply in the faint light from the moon muffled in va­pour. In the deep door­way of the sac­risty he saw a crouch­ing fig­ure—a wo­man, he made out, and she was weep­ing bit­terly. He raised her up and took her in­side. As soon as he had lit a candle, he re­cog­nized her, and could have guessed her er­rand.

				It was an old Mex­ic­an wo­man, called Sada, who was slave in an Amer­ic­an fam­ily. They were Prot­est­ants, very hos­tile to the Ro­man Church, and they did not al­low her to go to Mass or to re­ceive the vis­its of a priest. She was care­fully watched at home—but in winter, when the heated rooms of the house were de­sir­able to the fam­ily, she was put to sleep in a wood­shed. To­night, un­able to sleep for the cold, she had gathered cour­age for this hero­ic ac­tion, had slipped out through the stable door and come run­ning up an al­ley­way to the House of God to pray. Find­ing the front doors of the church fastened, she had made her way in­to the Bish­op’s garden and come round to the sac­risty, only to find that, too, shut against her.

				The Bish­op stood hold­ing the candle and watch­ing her face while she spoke her few words; a dark brown pe­on face, worn thin and sharp by life and sor­row. It seemed to him that he had nev­er seen pure good­ness shine out of a hu­man coun­ten­ance as it did from hers. He saw that she had no stock­ings un­der her shoes—the cast-off raw­hides of her mas­ter—and be­neath her frayed black shawl was only a thin calico dress, covered with patches. Her teeth struck to­geth­er as she stood try­ing to con­trol her shiv­er­ing. With one move­ment of his free hand the Bish­op took the furred cloak from his shoulders and put it about her. This frightened her. She cowered un­der it, mur­mur­ing, “Ah, no, no, Padre!”

				“You must obey your Padre, my daugh­ter. Draw that cloak about you, and we will go in­to the church to pray.”

				The church was ut­terly black ex­cept for the red spark of the sanc­tu­ary lamp be­fore the high al­tar. Tak­ing her hand, and hold­ing the candle be­fore him, he led her across the choir to the Lady Chapel. There he began to light the tapers be­fore the Vir­gin. Old Sada fell on her knees and kissed the floor. She kissed the feet of the Holy Moth­er, the ped­es­tal on which they stood, cry­ing all the while. But from the work­ing of her face, from the beau­ti­ful tremors which passed over it, he knew they were tears of ec­stasy.

				“Nine­teen years, Fath­er; nine­teen years since I have seen the holy things of the al­tar!”

				“All that is passed, Sada. You have re­membered the holy things in your heart. We will pray to­geth­er.”

				The Bish­op knelt be­side her, and they began, O Holy Mary, Queen of Vir­gins. …

				More than once Fath­er Vail­lant had spoken to the Bish­op of this aged cap­tive. There had been much whis­per­ing among the de­vout wo­men of the par­ish about her pi­ti­ful case. The Smiths, with whom she lived, were Geor­gia people, who had at one time lived in El Paso del Norte, and they had taken her back to their nat­ive State with them. Not long ago some dis­grace had come upon this fam­ily in Geor­gia, they had been forced to sell all their Negro slaves and flee the State. The Mex­ic­an wo­man they could not sell be­cause they had no leg­al title to her, her po­s­i­tion was ir­reg­u­lar. Now that they were back in a Mex­ic­an coun­try, the Smiths were afraid their char­wo­man might es­cape from them and find asylum among her own people, so they kept strict watch upon her. They did not al­low her to go out­side their own patio, not even to ac­com­pany her mis­tress to mar­ket.

				Two wo­men of the Al­tar Guild had been so bold as to go in­to the patio to talk with Sada when she was wash­ing clothes, but they had been rudely driv­en away by the mis­tress of the house. Mrs. Smith had come run­ning out in­to the court, half dressed, and told them that if they had busi­ness at her casa they were to come in by the front door, and not sneak in through the stable to fright­en a poor silly creature. When they said they had come to ask Sada to go to Mass with them, she told them she had got the poor creature out of the clutches of the priests once, and would see to it that she did not fall in­to them again.

				Even after that re­buff a very pi­ous neigh­bour wo­man had tried to say a word to Sada through the al­ley door of the stable, where she was un­load­ing wood off the burro. But the old ser­vant had put her fin­ger to her lips and mo­tioned the vis­it­or away, glan­cing back over her shoulder the while with such an ex­pres­sion of ter­ror that the in­truder hastened off, sur­mising that Sada would be harshly used if she were caught speak­ing to any­one. The good wo­man went im­me­di­ately to Fath­er Vail­lant with this story, and he had con­sul­ted the Bish­op, de­clar­ing that some­thing ought to be done to se­cure the con­sol­a­tions of re­li­gion for the bond­wo­man. But the Bish­op replied that the time was not yet; for the present it was in­ex­pedi­ent to ant­ag­on­ize these people. The Smiths were the lead­ers of a small group of low-caste Prot­est­ants who took every oc­ca­sion to make trouble for the Cath­ol­ics. They hung about the door of the church on fest­iv­al days with mock­ery and loud laughter, spoke in­solently to the nuns in the street, stood jeer­ing and blas­phem­ing when the pro­ces­sion went by on Cor­pus Christi Sunday. There were five sons in the Smith fam­ily, fel­lows of low habits and evil tongues. Even the two young­er boys, still chil­dren, showed a vi­cious dis­pos­i­tion. Tran­quilino had re­peatedly driv­en these two boys out of the Bish­op’s garden, where they came with their lewd com­pan­ions to rob the young pear trees or to speak filth against the priests.

				When they rose from their knees, Fath­er La­tour told Sada he was glad to know that she re­membered her pray­ers so well.

				“Ah, Padre, every night I say my Ros­ary to my Holy Moth­er, no mat­ter where I sleep!” de­clared the old creature pas­sion­ately, look­ing up in­to his face and press­ing her knot­ted hands against her breast.

				When he asked if she had her beads with her, she was con­fused. She kept them tied with a cord around her waist, un­der her clothes, as the only place she could hide them safely.

				He spoke sooth­ingly to her. “Re­mem­ber this, Sada; in the year to come, and dur­ing the Novena be­fore Christ­mas, I will not for­get to pray for you whenev­er I of­fer the Blessed Sac­ri­fice of the Mass. Be at rest in your heart, for I will re­mem­ber you in my si­lent sup­plic­a­tions be­fore the al­tar as I do my own sis­ters and my nieces.”

				Nev­er, as he af­ter­ward told Fath­er Vail­lant, had it been per­mit­ted him to be­hold such deep ex­per­i­ence of the holy joy of re­li­gion as on that pale Decem­ber night. He was able to feel, kneel­ing be­side her, the pre­cious­ness of the things of the al­tar to her who was without pos­ses­sions; the tapers, the im­age of the Vir­gin, the fig­ures of the saints, the Cross that took away in­dig­nity from suf­fer­ing and made pain and poverty a means of fel­low­ship with Christ. Kneel­ing be­side the much en­dur­ing bond­wo­man, he ex­per­i­enced those holy mys­ter­ies as he had done in his young man­hood. He seemed able to feel all it meant to her to know that there was a Kind Wo­man in Heav­en, though there were such cruel ones on earth. Old people, who have felt blows and toil and known the world’s hard hand, need, even more than chil­dren do, a wo­man’s ten­der­ness. Only a Wo­man, di­vine, could know all that a wo­man can suf­fer.

				Not of­ten, in­deed, had Jean Mar­ie La­tour come so near to the Foun­tain of all Pity as in the Lady Chapel that night; the pity that no man born of wo­man could ever ut­terly cut him­self off from; that was for the mur­der­er on the scaf­fold, as it was for the dy­ing sol­dier or the mar­tyr on the rack. The beau­ti­ful concept of Mary pierced the priest’s heart like a sword.

				“O Sac­red Heart of Mary!” she mur­mured by his side, and he felt how that name was food and raiment, friend and moth­er to her. He re­ceived the mir­acle in her heart in­to his own, saw through her eyes, knew that his poverty was as bleak as hers. When the King­dom of Heav­en had first come in­to the world, in­to a cruel world of tor­ture and slaves and mas­ters, He who brought it had said, “And who­so­ever is least among you, the same shall be first in the King­dom of Heav­en.” This church was Sada’s house, and he was a ser­vant in it.

				The Bish­op heard the old wo­man’s con­fes­sion. He blessed her and put both hands upon her head. When he took her down the nave to let her out of the church, Sada made to lift his cloak from her shoulders. He re­strained her, telling her she must keep it for her own, and sleep in it at night. But she slipped out of it hur­riedly; such a thought seemed to ter­rify her. “No, no, Fath­er. If they were to find it on me!” More than that, she did not ac­cuse her op­press­ors. But as she put it off, she stroked the old gar­ment and pat­ted it as if it were a liv­ing thing that had been kind to her.

				Hap­pily Fath­er La­tour be­thought him of a little sil­ver medal, with a fig­ure of the Vir­gin, he had in his pock­et. He gave it to her, telling her that it had been blessed by the Holy Fath­er him­self. Now she would have a treas­ure to hide and guard, to ad­ore while her watch­ers slept. Ah, he thought, for one who can­not read—or think—the Im­age, the phys­ic­al form of Love!

				He fit­ted the great key in­to its lock, the door swung slowly back on its wooden hinges. The peace without seemed all one with the peace in his own soul. The snow had stopped, the gauzy clouds that had ribbed the arch of heav­en were now all sunk in­to one soft white fog bank over the San­gre de Cristo moun­tains. The full moon shone high in the blue vault, majest­ic, lonely, be­nign. The Bish­op stood in the door­way of his church, lost in thought, look­ing at the line of black foot­prints his de­part­ing vis­it­or had left in the wet scurf of snow.

			
			
				
					III

					Spring in the Navajo Coun­try

				
				Fath­er Vail­lant was away in Ari­zona all winter. When the first hint of spring was in the air, the Bish­op and Jacinto set out on a long ride across New Mex­ico, to the Painted Desert and the Hopi vil­lages. After they left Oraibi, the Bish­op rode sev­er­al days to the south, to vis­it a Navajo friend who had lately lost his only son, and who had paid the Bish­op the com­pli­ment of send­ing word of the boy’s death to him at Santa Fe.

				Fath­er La­tour had known Eusa­bio a long while, had met him soon after he first came to his new dio­cese. The Navajo was in Santa Fe at that time, as­sist­ing the mil­it­ary of­ficers to quiet an out­break of the nev­er-end­ing quar­rel between his people and the Hopis. Ever since then the Bish­op and the In­di­an chief had en­ter­tained an in­creas­ing re­gard for each oth­er. Eusa­bio brought his son all the way to Santa Fe to have the Bish­op bap­tize him—that one be­loved son who had died dur­ing this last winter.

				Though he was ten years young­er than Fath­er La­tour, Eusa­bio was one of the most in­flu­en­tial men among the Navajo people, and one of the richest in sheep and horses. In Santa Fe and Al­buquerque he was re­spec­ted for his in­tel­li­gence and au­thor­ity, and ad­mired for his fine pres­ence. He was ex­tremely tall, even for a Navajo, with a face like a Ro­man gen­er­al’s of Re­pub­lic­an times. He al­ways dressed very el­eg­antly in vel­vet and buck­skin rich with bead and quill em­broid­ery, belted with sil­ver, and wore a blanket of the finest wool and design. His arms, un­der the loose sleeves of his shirt, were covered with sil­ver brace­lets, and on his breast hung very old neck­laces of wam­pum and tur­quoise and cor­al—Medi­ter­ranean cor­al, that had been left in the Navajo coun­try by Coron­ado’s cap­tains when they passed through it on their way to dis­cov­er the Hopi vil­lages and the Grand Canyon.

				Eusa­bio lived, with his re­l­at­ives and de­pend­ents, in a group of hogans on the Col­or­ado Chi­quito; to the west and south and north his kins­men her­ded his great flocks.

				Fath­er La­tour and Jacinto ar­rived at the cluster of booth-like cab­ins dur­ing a high sand­storm, which circled about them and their mules like snow in a bliz­zard and all but ob­lit­er­ated the land­scape. The Navajo came out of his house and took pos­ses­sion of An­gel­ica by her bridle-bit. At first he did not open his lips, merely stood hold­ing Fath­er La­tour’s very fine white hand in his very fine dark one, and looked in­to his face with a mes­sage of sor­row and resig­na­tion in his deep-set, eagle eyes. A wave of feel­ing passed over his bronze fea­tures as he said slowly:

				“My friend has come.”

				That was all, but it was everything; wel­come, con­fid­ence, ap­pre­ci­ation.

				For his lodging the Bish­op was giv­en a sol­it­ary hogan, a little apart from the set­tle­ment. Eusa­bio quickly fur­nished it with his best skins and blankets, and told his guest that he must tarry a few days there and re­cov­er from his fa­tigue. His mules were tired, the In­di­an said, the Padre him­self looked weary, and the way to Santa Fe was long.

				The Bish­op thanked him and said he would stay three days; that he had need for re­flec­tion. His mind had been taken up with prac­tic­al mat­ters ever since he left home. This seemed a spot where a man might get his thoughts to­geth­er. The river, a con­sid­er­able stream at this time of the year, wound among mounds and dunes of loose sand which whirled through the air all day in the bois­ter­ous spring winds. The sand banked up against the hogan the Bish­op oc­cu­pied, and filtered through chinks in the walls, which were made of sap­lings plastered with clay.

				Be­side the river was a grove of tall, na­ked cot­ton­woods—trees of great an­tiquity and enorm­ous size—so large that they seemed to be­long to a by­gone age. They grew far apart, and their strange twis­ted shapes must have come about from the cease­less winds that bent them to the east and scoured them with sand, and from the fact that they lived with very little wa­ter—the river was nearly dry here for most of the year. The trees rose out of the ground at a slant, and forty or fifty feet above the earth all these white, dry trunks changed their dir­ec­tion, grew back over their base line. Some split in­to great forks which arched down al­most to the ground; some did not fork at all, but the main trunk dipped down­ward in a strong curve, as if drawn by a bow­string; and some ter­min­ated in a thick co­rus­ca­tion of growth, like a crooked palm tree. They were all liv­ing trees, yet they seemed to be of old, dead, dry wood, and had very scant fo­liage. High up in the forks, or at the end of a pre­pos­ter­ous length of twis­ted bough, would burst a faint bou­quet of del­ic­ate green leaves—out of all keep­ing with the great lengths of seasoned white trunk and branches. The grove looked like a winter wood of gi­ant trees, with clusters of mistle­toe grow­ing among the bare boughs.

				Navajo hos­pit­al­ity is not in­trus­ive. Eusa­bio made the Bish­op un­der­stand that he was glad to have him there, and let him alone. Fath­er La­tour lived for three days in an al­most per­petu­al sand­storm—cut off from even this re­mote little In­di­an camp by mov­ing walls and tapestries of sand. He either sat in his house and listened to the wind, or walked abroad un­der those aged, wind-dis­tor­ted trees, muffled in an In­di­an blanket, which he kept drawn up over his mouth and nose. Since his ar­rival he had un­der­taken to de­cide wheth­er he would be jus­ti­fied in re­call­ing Fath­er Vail­lant from Tuc­son. The Vicar’s oc­ca­sion­al let­ters, brought by trav­el­lers, showed that he was highly con­tent where he was, restor­ing the old mis­sion church of St. Xavi­er del Bac, which he de­clared to be the most beau­ti­ful church on the con­tin­ent, though it had been neg­lected for more than two hun­dred years.

				Since Fath­er Vail­lant went away the Bish­op’s bur­dens had grown heav­ier and heav­ier. The new priests from Auvergne were all good men, faith­ful and un­tir­ing in car­ry­ing out his wishes; but they were still strangers to the coun­try, tim­id about mak­ing de­cisions, and re­ferred every dif­fi­culty to their Bish­op. Fath­er La­tour needed his Vicar, who had so much tact with the nat­ives, so much sym­pathy with all their short­com­ings. When they were to­geth­er, he was al­ways curb­ing Fath­er Vail­lant’s hope­ful rash­ness—but left alone, he greatly missed that very qual­ity. And he missed Fath­er Vail­lant’s com­pan­ion­ship—why not ad­mit it?

				Al­though Jean Mar­ie La­tour and Joseph Vail­lant were born in neigh­bour­ing par­ishes in the Puy-de-Dôme, as chil­dren they had not known each oth­er. The La­tours were an old fam­ily of schol­ars and pro­fes­sion­al men, while the Vail­lants were people of a much hum­bler sta­tion in the pro­vin­cial world. Be­sides, little Joseph had been away from home much of the time, up on the farm in the Volvic moun­tains with his grand­fath­er, where the air was es­pe­cially pure, and the coun­try quiet salut­ary for a child of nervous tem­pera­ment. The two boys had not come to­geth­er un­til they were Sem­in­ari­ans at Mont­fer­rand, in Cler­mont.

				When Jean Mar­ie was in his second year at the Sem­in­ary, he was stand­ing on the re­cre­ation ground one day at the open­ing of the term, look­ing with curi­os­ity at the new stu­dents. In the group, he no­ticed one of pe­cu­li­arly un­prom­ising ap­pear­ance; a boy of nine­teen who was un­der­sized, very pale, homely in fea­ture, with a wart on his chin and tow-col­oured hair that made him look like a Ger­man. This boy seemed to feel his glance, and came up at once, as if he had been called. He was ap­par­ently quite un­con­scious of his home­li­ness, was not at all shy, but in­tensely in­ter­ested in his new sur­round­ings. He asked Jean La­tour his name, where he came from, and his fath­er’s oc­cu­pa­tion. Then he said with great sim­pli­city:

				“My fath­er is a baker, the best in Ri­om. In fact, he’s a re­mark­able baker.”

				Young La­tour was amused, but ex­pressed po­lite ap­pre­ci­ation of this con­fid­ence. The queer lad went on to tell him about his broth­er and his aunt, and his clev­er little sis­ter, Philomène. He asked how long La­tour had been at the Sem­in­ary.

				“Have you al­ways in­ten­ded to take or­ders? So have I, but I very nearly went in­to the army in­stead.”

				The year pre­vi­ous, after the sur­render of Al­gi­ers, there had been a mil­it­ary re­view at Cler­mont, a great dis­play of uni­forms and mil­it­ary bands, and stir­ring speeches about the glory of French arms. Young Joseph Vail­lant had lost his head in the ex­cite­ment, and had signed up for a vo­lun­teer without con­sult­ing his fath­er. He gave La­tour a vivid ac­count of his pat­ri­ot­ic emo­tions, of his fath­er’s dis­pleas­ure, and his own sub­sequent re­morse. His moth­er had wished him to be­come a priest. She died when he was thir­teen, and ever since then he had meant to carry out her wish and to ded­ic­ate his life to the ser­vice of the Di­vine Moth­er. But that one day, among the bands and the uni­forms, he had for­got­ten everything but his de­sire to serve France.

				Sud­denly young Vail­lant broke off, say­ing that he must write a let­ter be­fore the hour was over, and tuck­ing up his gown he ran away at full speed. La­tour stood look­ing after him, re­solved that he would take this new boy un­der his pro­tec­tion. There was some­thing about the baker’s son that had giv­en their meet­ing the col­our of an ad­ven­ture; he meant to re­peat it. In that first en­counter, he chose the lively, ugly boy for his friend. It was in­stant­an­eous. La­tour him­self was much cool­er and more crit­ic­al in tem­per; hard to please, and of­ten a little grey in mood.

				Dur­ing their Sem­in­ary years he had eas­ily sur­passed his friend in schol­ar­ship, but he al­ways real­ized that Joseph ex­celled him in the fer­vour of his faith. After they be­came mis­sion­ar­ies, Joseph had learned to speak Eng­lish, and later, Span­ish, more read­ily than he. To be sure, he spoke both lan­guages very in­cor­rectly at first, but he had no van­ity about gram­mar or re­fine­ment of phrase. To com­mu­nic­ate with pe­ons, he was quite will­ing to speak like a pe­on.

				Though the Bish­op had worked with Fath­er Joseph for twenty-five years now, he could not re­con­cile the con­tra­dic­tions of his nature. He simply ac­cep­ted them, and, when Joseph had been away for a long while, real­ized that he loved them all. His Vicar was one of the most truly spir­itu­al men he had ever known, though he was so pas­sion­ately at­tached to many of the things of this world. Fond as he was of good eat­ing and drink­ing, he not only ri­gidly ob­served all the fasts of the Church, but he nev­er com­plained about the hard­ness and scanti­ness of the fare on his long mis­sion­ary jour­neys. Fath­er Joseph’s rel­ish for good wine might have been a fault in an­oth­er man. But al­ways frail in body, he seemed to need some quick phys­ic­al stim­u­lant to sup­port his sud­den flights of pur­pose and ima­gin­a­tion. Time and again the Bish­op had seen a good din­ner, a bottle of claret, trans­formed in­to spir­itu­al en­ergy un­der his very eyes. From a little feast that would make oth­er men heavy and de­sirous of re­pose, Fath­er Vail­lant would rise up re­vived, and work for ten or twelve hours with that ar­dour and thor­ough­ness which ac­com­plished such last­ing res­ults.

				The Bish­op had of­ten been em­bar­rassed by his Vicar’s per­sist­ence in beg­ging for the par­ish, for the Cathed­ral fund and the dis­tant mis­sions. Yet for him­self, Fath­er Joseph was scarcely ac­quis­it­ive to the point of de­cency. He owned noth­ing in the world but his mule, Con­tento. Though he re­ceived rich vest­ments from his sis­ter in Ri­om, his daily ap­par­el was rough and shabby. The Bish­op had a large and valu­able lib­rary, at least, and many com­forts for his house. There were his beau­ti­ful skins and blankets—presents from Eusa­bio and his oth­er In­di­an friends. The Mex­ic­an wo­men, skilled in nee­dle­work and lace-mak­ing and hem­stitch­ing, presen­ted him with fine lin­en for his per­son, his bed, and his table. He had sil­ver plate, giv­en him by the Olivares and oth­ers of his rich pa­rish­ion­ers. But Fath­er Vail­lant was like the saints of the early Church, lit­er­ally without per­son­al pos­ses­sions.

				In his youth, Joseph had wished to lead a life of se­clu­sion and sol­it­ary de­vo­tion; but the truth was, he could not be happy for long without hu­man in­ter­course. And he liked al­most every­one. In Ohio, when they used to travel to­geth­er in stage­coaches, Fath­er La­tour had no­ticed that every time a new pas­sen­ger pushed his way in­to the already crowded stage, Joseph would look pleased and in­ter­ested, as if this were an agree­able ad­di­tion—where­as he him­self felt an­noyed, even if he con­cealed it. The ugly con­di­tions of life in Ohio had nev­er troubled Joseph. The hideous houses and churches, the ill-kept farms and gar­dens, the slov­enly, sor­did as­pect of the towns and coun­tryside, which con­tinu­ally de­pressed Fath­er La­tour, he seemed scarcely to per­ceive. One would have said he had no feel­ing for come­li­ness or grace. Yet mu­sic was a pas­sion with him. In San­dusky it had been his de­light to spend even­ing after even­ing with his Ger­man choir­mas­ter, train­ing the young people to sing Bach ora­tor­i­os.

				Noth­ing one could say of Fath­er Vail­lant ex­plained him. The man was much great­er than the sum of his qual­it­ies. He ad­ded a glow to whatever kind of hu­man so­ci­ety he was dropped down in­to. A Navajo hogan, some ab­jectly poor little huddle of Mex­ic­an huts, or a com­pany of Monsi­gnori and Car­din­als at Rome—it was all the same.

				The last time the Bish­op was in Rome he had heard an amus­ing story from Monsignor Mazzuc­chi, who had been sec­ret­ary to Gregory XVI at the time when Fath­er Vail­lant went from his Ohio mis­sion for his first vis­it to the Holy City.

				Joseph had stayed in Rome for three months, liv­ing on about forty cents a day and leav­ing noth­ing un­seen. He sev­er­al times asked Mazzuc­chi to se­cure him a private audi­ence with the Pope. The sec­ret­ary liked the mis­sion­ary from Ohio; there was some­thing ab­rupt and lively and naïf about him, a kind of fresh­ness he did not of­ten find in the priests who flocked to Rome. So he ar­ranged an in­ter­view at which only the Holy Fath­er and Fath­er Vail­lant and Mazzuc­chi were present.

				The mis­sion­ary came in, at­ten­ded by a cham­ber­lain who car­ried two great black valises full of ob­jects to be blessed—in­stead of one, as was cus­tom­ary. After his re­cep­tion, Fath­er Joseph began to pour out such a vivid ac­count of his mis­sions and broth­er mis­sion­ar­ies, that both the Holy Fath­er and the sec­ret­ary for­got to take ac­count of time, and the audi­ence las­ted three times as long as such in­ter­views were sup­posed to last. Gregory XVI, that ar­is­to­crat­ic and auto­crat­ic pre­l­ate, who stood so con­sist­ently on the wrong side in European polit­ics, and was the en­emy of Free Italy, had done more than any of his pre­de­cessors to propag­ate the Faith in re­mote parts of the world. And here was a mis­sion­ary after his own heart. Fath­er Vail­lant asked for bless­ings for him­self, his fel­low priests, his mis­sions, his Bish­op. He opened his big valises like ped­lars’ packs, full of crosses, ros­ar­ies, pray­er-books, medals, brevi­ar­ies, on which he begged more than the usu­al bless­ing. The as­ton­ished cham­ber­lain had come and gone sev­er­al times, and Mazzuc­chi at last re­minded the Holy Fath­er that he had oth­er en­gage­ments. Fath­er Vail­lant caught up his two valises him­self, the cham­ber­lain not be­ing there at the mo­ment, and thus laden, was bow­ing him­self back­ward out of the pres­ence, when the Pope rose from his chair and lif­ted his hand, not in be­ne­dic­tion but in sa­luta­tion, and called out to the de­part­ing mis­sion­ary, as one man to an­oth­er, “Cor­ag­gio, Amer­icano!”

				

				Bish­op La­tour found his Navajo house fa­vour­able for re­flec­tion, for re­call­ing the past and plan­ning the fu­ture. He wrote long let­ters to his broth­er and to old friends in France. The hogan was isol­ated like a ship’s cab­in on the ocean, with the mur­mur­ing of great winds about it. There was no open­ing ex­cept the door, al­ways open, and the air without had the tur­bid yel­low light of sand­storms. All day long the sand came in through the cracks in the walls and formed little ridges on the earth floor. It rattled like sleet upon the dead leaves of the tree-branch roof. This house was so frail a shel­ter that one seemed to be sit­ting in the heart of a world made of dusty earth and mov­ing air.

			
			
				
					IV

					Eusa­bio

				
				On the third day of his vis­it with Eusa­bio, the Bish­op wrote a some­what form­al let­ter of re­call to his Vicar, and then went for his daily walk in the desert. He stayed out un­til sun­set, when the wind fell and the air cleared to a crys­tal sharp­ness. As he was re­turn­ing, still a mile or more up the river, he heard the deep sound of a cot­ton­wood drum, beaten softly. He sur­mised that the sound came from Eusa­bio’s house, and that his friend was at home.

				Re­tra­cing his steps to the set­tle­ment, Fath­er La­tour found Eusa­bio seated be­side his door­way, singing in the Navajo lan­guage and beat­ing softly on one end of his long drum. Be­fore him two very little In­di­an boys, about four and five years old, were dan­cing to the mu­sic, on the hard beaten ground. Two wo­men, Eusa­bio’s wife and sis­ter, looked on from the deep twi­light of the hut.

				The little boys did not no­tice the stranger’s ap­proach. They were en­tirely en­grossed in their oc­cu­pa­tion, their faces ser­i­ous, their chocol­ate-col­oured eyes half closed. The Bish­op stood watch­ing the flow­ing, supple move­ments of their arms and shoulders, the sure rhythm of their tiny moc­casined feet, no lar­ger than cot­ton­wood leaves, as without a word of in­struc­tion they fol­lowed the ir­reg­u­lar and strangely-ac­cen­ted mu­sic. Eusa­bio him­self wore an ex­pres­sion of re­li­gious grav­ity. He sat with the drum between his knees, his broad shoulders bent for­ward; a crim­son banda covered his fore­head to hold his black hair. The sil­ver on his dark wrists glittered as he stroked the drum­head with a stick or merely tapped it with his fin­gers. When he fin­ished the song he was singing, he rose and in­tro­duced the little boys, his neph­ews, by their In­di­an names, Eagle Feath­er and Medi­cine Moun­tain, after which he nod­ded to them in dis­missal. They van­ished in­to the house. Eusa­bio handed the drum to his wife and walked away with his guest.

				“Eusa­bio,” said the Bish­op, “I want to send a let­ter to Fath­er Vail­lant, at Tuc­son. I will send Jacinto with it, provided you can spare me one of your people to ac­com­pany me back to Santa Fe.”

				“I my­self will ride with you to the Villa,” said Eusa­bio. The Nava­jos still called the cap­it­al by its old name.

				Ac­cord­ingly, on the fol­low­ing morn­ing, Jacinto was dis­patched south­ward, and Fath­er La­tour and Eusa­bio, with their pack-mule, rode to the east.

				The ride back to Santa Fe was some­thing un­der four hun­dred miles. The weath­er al­tern­ated between blind­ing sand­storms and bril­liant sun­light. The sky was as full of mo­tion and change as the desert be­neath it was mono­ton­ous and still—and there was so much sky, more than at sea, more than any­where else in the world. The plain was there, un­der one’s feet, but what one saw when one looked about was that bril­liant blue world of sting­ing air and mov­ing cloud. Even the moun­tains were mere ant­hills un­der it. Else­where the sky is the roof of the world; but here the earth was the floor of the sky. The land­scape one longed for when one was far away, the thing all about one, the world one ac­tu­ally lived in, was the sky, the sky!

				Trav­el­ling with Eusa­bio was like trav­el­ling with the land­scape made hu­man. He ac­cep­ted chance and weath­er as the coun­try did, with a sort of grave en­joy­ment. He talked little, ate little, slept any­where, pre­served a coun­ten­ance open and warm, and like Jacinto he had un­fail­ing good man­ners. The Bish­op was rather sur­prised that he stopped so of­ten by the way to gath­er flowers. One morn­ing he came back with the mules, hold­ing a bunch of crim­son flowers—long, tube-shaped bells, that hung lightly from one side of a na­ked stem and trembled in the wind.

				“The In­di­ans call rain­bow flower,” he said, hold­ing them up and mak­ing the red tubes quiver. “It is early for these.”

				When they left the rock or tree or sand dune that had sheltered them for the night, the Navajo was care­ful to ob­lit­er­ate every trace of their tem­por­ary oc­cu­pa­tion. He bur­ied the em­bers of the fire and the rem­nants of food, un­piled any stones he had piled to­geth­er, filled up the holes he had scooped in the sand. Since this was ex­actly Jacinto’s pro­ced­ure, Fath­er La­tour judged that, just as it was the white man’s way to as­sert him­self in any land­scape, to change it, make it over a little (at least to leave some mark of me­mori­al of his so­journ), it was the In­di­an’s way to pass through a coun­try without dis­turb­ing any­thing; to pass and leave no trace, like fish through the wa­ter, or birds through the air.

				It was the In­di­an man­ner to van­ish in­to the land­scape, not to stand out against it. The Hopi vil­lages that were set upon rock me­sas were made to look like the rock on which they sat, were im­per­cept­ible at a dis­tance. The Navajo hogans, among the sand and wil­lows, were made of sand and wil­lows. None of the pueblos would at that time ad­mit glass win­dows in­to their dwell­ings. The re­flec­tion of the sun on the glaz­ing was to them ugly and un­nat­ur­al—even dan­ger­ous. Moreover, these In­di­ans dis­liked nov­elty and change. They came and went by the old paths worn in­to the rock by the feet of their fath­ers, used the old nat­ur­al stair­way of stone to climb to their mesa towns, car­ried wa­ter from the old springs, even after white men had dug wells.

				In the work­ing of sil­ver or drilling of tur­quoise the In­di­ans had ex­haust­less pa­tience; upon their blankets and belts and ce­re­mo­ni­al robes they lav­ished their skill and pains. But their con­cep­tion of dec­or­a­tion did not ex­tend to the land­scape. They seemed to have none of the European’s de­sire to “mas­ter” nature, to ar­range and re-cre­ate. They spent their in­genu­ity in the oth­er dir­ec­tion; in ac­com­mod­at­ing them­selves to the scene in which they found them­selves. This was not so much from in­dol­ence, the Bish­op thought, as from an in­her­ited cau­tion and re­spect. It was as if the great coun­try were asleep, and they wished to carry on their lives without awaken­ing it; or as if the spir­its of earth and air and wa­ter were things not to ant­ag­on­ize and arouse. When they hunted, it was with the same dis­cre­tion; an In­di­an hunt was nev­er a slaughter. They rav­aged neither the rivers nor the forest, and if they ir­rig­ated, they took as little wa­ter as would serve their needs. The land and all that it bore they treated with con­sid­er­a­tion; not at­tempt­ing to im­prove it, they nev­er de­sec­rated it.

				As Fath­er La­tour and Eusa­bio ap­proached Al­buquerque, they oc­ca­sion­ally fell in with com­pany; In­di­ans go­ing to and fro on the long wind­ing trails across the plain, or up in­to the San­dia moun­tains. They had all of them the same quiet way of mov­ing, wheth­er their pace was swift or slow, and the same un­ob­trus­ive de­mean­our: an In­di­an wrapped in his bright blanket, seated upon his mule or walk­ing be­side it, mov­ing through the pale new-bud­ding sagebrush, wind­ing among the sand waves, as if it were his busi­ness to pass un­seen and un­heard through a coun­try awaken­ing with spring.

				North of La­guna two Zuñi run­ners sped by them, go­ing some­where east on “In­di­an busi­ness.” They sa­luted Eusa­bio by ges­tures with the open palm, but did not stop. They coursed over the sand with the fleet­ness of young ante­lope, their bod­ies dis­ap­pear­ing and re­appear­ing among the sand dunes, like the shad­ows that eagles cast in their strong, un­hur­ried flight.
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				Gold Un­der Pike’s Peak
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					Cathed­ral

				
				Fath­er Vail­lant had been in Santa Fe nearly three weeks, and as yet noth­ing had been re­vealed to him that war­ran­ted his Bish­op in call­ing him back from Tuc­son. One morn­ing Fructosa came in­to the garden to tell him that lunch would be earli­er than usu­al, as the Bish­op was go­ing to ride some­where that af­ter­noon. Half an hour later he joined his su­per­i­or in the din­ing-room.

				The Bish­op sel­dom lunched alone. That was the hour when he could most con­veni­ently en­ter­tain a priest from one of the dis­tant par­ishes, an army of­ficer, an Amer­ic­an trader, a vis­it­or from Old Mex­ico or Cali­for­nia. He had no par­lour—his din­ing-room served that pur­pose. It was long and cool, with win­dows only at the west end, open­ing in­to the garden. The green ja­lousies let in a tempered light. Sun­beams played on the white, roun­ded walls and twinkled on the glass and sil­ver of the side­board. When Ma­dame Olivares left Santa Fe to re­turn to New Or­leans and sold her ef­fects at auc­tion, Fath­er La­tour bought her side­board, and the din­ing-table around which friends had so of­ten gathered. Doña Isa­bella gave him her sil­ver cof­fee ser­vice and can­de­labra for re­mem­brance. They were the only or­na­ments of the severe and shad­owy room.

				The Bish­op was already at his place when Fath­er Joseph entered. “Fructosa has told you why we are lunch­ing early? We will take a ride this af­ter­noon. I have some­thing to show you.”

				“Very good. Per­haps you have no­ticed that I am a little rest­less. I don’t know when I have been two weeks out of the saddle be­fore. When I go to vis­it Con­tento in his stall, he looks at me re­prov­ingly. He will grow too fat.”

				The Bish­op smiled, with a shade of sar­casm on his up­per lip. He knew his Joseph. “Ah, well,” he said care­lessly, “a little rest will not hurt him, after com­ing six hun­dred miles from Tuc­son. You can take him out this af­ter­noon, and I will ride An­gel­ica.”

				The two priests left Santa Fe a little after mid­day, rid­ing west. The Bish­op did not dis­close his ob­ject­ive, and the Vicar asked no ques­tions. Soon they left the wag­on road and took a trail run­ning straight south, through an empty grease­wood coun­try slop­ing gradu­ally in the dir­ec­tion of the na­ked blue San­dia moun­tains.

				At about four o’clock they came out upon a ridge high over the Rio Grande val­ley. The trail dropped down a long de­cline at this point and wound about the foot of the San­di­as in­to Al­buquerque, some sixty miles away. This ridge was covered with cone-shaped, rocky hills, thinly clad with piñons, and the rock was a curi­ous shade of green, some­thing between sea-green and olive. The thin, pebbly earth, which was merely the rock pul­ver­ized by weath­er, had the same green tint. Fath­er La­tour rode to an isol­ated hill that beetled over the west­ern edge of the ridge, just where the trail des­cen­ded. This hill stood up high and quite alone, boldly fa­cing the de­clin­ing sun and the blue San­di­as. As they drew close to it, Fath­er Vail­lant no­ticed that on the west­ern face the earth had been scooped away, ex­pos­ing a rugged wall of rock—not green like the sur­round­ing hills, but yel­low, a strong golden ochre, very much like the gold of the sun­light that was now beat­ing upon it. Picks and crow­bars lay about, and frag­ments of stone, freshly broken off.

				“It is curi­ous, is it not, to find one yel­low hill among all these green ones?” re­marked the Bish­op, stoop­ing to pick up a piece of the stone. “I have rid­den over these hills in every dir­ec­tion, but this is the only one of its kind.” He stood re­gard­ing the chip of yel­low rock that lay in his palm. As he had a very spe­cial way of hand­ling ob­jects that were sac­red, he ex­ten­ded that man­ner to things which he con­sidered beau­ti­ful. After a mo­ment of si­lence he looked up at the rugged wall, gleam­ing gold above them. “That hill, Blanchet, is my Cathed­ral.”

				Fath­er Joseph looked at his Bish­op, then at the cliff, blink­ing. “Vraiment? Is the stone hard enough? A good col­our, cer­tainly; some­thing like the colon­nade of St. Peter’s.”

				The Bish­op smoothed the piece of rock with his thumb. “It is more like some­thing near­er home—I mean, near­er Cler­mont. When I look up at this rock I can al­most feel the Rhone be­hind me.”

				“Ah, you mean the old Palace of the Popes, at Avign­on! Yes, you are right, it is very like. At this hour, it is like this.”

				The Bish­op sat down on a boulder, still look­ing up at the cliff. “It is the stone I have al­ways wanted, and I found it quite by chance. I was com­ing back from Is­leta. I had been to see old Padre Je­sus when he was dy­ing. I had nev­er come by this trail, but when I reached Santo Domin­go I found the road so washed by a heavy rain that I turned out and de­cided to try this way home. I rode up here from the west in the late af­ter­noon; this hill con­fron­ted me as it con­fronts us now, and I knew in­stantly that it was my Cathed­ral.”

				“Oh, such things are nev­er ac­ci­dents, Jean. But it will be a long while be­fore you can think of build­ing.”

				“Not so very long, I hope. I should like to com­plete it be­fore I die—if God so wills. I wish to leave noth­ing to chance, or to the mercy of Amer­ic­an build­ers. I had rather keep the old adobe church we have now than help to build one of those hor­rible struc­tures they are put­ting up in the Ohio cit­ies. I want a plain church, but I want a good one. I shall cer­tainly nev­er lift my hand to build a clumsy af­fair of red brick, like an Eng­lish coach-house. Our own Midi Romanesque is the right style for this coun­try.”

				Fath­er Vail­lant sniffed and wiped his glasses. “If you once be­gin think­ing about ar­chi­tects and styles, Jean! And if you don’t get Amer­ic­an build­ers, whom will you get, pray?”

				“I have an old friend in Toulouse who is a very fine ar­chi­tect. I talked this mat­ter over with him when I was last at home. He can­not come him­self; he is afraid of the long sea voy­age, and not used to horse­back travel. But he has a young son, still at his stud­ies, who is eager to un­der­take the work. In­deed, his fath­er writes me that it has be­come the young man’s dearest am­bi­tion to build the first Romanesque church in the New World. He will have stud­ied the right mod­els; he thinks our old churches of the Midi the most beau­ti­ful in France. When we are ready, he will come and bring with him a couple of good French stone­cut­ters. They will cer­tainly be no more ex­pens­ive than work­men from St. Louis. Now that I have found ex­actly the stone I want, my Cathed­ral seems to me already be­gun. This hill is only about fif­teen miles from Santa Fe; there is an up­grade, but it is gradu­al. Haul­ing the stone will be easi­er than I could have hoped for.”

				“You plan far ahead.” Fath­er Vail­lant looked at his friend won­der­ingly. “Well, that is what a Bish­op should be able to do. As for me, I see only what is un­der my nose. But I had no idea you were go­ing in for fine build­ing, when everything about us is so poor—and we ourselves are so poor.”

				“But the Cathed­ral is not for us, Fath­er Joseph. We build for the fu­ture—bet­ter not lay a stone un­less we can do that. It would be a shame to any man com­ing from a Sem­in­ary that is one of the ar­chi­tec­tur­al treas­ures of France, to make an­oth­er ugly church on this con­tin­ent where there are so many already.”

				“You are prob­ably right. I had nev­er thought of it be­fore. It nev­er oc­curred to me that we could have any­thing but an Ohio church here. Your an­cest­ors helped to build Cler­mont Cathed­ral, I re­mem­ber; two build­ing Bish­ops de la Tour back in the thir­teenth cen­tury. Time brings things to pass, cer­tainly. I had no idea you were tak­ing all this so much to heart.”

				Fath­er La­tour laughed. “Is a cathed­ral a thing to be taken lightly, after all?”

				“Oh, no, cer­tainly not!” Fath­er Vail­lant moved his shoulders un­eas­ily. He did not him­self know why he hung back in this.

				The base of the hill be­fore which they stood was already in shad­ow, sub­dued to the tone of rich yel­low clay, but the top was still melted gold—a col­our that throbbed in the last rays of the sun. The Bish­op turned away at last with a sigh of deep con­tent. “Yes,” he said slowly, “that rock will do very well. And now we must be start­ing home. Every time I come here, I like this stone bet­ter. I could hardly have hoped that God would grat­i­fy my per­son­al taste, my van­ity, if you will, in this way. I tell you, Blanchet, I would rather have found that hill of yel­low rock than have come in­to a for­tune to spend in char­ity. The Cathed­ral is near my heart, for many reas­ons. I hope you do not think me very worldly.”

				As they rode home through the sagebrush silvered by moon­light, Fath­er Vail­lant was still won­der­ing why he had been called home from sav­ing souls in Ari­zona, and won­der­ing why a poor mis­sion­ary Bish­op should care so much about a build­ing. He him­self was eager to have the Cathed­ral be­gun; but wheth­er it was Midi Romanesque or Ohio Ger­man in style, seemed to him of little con­sequence.

			
			
				
					II

					A Let­ter from Leaven­worth

				
				The day after the Bish­op and his Vicar rode to the yel­low rock the weekly post ar­rived at Santa Fe. It brought the Bish­op many let­ters, and he was shut in his study all morn­ing. At lunch he told Fath­er Vail­lant that he would re­quire his com­pany that even­ing to con­sider with him a let­ter of great im­port­ance from the Bish­op of Leaven­worth.

				This let­ter of many pages was con­cerned with events that were hap­pen­ing in Col­or­ado, in a part of the Rocky Moun­tains very little known. Though it was only a few hun­dred miles north of Santa Fe, com­mu­nic­a­tion with that re­gion was so in­fre­quent that news trav­elled to Santa Fe from Europe more quickly than from Pike’s Peak. Un­der the shad­ow of that peak rich gold de­pos­its had been dis­covered with­in the last year, but Fath­er Vail­lant had first heard of this through a let­ter from France. Word of it had reached the At­lantic coast, crossed to Europe, and come from there back to the South­w­est, more quickly than it could fil­ter down through the few hun­dred miles of un­ex­plored moun­tains and gorges between Cherry Creek and Santa Fe. While Fath­er Vail­lant was at Tuc­son he had re­ceived a let­ter from his broth­er Mari­us, in Auvergne, and was vexed that so much of it was taken up with in­quir­ies about the gold rush to Col­or­ado, of which he had nev­er heard, while Mari­us gave him but little news of the war in Italy, which seemed re­l­at­ively near and much more im­port­ant.

				That con­ges­ted heap­ing up of the Rocky Moun­tain chain about Pike’s Peak was a blank space on the con­tin­ent at this time. Even the fur trap­pers, com­ing down from Wyom­ing to Taos with their pelts, avoided that humped gran­ite back­bone. Only a few years be­fore, Fré­mont had tried to pen­et­rate the Col­or­ado Rock­ies, and his party had come half-starved in­to Taos at last, hav­ing eaten most of their mules. But with­in twelve months everything had changed. Wan­der­ing pro­spect­ors had found large de­pos­its of gold along Cherry Creek, and the moun­tains that were sol­it­ary a year ago were now full of people. Wag­on trains were stream­ing west­ward across the prair­ies from the Mis­souri River.

				The Bish­op of Leaven­worth wrote Fath­er La­tour that he him­self had just re­turned from a vis­it to Col­or­ado. He had found the slopes un­der Pike’s Peak dot­ted with camps, the gorges black with pla­cer miners; thou­sands of people were liv­ing in tents and shacks, Den­ver City was full of sa­loons and gambling-rooms; and among all the wan­der­ers and wastrels were many hon­est men, hun­dreds of good Cath­ol­ics, and not one priest. The young men were adrift in a law­less so­ci­ety without spir­itu­al guid­ance. The old men died from ex­pos­ure and moun­tain pneu­mo­nia, with no one to give them the last rites of the Church.

				This new and pop­u­lous com­munity must, for the present, the Kan­sas Bish­op wrote, be ac­coun­ted un­der Fath­er La­tour’s jur­is­dic­tion. His great dio­cese, already en­larged by thou­sands of square miles to the south and west, must now, on the north, take in the still un­defined but sud­denly im­port­ant re­gion of the Col­or­ado Rock­ies. The Bish­op of Leaven­worth begged him to send a priest there as soon as pos­sible—an able one, by all means, not only de­voted, but re­source­ful and in­tel­li­gent, one who would be at his ease with all sorts of men. He must take his bed­ding and camp out­fit, medi­cines and pro­vi­sions, and cloth­ing for the severe winter. At Camp Den­ver there was noth­ing to be bought but to­bacco and whisky. There were no wo­men there, and no cook­stoves. The miners lived on half-baked dough and al­co­hol. They did not even keep the moun­tain wa­ter pure, and so died of fever. All the liv­ing con­di­tions were ab­om­in­able.

				In the even­ing, after din­ner, Fath­er La­tour read this let­ter aloud to Fath­er Vail­lant in his study. When he had fin­ished, he put down the closely writ­ten pages.

				“You have been com­plain­ing of in­activ­ity, Fath­er Joseph; here is your op­por­tun­ity.”

				Fath­er Joseph, who had been grow­ing more and more rest­less dur­ing the read­ing of the let­ter, said merely: “So now I must be­gin speak­ing Eng­lish again! I can start to­mor­row if you wish it.”

				The Bish­op shook his head. “Not so fast. There will be no hos­pit­able Mex­ic­ans to re­ceive you at the end of this jour­ney. You must take your liv­ing with you. We will have a wag­on built for you, and choose your out­fit care­fully. Tran­quilino’s broth­er, Sabino, will be your driver. This, I fear, will be the hard­est mis­sion you have ever un­der­taken.”

				The two priests talked un­til a late hour. There was Ari­zona to be con­sidered; some­body must be found to con­tin­ue Fath­er Vail­lant’s work there. Of all the coun­tries he knew, that desert and its yel­low people were the dearest to him. But it was the dis­cip­line of his life to break ties; to say farewell and move on in­to the un­known.

				Be­fore he went to bed that night Fath­er Joseph greased his boots and trimmed the cal­loused spots on his feet with an old razor. At the Mex­ic­an vil­lage of Chi­mayo, over to­ward the Truchas moun­tains, the good people were es­pe­cially de­voted to a little eques­tri­an im­age of San­ti­ago in their church, and they made him a new pair of boots every few months, in­sist­ing that he went abroad at night and wore out his shoes, even on horse­back. When Fath­er Joseph stayed there, he used to tell them he wished that, in ad­di­tion to the con­sec­ra­tion of the hands, God had provided some spe­cial bless­ing for the mis­sion­ary’s feet.

				He re­called af­fec­tion­ately an in­cid­ent which con­cerned this San­ti­ago of Chi­mayo. Some years ago Fath­er Joseph was asked to go to the calabozo at Santa Fe to see a mur­der­er from Chi­mayo. The pris­on­er proved to be a boy of twenty, very gentle in face and man­ner. His name was Ramón Armajillo. He had been pas­sion­ately fond of cock­fight­ing, and it was his un­do­ing. He had bred a roost­er that nev­er lost a battle, but had slit the necks of cocks in all the little towns about. At last Ramón brought the bird to Santa Fe to match him with a fam­ous cock there, and half a dozen Chi­mayo boys came along and put up everything they had on Ramón’s roost­er. The bet­ting was heavy on both sides, and the gate re­ceipts also were to go to the win­ner. After a some­what doubt­ful be­gin­ning, Ramón’s cock neatly ripped the jug­u­lar vein of his op­pon­ent; but the own­er of the de­feated bird, be­fore any­one could stop him, reached in­to the ring and wrung the vic­tor’s neck. Be­fore he had dropped the limp bunch of feath­ers from his hand, Ramón’s knife was in his heart. It all happened in a flash—some of the wit­nesses even in­sisted that the death of the man and the death of the cock were sim­ul­tan­eous. All agreed that there was not time for a man to catch his breath between the whirl of the wrist and the gleam of the knife. Un­for­tu­nately the Amer­ic­an judge was a very stu­pid man, who dis­liked Mex­ic­ans and hoped to wipe out cock­fight­ing. He ac­cep­ted as evid­ence state­ments made by the murdered man’s friends to the ef­fect that Ramón had re­peatedly threatened his life.

				When Fath­er Vail­lant went to see the boy in his cell a few days be­fore his ex­e­cu­tion, he found him mak­ing a pair of tiny buck­skin boots, as if for a doll, and Ramón told him they were for the little San­ti­ago in the church at home. His fam­ily would come up to Santa Fe for the hanging, and they would take the boots back to Chi­mayo, and per­haps the little saint would say a good word for him.

				Rub­bing oil in­to his boots by candle­light, Fath­er Vail­lant sighed. The crim­in­als with whom he would have to do in Col­or­ado would hardly be of that type, he told him­self.

			
			
				
					III

					Aus­pice Maria!

				
				The con­struc­tion of Fath­er Vail­lant’s wag­on took a month. It must be a wag­on of very un­usu­al design, cap­able of car­ry­ing a great deal, yet light enough and nar­row enough to wind through the moun­tain gorges bey­ond Pueblo—where there were no roads at all ex­cept the rocky rav­ines cut out by streams that flowed full in the spring but would be dry now in the au­tumn. While his wag­on was build­ing, Fath­er Joseph was care­fully se­lect­ing his stores, and the fur­nish­ings for a small chapel which he meant to con­struct of sap­lings or can­vas im­me­di­ately upon his ar­rival at Camp Den­ver. Moreover, there were his valises full of medals, crosses, ros­ar­ies, col­oured pic­tures and re­li­gious pamph­lets. For him­self, he re­quired no books but his brevi­ary.

				In the Bish­op’s court­yard he sor­ted and re-sor­ted his cargo, al­ways find­ing a more ne­ces­sary art­icle for which a less ne­ces­sary had to be dis­carded. Fructosa and Mag­dalena were fre­quently called upon to help him, and when a box was fi­nally closed, Fructosa had it put away in the wood­shed. She had no­ticed the Bish­op’s brows con­tract slightly when he came upon these trunks and chests in his hall­way and din­ing-room. All the bed­ding and cloth­ing was packed in great sacks of dressed calf­skin, which Sabino pro­cured from old Mex­ic­an set­tlers. These were already go­ing out of fash­ion, but in the early days they were the poor man’s trunk.

				Bish­op La­tour also was very busy at this time, train­ing a new priest from Cler­mont; rid­ing about with him among the dis­tant par­ishes and try­ing to give him an un­der­stand­ing of the people. As a Bish­op, he could only ap­prove Fath­er Vail­lant’s eager­ness to be gone, and the en­thu­si­asm with which he turned to hard­ships of a new kind. But as a man, he was a little hurt that his old com­rade should leave him without one re­gret. He seemed to know, as if it had been re­vealed to him, that this was a fi­nal break; that their lives would part here, and that they would nev­er work to­geth­er again. The bustle of pre­par­a­tion in his own house was pain­ful to him, and he was glad to be abroad among the par­ishes.

				One day when the Bish­op had just re­turned from Al­buquerque, Fath­er Vail­lant came in to lunch­eon in high spir­its. He had been out for a drive in his new wag­on, and de­clared that it was sat­is­fact­ory at last. Sabino was ready, and he thought they would start the day after to­mor­row. He dia­grammed his route on the table­cloth, and went over the cata­logue of his equip­ment. The Bish­op was tired and scarcely touched his food, but Fath­er Joseph ate gen­er­ously, as he was apt to do when fired by a new pro­ject.

				After Fructosa had brought the cof­fee, he leaned back in his chair and turned to his friend with a beam­ing face. “I of­ten think, Jean, how you were an un­con­scious agent in the hands of Provid­ence when you re­called me from Tuc­son. I seemed to be do­ing the most im­port­ant work of my life there, and you re­called me for no reas­on at all, ap­par­ently. You did not know why, and I did not know why. We were both act­ing in the dark. But Heav­en knew what was hap­pen­ing on Cherry Creek, and moved us like chess­men on the board. When the call came, I was here to an­swer it—by a mir­acle, in­deed.”

				Fath­er La­tour put down his sil­ver cof­fee-cup. “Mir­acles are all very well, Joseph, but I see none here. I sent for you be­cause I felt the need of your com­pan­ion­ship. I used my au­thor­ity as a Bish­op to grat­i­fy my per­son­al wish. That was selfish, if you will, but surely nat­ur­al enough. We are coun­try­men, and are bound by early memor­ies. And that two friends, hav­ing come to­geth­er, should part and go their sep­ar­ate ways—that is nat­ur­al, too. No, I don’t think we need any mir­acle to ex­plain all this.”

				Fath­er Vail­lant had been wholly ab­sorbed in his pre­par­a­tions for sav­ing souls in the gold camps—blind to everything else. Now it came over him in a flash, how the Bish­op had held him­self aloof from his activ­it­ies; it was a very hard thing for Fath­er La­tour to let him go; the loneli­ness of his po­s­i­tion had be­gun to weigh upon him.

				Yes, he re­flec­ted, as he went quietly to his own room, there was a great dif­fer­ence in their natures. Wherever he went, he soon made friends that took the place of coun­try and fam­ily. But Jean, who was at ease in any so­ci­ety and al­ways the flower of cour­tesy, could not form new ties. It had al­ways been so. He was like that even as a boy; gra­cious to every­one, but known to a very few. To man’s wis­dom it would have seemed that a priest with Fath­er La­tour’s ex­cep­tion­al qual­it­ies would have been bet­ter placed in some part of the world where schol­ar­ship, a hand­some per­son, and del­ic­ate per­cep­tions all have their ef­fect; and that a man of much rough­er type would have served God well enough as the first Bish­op of New Mex­ico. Doubt­less Bish­op La­tour’s suc­cessors would be men of a dif­fer­ent fibre. But God had his reas­ons, Fath­er Joseph de­voutly be­lieved. Per­haps it pleased Him to grace the be­gin­ning of a new era and a vast new dio­cese by a fine per­son­al­ity. And per­haps, after all, some­thing would re­main through the years to come; some ideal, or memory, or le­gend.

				The next af­ter­noon, his wag­on loaded and stand­ing ready in the court­yard, Fath­er Vail­lant was seated at the Bish­op’s desk, writ­ing let­ters to France; a short one to Mari­us, a long one to his be­loved Philomène, telling her of his plunge in­to the un­known and beg­ging her pray­ers for his suc­cess in the world of gold-crazed men. He wrote rap­idly and jerkily, mov­ing his lips as well as his fin­gers. When the Bish­op entered the study, he rose and stood hold­ing the writ­ten pages in his hand.

				“I did not mean to in­ter­rupt you, Joseph, but do you in­tend to take Con­tento with you to Col­or­ado?”

				Fath­er Joseph blinked. “Why, cer­tainly. I had in­ten­ded to ride him. How­ever, if you have need for him here—”

				“Oh, no. Not at all. But if you take Con­tento, I will ask you to take An­gel­ica as well. They have a great af­fec­tion for each oth­er; why sep­ar­ate them in­def­in­itely? One could not ex­plain to them. They have worked long to­geth­er.”

				Fath­er Vail­lant made no reply. He stood look­ing in­tently at the pages of his let­ter. The Bish­op saw a drop of wa­ter splash down upon the vi­ol­et script and spread. He turned quickly and went out through the arched door­way.

				

				At sun­rise next morn­ing Fath­er Vail­lant set out, Sabino driv­ing the wag­on, his old­est boy rid­ing An­gel­ica, and Fath­er Joseph him­self rid­ing Con­tento. They took the old road to the north­east, through the sharp red sand-hills spot­ted with ju­ni­per, and the Bish­op ac­com­pan­ied them as far as the loop where the road wound out on the top of one of those con­ic­al hills, giv­ing the de­part­ing trav­el­ler his last glimpse of Santa Fe. There Fath­er Joseph drew rein and looked back at the town ly­ing rosy in the morn­ing light, the moun­tain be­hind it, and the hills close about it like two en­circ­ling arms.

				“Aus­pice, Maria!” he mur­mured as he turned his back on these fa­mil­i­ar things.

				The Bish­op rode home to his solitude. He was forty-sev­en years old, and he had been a mis­sion­ary in the New World for twenty years—ten of them in New Mex­ico. If he were a par­ish priest at home, there would be neph­ews com­ing to him for help in their Lat­in or a bit of pock­et-money; nieces to run in­to his garden and bring their sew­ing and keep an eye on his house­keep­ing. All the way home he in­dulged in such re­flec­tions as any bach­el­or near­ing fifty might have.

				But when he entered his study, he seemed to come back to real­ity, to the sense of a Pres­ence await­ing him. The cur­tain of the arched door­way had scarcely fallen be­hind him when that feel­ing of per­son­al loneli­ness was gone, and a sense of loss was re­placed by a sense of res­tor­a­tion. He sat down be­fore his desk, deep in re­flec­tion. It was just this sol­it­ar­i­ness of love in which a priest’s life could be like his Mas­ter’s. It was not a solitude of at­rophy, of neg­a­tion, but of per­petu­al flower­ing. A life need not be cold, or devoid of grace in the worldly sense, if it were filled by Her who was all the graces; Vir­gin-daugh­ter, Vir­gin-moth­er, girl of the people and Queen of Heav­en: le rêve suprême de la chair. The nurs­ery tale could not vie with Her in sim­pli­city, the wisest theo­lo­gians could not match Her in pro­fund­ity.

				Here in his own church in Santa Fe there was one of these nurs­ery Vir­gins, a little wooden fig­ure, very old and very dear to the people. De Var­gas, when he re­cap­tured the city for Spain two hun­dred years ago, had vowed a yearly pro­ces­sion in her hon­our, and it was still one of the most sol­emn events of the Chris­ti­an year in Santa Fe. She was a little wooden fig­ure, about three feet high, very stately in bear­ing, with a beau­ti­ful though rather severe Span­ish face. She had a rich ward­robe; a chest full of robes and laces, and gold and sil­ver dia­dems. The wo­men loved to sew for her and the sil­ver­smiths to make her chains and brooches. Fath­er La­tour had de­lighted her ward­robe keep­ers when he told them he did not be­lieve the Queen of Eng­land or the Empress of France had so many cos­tumes. She was their doll and their queen, some­thing to fondle and some­thing to ad­ore, as Mary’s Son must have been to Her.

				These poor Mex­ic­ans, he re­flec­ted, were not the first to pour out their love in this simple fash­ion. Raphael and Titian had made cos­tumes for Her in their time, and the great mas­ters had made mu­sic for Her, and the great ar­chi­tects had built cathed­rals for Her. Long be­fore Her years on earth, in the long twi­light between the Fall and the Re­demp­tion, the pa­gan sculptors were al­ways try­ing to achieve the im­age of a god­dess who should yet be a wo­man.

				

				Bish­op La­tour’s pre­mon­i­tion was right: Fath­er Vail­lant nev­er re­turned to share his work in New Mex­ico. Come back he did, to vis­it his old friends, whenev­er his busy life per­mit­ted. But his des­tiny was ful­filled in the cold, steely Col­or­ado Rock­ies, which he nev­er loved as he did the blue moun­tains of the South. He came back to Santa Fe to re­cu­per­ate from the ill­nesses and ac­ci­dents which con­sist­ently punc­tu­ated his way; came with the Pap­al Emis­sary when Bish­op La­tour was made Arch­bish­op; but his work­ing life was spent among bleak moun­tains and com­fort­less min­ing camps, look­ing after lost sheep.

				Creede, Dur­ango, Sil­ver City, Cent­ral City, over the Con­tin­ent­al Di­vide in­to Utah—his strange Epis­copal car­riage was known through­out that rugged gran­ite world.

				It was a covered car­riage, on springs, and long enough for him to lie down in at night—Fath­er Joseph was a very short man. At the back was a lug­gage box, which could be made in­to an al­tar when he cel­eb­rated Mass in the open, un­der a pine tree. He used to say that the moun­tain tor­rents were the first road build­ers, and that wherever they found a way, he could find one. He wore out driver after driver, and his coach was re­paired so of­ten and so ex­tens­ively that long be­fore he aban­doned it there was none of the ori­gin­al struc­ture left.

				Broken tongues and single­trees, smashed wheels and splintered axles he con­sidered tri­fling mat­ters. Twice the old car­riage it­self slipped off the moun­tain road and rolled down the gorge, with the priest in­side. From the first ac­ci­dent of this kind, Fath­er Vail­lant es­caped with noth­ing worse than a sprain, and he wrote Bish­op La­tour that he at­trib­uted his pre­ser­va­tion to the Archangel Raphael, whose of­fice he had said with un­usu­al fer­vour that morn­ing. The second time he rolled down a rav­ine, near Cent­ral City, his thigh­bone was broken just be­low the joint. It knit­ted in time, but he was lamed for life, and could nev­er ride horse­back again.

				Be­fore this ac­ci­dent be­fell him, how­ever, he had one long vis­it among his friends in Santa Fe and Al­buquerque, a re­new­al of old ties that was like an In­di­an sum­mer in his life. When he left Den­ver, he told his con­greg­a­tion there that he was go­ing to the Mex­ic­ans to beg for money. The church in Den­ver was un­der a roof, but the win­dows had been boarded up for months be­cause nobody would buy glass for them. In his Den­ver con­greg­a­tion there were men who owned mines and saw­mills and flour­ish­ing busi­nesses, but they needed all their money to push these en­ter­prises. Down among the Mex­ic­ans, who owned noth­ing but a mud house and a burro, he could al­ways raise money. If they had any­thing at all, they gave.

				He called this trip frankly a beg­ging ex­ped­i­tion, and he went in his car­riage to bring back whatever he could gath­er. When he got as far as Taos, his Ir­ish driver mu­tinied. Not an­oth­er mile over these roads, he said. He knew his own ter­rit­ory, but here he re­fused to risk his neck and the Padre’s. There was then no wag­on road from Taos to Santa Fe. It was nearly a fort­night be­fore Fath­er Vail­lant found a man who would un­der­take to get him through the moun­tains. At last an old driver, schooled on the wag­on trains, vo­lun­teered; and with the help of ax and pick and shovel, he brought the Epis­copal car­riage safely to Santa Fe and in­to the Bish­op’s court­yard.

				Once again among his own people, as he still called them, Fath­er Joseph opened his cam­paign, and the poor Mex­ic­ans began tak­ing dol­lars out of their shirts and boots (fa­vour­ite places for car­ry­ing money) to pay for win­dows in the Den­ver church. His pe­ti­tions did not stop with win­dows—in­deed, they only began there. He told the sym­path­et­ic wo­men of Santa Fe and Al­buquerque about all the stu­pid, un­ne­ces­sary dis­com­forts of his life in Den­ver, dis­com­forts that amoun­ted to im­pro­pri­et­ies. It was a part of the Wild West at­ti­tude to des­pise the de­cen­cies of life. He told them how glad he was to sleep in good Mex­ic­an beds once more. In Den­ver he lay on a mat­tress stuffed with straw; a French priest who was vis­it­ing him had pulled out a long stem of hay that stuck through the thin tick­ing, and called it an Amer­ic­an feath­er. His din­ing-table was made of planks covered with oil­cloth. He had no lin­en at all, neither sheets nor ser­vi­ettes, and he used his worn-out shirts for face tow­els. The Mex­ic­an wo­men could scarcely bear to hear of such things. Nobody in Col­or­ado planted gar­dens, Fath­er Vail­lant re­lated; nobody would stick a shovel in­to the earth for any­thing less than gold. There was no but­ter, no milk, no eggs, no fruit. He lived on dough and cured hog meat.

				With­in a few weeks after his ar­rival, six feath­er beds were sent to the Bish­op’s house for Fath­er Vail­lant; dozens of lin­en sheets, em­broidered pil­low­cases and table­cloths and nap­kins; strings of chili and boxes of beans and dried fruit. The little set­tle­ment of Chi­mayo sent a roll of their finest blankets.

				As these gifts ar­rived, Fath­er Joseph put them in the wood­house, know­ing well that the Bish­op was al­ways em­bar­rassed by his read­i­ness to re­ceive presents. But one morn­ing Fath­er La­tour had oc­ca­sion to go in­to the wood­house, and he saw for him­self.

				“Fath­er Joseph,” he re­mon­strated, “you will nev­er be able to take all these things back to Den­ver. Why, you would need an ox­cart to carry them!”

				“Very well,” replied Fath­er Joseph, “then God will send me an ox­cart.”

				And He did, with a driver to take the cart as far as Pueblo.

				On the morn­ing of his de­par­ture for home, when his car­riage was ready, the cart covered with tar­paul­ins and the ox­en yoked, Fath­er Vail­lant, who had been hur­ry­ing every­one since the first streak of light, sud­denly be­came de­lib­er­ate. He went in­to the Bish­op’s study and sat down, talk­ing to him of un­im­port­ant mat­ters, linger­ing as if there were some­thing still un­done.

				“Well, we are get­ting older, Jean,” he said ab­ruptly, after a short si­lence.

				The Bish­op smiled. “Ah, yes. We are not young men any­more. One of these de­par­tures will be the last.”

				Fath­er Vail­lant nod­ded. “Whenev­er God wills. I am ready.” He rose and began to pace the floor, ad­dress­ing his friend without look­ing at him. “But it has not been so bad, Jean? We have done the things we used to plan to do, long ago, when we were Sem­in­ari­ans—at least some of them. To ful­fil the dreams of one’s youth; that is the best that can hap­pen to a man. No worldly suc­cess can take the place of that.”

				“Blanchet,” said the Bish­op rising, “you are a bet­ter man than I. You have been a great har­vester of souls, without pride and without shame—and I am al­ways a little cold—un péd­ant, as you used to say. If here­after we have stars in our crowns, yours will be a con­stel­la­tion. Give me your bless­ing.”

				He knelt, and Fath­er Vail­lant, hav­ing blessed him, knelt and was blessed in turn. They em­braced each oth­er for the past—for the fu­ture.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Book
					IX
				

				Death Comes for the Arch­bish­op

			
			
				I

				When that de­vout nun, Moth­er Su­per­i­or Philomène, died at a great age in her nat­ive Ri­om, among her pa­pers were found sev­er­al let­ters from Arch­bish­op La­tour, one dated Decem­ber 1888, only a few months be­fore his death. “Since your broth­er was called to his re­ward,” he wrote, “I feel near­er to him than be­fore. For many years Duty sep­ar­ated us, but death has brought us to­geth­er. The time is not far dis­tant when I shall join him. Mean­while, I am en­joy­ing to the full that peri­od of re­flec­tion which is the hap­pi­est con­clu­sion to a life of ac­tion.”

				This peri­od of re­flec­tion the Arch­bish­op spent on his little coun­try es­tate, some four miles north of Santa Fe. Long be­fore his re­tire­ment from the cares of the dio­cese, Fath­er La­tour bought those few acres in the red sand-hills near the Te­suque pueblo, and set out an orch­ard which would be bear­ing when the time came for him to rest. He chose this place in the red hills spot­ted with ju­ni­per against the ad­vice of his friends, be­cause he be­lieved it to be ad­mir­ably suited for the grow­ing of fruit.

				Once when he was rid­ing out to vis­it the Te­suque mis­sion, he had fol­lowed a stream and come upon this spot, where he found a little Mex­ic­an house and a garden shaded by an apricot tree of such great size as he had nev­er seen be­fore. It had two trunks, each of them thick­er than a man’s body, and though evid­ently very old, it was full of fruit. The apricots were large, beau­ti­fully col­oured, and of su­perb fla­vour. Since this tree grew against the hill­side, the Arch­bish­op con­cluded that the ex­pos­ure there must be ex­cel­lent for fruit. He sur­mised that the heat of the sun, re­flec­ted from the rocky hill-slope up in­to the tree, gave the fruit an even tem­per­at­ure, warmth from two sides, such as brings the wall peaches to per­fec­tion in France.

				The old Mex­ic­an who lived there said the tree must be two hun­dred years old; it had been just like this when his grand­fath­er was a boy, and had al­ways borne lus­cious apricots like these. The old man would be glad to sell the place and move in­to Santa Fe, the Bish­op found, and he bought it a few weeks later. In the spring he set out his orch­ard and a few rows of aca­cia trees. Some years af­ter­ward he built a little adobe house, with a chapel, high up on the hill­side over­look­ing the orch­ard. Thith­er he used to go for rest and at sea­sons of spe­cial de­vo­tion. After his re­tire­ment, he went there to live, though he al­ways kept his study un­changed in the house of the new Arch­bish­op.

				

				In his re­tire­ment Fath­er La­tour’s prin­cip­al work was the train­ing of the new mis­sion­ary priests who ar­rived from France. His suc­cessor, the second Arch­bish­op, was also an Auvergnat, from Fath­er La­tour’s own col­lege, and the clergy of north­ern New Mex­ico re­mained pre­dom­in­antly French. When a com­pany of new priests ar­rived (they nev­er came singly) Arch­bish­op S—— sent them out to stay with Fath­er La­tour for a few months, to re­ceive in­struc­tion in Span­ish, in the to­po­graphy of the dio­cese, in the char­ac­ter and tra­di­tions of the dif­fer­ent pueblos.

				Fath­er La­tour’s re­cre­ation was his garden. He grew such fruit as was hardly to be found even in the old orch­ards of Cali­for­nia; cher­ries and apricots, apples and quinces, and the peer­less pears of France—even the most del­ic­ate vari­et­ies. He urged the new priests to plant fruit trees wherever they went, and to en­cour­age the Mex­ic­ans to add fruit to their starchy diet. Wherever there was a French priest, there should be a garden of fruit trees and ve­get­ables and flowers. He of­ten quoted to his stu­dents that pas­sage from their fel­low Auvergnat, Pas­cal: that Man was lost and saved in a garden.

				He do­mest­ic­ated and de­veloped the nat­ive wild flowers. He had one hill­side solidly clad with that low-grow­ing purple ver­bena which mats over the hills of New Mex­ico. It was like a great vi­ol­et vel­vet mantle thrown down in the sun; all the shades that the dyers and weavers of Italy and France strove for through cen­tur­ies, the vi­ol­et that is full of rose col­our and is yet not lav­ender; the blue that be­comes al­most pink and then re­treats again in­to sea-dark purple—the true Epis­copal col­our and count­less vari­ations of it.

				In the year 1885 there came to New Mex­ico a young Sem­in­ari­an, Bern­ard Ducrot, who be­came like a son to Fath­er La­tour. The story of the old Arch­bish­op’s life, of­ten told in the cloisters and classrooms at Mont­fer­rand, had taken hold of this boy’s ima­gin­a­tion, and he had long waited an op­por­tun­ity to come. Bern­ard was hand­some in per­son and of un­usu­al men­tal­ity, had in him­self the fine­ness to rev­er­ence all that was fine in his ven­er­able Su­per­i­or. He an­ti­cip­ated Fath­er La­tour’s every wish, shared his re­flec­tions, cher­ished his re­min­is­cences.

				“Surely,” the Bish­op used to say to the priests, “God him­self has sent me this young man to help me through the last years.”

			
			
				II

				Through­out the au­tumn of the year ’88 the Bish­op was in good health. He had five French priests in his house, and he still rode abroad with them to vis­it the near­er mis­sions. On Christ­mas eve, he per­formed the mid­night Mass in the Cathed­ral at Santa Fe. In Janu­ary he drove with Bern­ard to Santa Cruz to see the res­id­ent priest, who was ill. While they were on their way home the weath­er sud­denly changed, and a vi­ol­ent rain­storm over­took them. They were in an open buggy and were drenched to the skin be­fore they could reach any Mex­ic­an house for shel­ter.

				After ar­riv­ing home, Fath­er La­tour went at once to bed. Dur­ing the night he slept badly and felt fe­ver­ish. He called none of his house­hold, but arose at the usu­al hour be­fore dawn and went in­to the chapel for his de­vo­tions. While he was at pray­er, he was seized with a chill. He made his way to the kit­chen, and his old cook, Fructosa, alarmed at once, put him to bed and gave him brandy. This chill left him fe­ver­ish, and he de­veloped a dis­tress­ing cough.

				After keep­ing quietly to his bed for a few days, the Bish­op called young Bern­ard to him one morn­ing and said:

				“Bern­ard, will you ride in­to Santa Fe today and see the Arch­bish­op for me. Ask him wheth­er it will be quite con­veni­ent if I re­turn to oc­cupy my study in his house for a short time. Je voudrais mourir à Santa Fe.”

				“I will go at once, Fath­er. But you should not be dis­cour­aged; one does not die of a cold.”

				The old man smiled. “I shall not die of a cold, my son. I shall die of hav­ing lived.”

				From that mo­ment on, he spoke only French to those about him, and this sud­den re­lax­ing of his rule alarmed his house­hold more than any­thing else about his con­di­tion. When a priest had re­ceived bad news from home, or was ill, Fath­er La­tour would con­verse with him in his own lan­guage; but at oth­er times he re­quired that all con­ver­sa­tion in his house should be in Span­ish or Eng­lish.

				Bern­ard re­turned that af­ter­noon to say that the Arch­bish­op would be de­lighted if Fath­er La­tour would re­main the rest of the winter with him. Mag­dalena had already be­gun to air his study and put it in or­der, and she would be in spe­cial at­tend­ance upon him dur­ing his vis­it. The Arch­bish­op would send his new car­riage to fetch him, as Fath­er La­tour had only an open buggy.

				“Not today, mon fils,” said the Bish­op. “We will choose a day when I am feel­ing stronger; a fair day, when we can go in my own buggy, and you can drive me. I wish to go late in the af­ter­noon, to­ward sun­set.”

				Bern­ard un­der­stood. He knew that once, long ago, at that hour of the day, a young Bish­op had rid­den along the Al­buquerque road and seen Santa Fe for the first time. … And of­ten, when they were driv­ing in­to town to­geth­er, the Bish­op had paused with Bern­ard on that hill­top from which Fath­er Vail­lant had looked back on Santa Fe, when he went away to Col­or­ado to be­gin the work that had taken the rest of his life and made him, too, a Bish­op in the end.

				The old town was bet­ter to look at in those days, Fath­er La­tour used to tell Bern­ard with a sigh. In the old days it had an in­di­vidu­al­ity, a style of its own; a tawny adobe town with a few green trees, set in a half-circle of car­ne­li­an-col­oured hills; that and no more. But the year 1880 had be­gun a peri­od of in­con­gru­ous Amer­ic­an build­ing. Now, half the plaza square was still adobe, and half was flimsy wooden build­ings with double porches, scroll­work and jack­straw posts and ban­is­ters painted white. Fath­er La­tour said the wooden houses which had so dis­tressed him in Ohio, had fol­lowed him. All this was quite wrong for the Cathed­ral he had been so many years in build­ing—the Cathed­ral that had taken Fath­er Vail­lant’s place in his life after that re­mark­able man went away.

				Fath­er La­tour made his last entry in­to Santa Fe at the end of a bril­liant Feb­ru­ary af­ter­noon; Bern­ard stopped the horses at the foot of the long street to await the sun­set.

				Wrapped in his In­di­an blankets, the old Arch­bish­op sat for a long while, look­ing at the open, golden face of his Cathed­ral. How ex­actly young Molny, his French ar­chi­tect, had done what he wanted! Noth­ing sen­sa­tion­al, simply hon­est build­ing and good stone-cut­ting—good Midi Romanesque of the plain­est. And even now, in winter, when the aca­cia trees be­fore the door were bare, how it was of the South, that church, how it soun­ded the note of the South!

				No one but Molny and the Bish­op had ever seemed to en­joy the beau­ti­ful site of that build­ing—per­haps no one ever would. But these two had spent many an hour ad­mir­ing it. The steep car­ne­li­an hills drew up so close be­hind the church that the in­di­vidu­al pine trees thinly wood­ing their slopes were clearly vis­ible. From the end of the street where the Bish­op’s buggy stood, the tawny church seemed to start dir­ectly out of those rose-col­oured hills—with a pur­pose so strong that it was like ac­tion. Seen from this dis­tance, the Cathed­ral lay against the pine-splashed slopes as against a cur­tain. When Bern­ard drove slowly near­er, the back­bone of the hills sank gradu­ally, and the towers rose clear in­to the blue air, while the body of the church still lay against the moun­tain.

				The young ar­chi­tect used to tell the Bish­op that only in Italy, or in the op­era, did churches leap out of moun­tains and black pines like that. More than once Molny had called the Bish­op from his study to look at the un­fin­ished build­ing when a storm was com­ing up; then the sky above the moun­tain grew black, and the car­ne­li­an rocks be­came an in­tense lav­ender, all their pine trees strokes of dark purple; the hills drew near­er, the whole back­ground ap­proached like a dark threat.

				“Set­ting,” Molny used to tell Fath­er La­tour, “is ac­ci­dent. Either a build­ing is a part of a place, or it is not. Once that kin­ship is there, time will only make it stronger.”

				The Bish­op was re­call­ing this say­ing of Molny’s when a voice out of the present soun­ded in his ear. It was Bern­ard.

				“A fine sun­set, Fath­er. See how red the moun­tains are grow­ing; San­gre de Cristo.”

				Yes, San­gre de Cristo; but no mat­ter how scar­let the sun­set, those red hills nev­er be­came ver­mil­ion, but a more and more in­tense rose-car­ne­li­an; not the col­our of liv­ing blood, the Bish­op had of­ten re­flec­ted, but the col­our of the dried blood of saints and mar­tyrs pre­served in old churches in Rome, which li­que­fies upon oc­ca­sion.

			
			
				III

				The next morn­ing Fath­er La­tour wakened with a grate­ful sense of near­ness to his Cathed­ral—which would also be his tomb. He felt safe un­der its shad­ow; like a boat come back to har­bour, ly­ing un­der its own sea­wall. He was in his old study; the Sis­ters had sent a little iron bed from the school for him, and their finest lin­en and blankets. He felt a great con­tent at be­ing here, where he had come as a young man and where he had done his work. The room was little changed; the same rugs and skins on the earth floor, the same desk with his can­dle­sticks, the same thick, wavy white walls that muted sound, that shut out the world and gave re­pose to the spir­it.

				As the dark­ness faded in­to the grey of a winter morn­ing, he listened for the church bells—and for an­oth­er sound, that al­ways amused him here; the whistle of a lo­co­mot­ive. Yes, he had come with the buf­falo, and he had lived to see rail­way trains run­ning in­to Santa Fe. He had ac­com­plished an his­tor­ic peri­od.

				All his re­l­at­ives at home, and his friends in New Mex­ico, had ex­pec­ted that the old Arch­bish­op would spend his clos­ing years in France, prob­ably in Cler­mont, where he could oc­cupy a chair in his old col­lege. That seemed the nat­ur­al thing to do, and he had giv­en it grave con­sid­er­a­tion. He had half ex­pec­ted to make some such ar­range­ment the last time he was in Auvergne, just be­fore his re­tire­ment from his du­ties as Arch­bish­op. But in the Old World he found him­self home­sick for the New. It was a feel­ing he could not ex­plain; a feel­ing that old age did not weigh so heav­ily upon a man in New Mex­ico as in the Puy-de-Dôme.

				He loved the tower­ing peaks of his nat­ive moun­tains, the come­li­ness of the vil­lages, the clean­ness of the coun­tryside, the beau­ti­ful lines and cloisters of his own col­lege. Cler­mont was beau­ti­ful—but he found him­self sad there; his heart lay like a stone in his breast. There was too much past, per­haps. … When the sum­mer wind stirred the lilacs in the old gar­dens and shook down the blooms of the horse-chest­nuts, he some­times closed his eyes and thought of the high song the wind was singing in the straight, striped pine trees up in the Navajo forests.

				Dur­ing the day his nos­tal­gia wore off, and by din­ner­time it was quite gone. He en­joyed his din­ner and his wine, and the com­pany of cul­tiv­ated men, and usu­ally re­tired in good spir­its. It was in the early morn­ing that he felt the ache in his breast; it had some­thing to do with wak­ing in the early morn­ing. It seemed to him that the grey dawn las­ted so long here, the coun­try was a long while in com­ing to life. The gar­dens and the fields were damp, heavy mists hung in the val­ley and ob­scured the moun­tains; hours went by be­fore the sun could dis­perse those va­pours and warm and puri­fy the vil­lages.

				In New Mex­ico he al­ways awoke a young man; not un­til he rose and began to shave did he real­ize that he was grow­ing older. His first con­scious­ness was a sense of the light dry wind blow­ing in through the win­dows, with the fra­grance of hot sun and sagebrush and sweet clover; a wind that made one’s body feel light and one’s heart cry “Today, today,” like a child’s.

				Beau­ti­ful sur­round­ings, the so­ci­ety of learned men, the charm of noble wo­men, the graces of art, could not make up to him for the loss of those light­hearted morn­ings of the desert, for that wind that made one a boy again. He had no­ticed that this pe­cu­li­ar qual­ity in the air of new coun­tries van­ished after they were tamed by man and made to bear har­vests. Parts of Texas and Kan­sas that he had first known as open range had since been made in­to rich farm­ing dis­tricts, and the air had quite lost that light­ness, that dry aro­mat­ic odour. The mois­ture of plowed land, the heav­i­ness of la­bour and growth and grain-bear­ing, ut­terly des­troyed it; one could breathe that only on the bright edges of the world, on the great grass plains or the sagebrush desert.

				That air would dis­ap­pear from the whole earth in time, per­haps; but long after his day. He did not know just when it had be­come so ne­ces­sary to him, but he had come back to die in ex­ile for the sake of it. Some­thing soft and wild and free, some­thing that whispered to the ear on the pil­low, lightened the heart, softly, softly picked the lock, slid the bolts, and re­leased the prisoned spir­it of man in­to the wind, in­to the blue and gold, in­to the morn­ing, in­to the morn­ing!

			
			
				IV

				Fath­er La­tour ar­ranged an or­der for his last days; if routine was ne­ces­sary to him in health, it was even more so in sick­ness. Early in the morn­ing Bern­ard came with hot wa­ter, shaved him, and helped him to bathe. They had brought noth­ing in from the coun­try with them but cloth­ing and lin­en, and the sil­ver toi­let art­icles the Olivares had giv­en the Bish­op so long ago; these thirty years he had washed his hands in that hammered basin. Morn­ing pray­ers over, Mag­dalena came with his break­fast, and he sat in his easy-chair while she made his bed and ar­ranged his room. Then he was ready to see vis­it­ors. The Arch­bish­op came in for a few mo­ments, when he was at home; the Moth­er Su­per­i­or, the Amer­ic­an doc­tor. Bern­ard read aloud to him the rest of the morn­ing; St. Au­gustine, or the let­ters of Ma­dame de Sévigné, or his fa­vour­ite Pas­cal.

				Some­times, in the morn­ing hours, he dic­tated to his young dis­ciple cer­tain facts about the old mis­sions in the dio­cese; facts which he had come upon by chance and feared would be for­got­ten. He wished he could do this sys­tem­at­ic­ally, but he had not the strength. Those truths and fan­cies re­lat­ing to a by­gone time would prob­ably be lost; the old le­gends and cus­toms and su­per­sti­tions were already dy­ing out. He wished now that long ago he had had the leis­ure to write them down, that he could have ar­res­ted their flight by throw­ing about them the light and elast­ic mesh of the French tongue.

				He had, in­deed, for years, dir­ec­ted the thoughts of the young priests whom he in­struc­ted to the forti­tude and de­vo­tion of those first mis­sion­ar­ies, the Span­ish fri­ars; de­clar­ing that his own life, when he first came to New Mex­ico, was one of ease and com­fort com­pared with theirs. If he had used to be abroad for weeks to­geth­er on short ra­tions, sleep­ing in the open, un­able to keep his body clean, at least he had the sense of be­ing in a friendly world, where by every man’s fireside a wel­come awaited him.

				But the Span­ish Fath­ers who came up to Zuñi, then went north to the Nava­jos, west to the Hopis, east to all the pueblos scattered between Al­buquerque and Taos, they came in­to a hos­tile coun­try, car­ry­ing little pro­vi­sion­ment but their brevi­ary and cru­ci­fix. When their mules were stolen by In­di­ans, as of­ten happened, they pro­ceeded on foot, without a change of raiment, without food or wa­ter. A European could scarcely ima­gine such hard­ships. The old coun­tries were worn to the shape of hu­man life, made in­to an in­vest­it­ure, a sort of second body, for man. There the wild herbs and the wild fruits and the forest fungi were ed­ible. The streams were sweet wa­ter, the trees af­forded shade and shel­ter. But in the al­kali deserts the wa­ter holes were pois­on­ous, and the ve­get­a­tion offered noth­ing to a starving man. Everything was dry, prickly, sharp; Span­ish bay­on­et, ju­ni­per, grease­wood, cac­tus; the liz­ard, the rattlesnake—and man made cruel by a cruel life. Those early mis­sion­ar­ies threw them­selves na­ked upon the hard heart of a coun­try that was cal­cu­lated to try the en­dur­ance of gi­ants. They thirsted in its deserts, starved among its rocks, climbed up and down its ter­rible canyons on stone-bruised feet, broke long fasts by un­clean and re­pug­nant food. Surely these en­dured Hun­ger, Thirst, Cold, Na­ked­ness, of a kind bey­ond any con­cep­tion St. Paul and his brethren could have had. Whatever the early Chris­ti­ans suffered, it all happened in that safe little Medi­ter­ranean world, amid the old man­ners, the old land­marks. If they en­dured mar­tyr­dom, they died among their brethren, their rel­ics were pi­ously pre­served, their names lived in the mouths of holy men.

				Rid­ing with his Auvergnats to the old mis­sions that had been scenes of mar­tyr­dom, the Bish­op used to re­mind them that no man could know what tri­umphs of faith had happened there, where one white man met tor­ture and death alone among so many in­fi­dels, or what vis­ions and rev­el­a­tions God may have gran­ted to soften that bru­tal end.

				When, as a young man, Fath­er La­tour first went down in­to Old Mex­ico, to claim his See at the hands of the Bish­op of Dur­ango, he had met on his jour­ney priests from the mis­sions of Son­ora and Lower Cali­for­nia, who re­lated many stor­ies of the blessed ex­per­i­ences of the early Fran­cis­can mis­sion­ar­ies. Their way through the wil­der­ness had blos­somed with little mir­acles, it seemed. At one time, when the renowned Fath­er Jun­ípero Serra, and his two com­pan­ions, were in danger of their lives from try­ing to cross a river at a treach­er­ous point, a mys­ter­i­ous stranger ap­peared out of the rocks on the op­pos­ite shore, and call­ing to them in Span­ish, told them to fol­low him to a point farther up the stream, where they forded in safety. When they begged to know his name, he evaded them and dis­ap­peared. At an­oth­er time, they were tra­vers­ing a great plain, and were fam­ished for wa­ter and al­most spent; a young horse­man over­took them and gave them three ripe pomegranates, then gal­loped away. This fruit not only quenched their thirst, but re­vived and strengthened them as much as the most nour­ish­ing food could have done, and they com­pleted their jour­ney like fresh men.

				One night in his travels through Dur­ango, Fath­er La­tour was en­ter­tained at a great coun­try es­tate where the res­id­ent chap­lain happened to be a priest from one of the west­ern mis­sions; and he told a story of this same Fath­er Jun­ípero which had come down in his own mon­as­tery from the old times.

				Fath­er Jun­ípero, he said, with a single com­pan­ion, had once ar­rived at his mon­as­tery on foot, without pro­vi­sions. The Broth­ers had wel­comed the two in as­ton­ish­ment, be­liev­ing it im­possible that men could have crossed so great a stretch of desert in this na­ked fash­ion. The Su­per­i­or ques­tioned them as to whence they had come, and said the mis­sion should not have al­lowed them to set off without a guide and without food. He mar­velled how they could have got through alive. But Fath­er Jun­ípero replied that they had fared very well, and had been most agree­ably en­ter­tained by a poor Mex­ic­an fam­ily on the way. At this a mu­leteer, who was bring­ing in wood for the Broth­ers, began to laugh, and said there was no house for twelve leagues, nor any­one at all liv­ing in the sandy waste through which they had come; and the Broth­ers con­firmed him in this.

				Then Fath­er Jun­ípero and his com­pan­ion re­lated fully their ad­ven­ture. They had set out with bread and wa­ter for one day. But on the second day they had been trav­el­ling since dawn across a cac­tus desert and had be­gun to lose heart when, near sun­set, they es­pied in the dis­tance three great cot­ton­wood trees, very tall in the de­clin­ing light. To­ward these they hastened. As they ap­proached the trees, which were large and green and were shed­ding cot­ton freely, they ob­served an ass tied to a dead trunk which stuck up out of the sand. Look­ing about for the own­er of the ass, they came upon a little Mex­ic­an house with an oven by the door and strings of red pep­pers hanging on the wall. When they called aloud, a ven­er­able Mex­ic­an, clad in sheep­skins, came out and greeted them kindly, ask­ing them to stay the night. Go­ing in with him, they ob­served that all was neat and comely, and the wife, a young wo­man of beau­ti­ful coun­ten­ance, was stir­ring por­ridge by the fire. Her child, scarcely more than an in­fant and with no gar­ment but his little shirt, was on the floor be­side her, play­ing with a pet lamb.

				They found these people gentle, pi­ous, and well-spoken. The hus­band said they were shep­herds. The priests sat at their table and shared their sup­per, and af­ter­ward read the even­ing pray­ers. They had wished to ques­tion the host about the coun­try, and about his mode of life and where he found pas­ture for his flock, but they were over­come by a great and sweet wear­i­ness, and tak­ing each a sheep­skin provided him, they lay down upon the floor and sank in­to deep sleep. When they awoke in the morn­ing they found all as be­fore, and food set upon the table, but the fam­ily were ab­sent, even to the pet lamb—hav­ing gone, the Fath­ers sup­posed, to care for their flock.

				When the Broth­ers at the mon­as­tery heard this ac­count they were amazed, de­clar­ing that there were in­deed three cot­ton­wood trees grow­ing to­geth­er in the desert, a well-known land­mark; but that if a set­tler had come, he must have come very lately. So Fath­er Jun­ípero and Fath­er An­drea, his com­pan­ion, with some of the Broth­ers and the scoff­ing mu­leteer, went back in­to the wil­der­ness to prove the mat­ter. The three tall trees they found, shed­ding their cot­ton, and the dead trunk to which the ass had been tied. But the ass was not there, nor any house, nor the oven by the door. Then the two Fath­ers sank down upon their knees in that blessed spot and kissed the earth, for they per­ceived what Fam­ily it was that had en­ter­tained them there.

				Fath­er Jun­ípero con­fessed to the Broth­ers how from the mo­ment he entered the house he had been strangely drawn to the child, and de­sired to take him in his arms, but that he kept near his moth­er. When the priest was read­ing the even­ing pray­ers the child sat upon the floor against his moth­er’s knee, with the lamb in his lap, and the Fath­er found it hard to keep his eyes upon his brevi­ary. After pray­ers, when he bade his hosts good night, he did in­deed stoop over the little boy in bless­ing; and the child had lif­ted his hand, and with his tiny fin­ger made the cross upon Fath­er Jun­ípero’s fore­head.

				This story of Fath­er Jun­ípero’s Holy Fam­ily made a strong im­pres­sion upon the Bish­op, when it was told him by the fireside of that great hacienda where he was a guest for the night. He had such an af­fec­tion for that story, in­deed, that he had al­lowed him­self to re­peat it on but two oc­ca­sions; once to the nuns of Moth­er Philomène’s con­vent in Ri­om, and once at a din­ner giv­en by Car­din­al Mazzuc­chi, in Rome. There is al­ways some­thing charm­ing in the idea of great­ness re­turn­ing to sim­pli­city—the queen mak­ing hay among the coun­try girls—but how much more en­dear­ing was the be­lief that They, after so many cen­tur­ies of his­tory and glory, should re­turn to play Their first parts, in the per­sons of a humble Mex­ic­an fam­ily, the lowli­est of the lowly, the poorest of the poor—in a wil­der­ness at the end of the world, where the an­gels could scarcely find Them!

			
			
				V

				After his déjeuner the old Arch­bish­op made a pre­tence of sleep­ing. He re­ques­ted not to be dis­turbed un­til din­ner­time, and those long hours of solitude were pre­cious to him. His bed was at the dark end of the room, where the shad­ows were rest­ful to his eyes; on fair days the oth­er end was full of sun­light, on grey days the light of the fire flickered along the wavy white walls. Ly­ing so still that the bed­clothes over his body scarcely moved, with his hands rest­ing del­ic­ately on the sheet be­side him or upon his breast, the Bish­op was liv­ing over his life. When he was oth­er­wise mo­tion­less, the thumb of his right hand would some­times gently touch a ring on his fore­finger, an amethyst with an in­scrip­tion cut upon it, Aus­pice Maria—Fath­er Vail­lant’s signet-ring; and then he was al­most cer­tainly think­ing of Joseph; of their life to­geth­er here, in this room … in Ohio be­side the Great Lakes … as young men in Par­is … as boys at Mont­fer­rand. There were many pas­sages in their mis­sion­ary life that he loved to re­call; and how of­ten and how fondly he re­called the be­gin­ning of it!

				They were both young men in their twen­ties, cur­ates to older priests, when there came to Cler­mont a Bish­op from Ohio, a nat­ive of Auvergne, look­ing for vo­lun­teers for his mis­sions in the West. Fath­er Jean and Fath­er Joseph heard him lec­ture at the Sem­in­ary, and talked with him in private. Be­fore he left for the North, they had pledged them­selves to meet him in Par­is at a giv­en date, to spend some weeks of pre­par­a­tion at the Col­lege for For­eign Mis­sions in the rue du Bac, and then to sail with him from Cher­bourg.

				Both the young priests knew that their fam­il­ies would strongly op­pose their pur­pose, so they re­solved to re­veal it to no one; to make no adieux, but to steal away dis­guised in ci­vil­ian’s clothes. They com­for­ted each oth­er by re­call­ing that St. Fran­cis Xavi­er, when he set forth as mis­sion­ary to In­dia, had stolen away like this; had “passed the dwell­ing of his par­ents without sa­lut­ing them,” as they had learned at school; ter­rible words to a French boy.

				Fath­er Vail­lant’s po­s­i­tion was es­pe­cially pain­ful; his fath­er was a stern, si­lent man, long a wid­ower, who loved his chil­dren with a jeal­ous pas­sion and had no life but in their lives. Joseph was the eld­est child. The peri­od between his re­solve and its ex­e­cu­tion was a peri­od of an­guish for him. As the date set for their de­par­ture drew near, he grew thin­ner and paler than ever.

				By agree­ment the two friends were to meet at dawn in a cer­tain field out­side Ri­om on the fate­ful day, and there await the di­li­gence for Par­is. Jean La­tour, hav­ing made his de­cision and pledged him­self, knew no waver­ing. On the ap­poin­ted morn­ing he stole out of his sis­ter’s house and took his way through the sleep­ing town to that moun­tain field, tip-tilted by reas­on of its steep­ness, just be­gin­ning to show a cold green in the heavy light of a cloudy day­break. There he found his com­rade in a miser­able plight. Joseph had been abroad in the fields all night, wan­der­ing up and down, find­ing his pur­pose and los­ing it. His face was swollen with weep­ing. He shook with a chill, his voice was bey­ond his con­trol.

				“What shall I do, Jean? Help me!” he cried. “I can­not break my fath­er’s heart, and I can­not break the vow I have made to Heav­en. I had rather die than do either. Ah, if I could but die of this misery, here, now!”

				How clearly the old Arch­bish­op could re­call the scene; those two young men in the fields in the grey morn­ing, dis­guised as if they were crim­in­als, es­cap­ing by stealth from their homes. He had not known how to com­fort his friend; it seemed to him that Joseph was suf­fer­ing more than flesh could bear, that he was ac­tu­ally be­ing torn in two by con­flict­ing de­sires. While they were pa­cing up and down, arm-in-arm, they heard a hol­low sound; the di­li­gence rum­bling down the moun­tain gorge. Joseph stood still and bur­ied his face in his hands. The pos­tilion’s horn soun­ded.

				“Al­lons!” said Jean lightly. “L’in­vit­a­tion du voy­age! You will ac­com­pany me to Par­is. Once we are there, if your fath­er is not re­con­ciled, we will get Bish­op F—— to ab­solve you from your prom­ise, and you can re­turn to Ri­om. It is very simple.”

				He ran to the road­side and waved to the driver; the coach stopped. In a mo­ment they were off, and be­fore long Joseph had fallen asleep in his seat from sheer ex­haus­tion. But he al­ways said that if Jean La­tour had not sup­por­ted him in that hour of tor­ment, he would have been a par­ish priest in the Puy-de-Dôme for the rest of his life.

				Of the two young priests who set forth from Ri­om that morn­ing in early spring, Jean La­tour had seemed the one so much more likely to suc­ceed in a mis­sion­ary’s life. He, in­deed, had a sound mind in a sound body. Dur­ing the weeks they spent at the Col­lege of For­eign Mis­sions in the rue du Bac, the au­thor­it­ies had been very doubt­ful of Joseph’s fit­ness for the hard­ships of the mis­sion field. Yet in the long test of years it was that frail body that had en­dured more and ac­com­plished more.

				Fath­er La­tour of­ten said that his dio­cese changed little ex­cept in bound­ar­ies. The Mex­ic­ans were al­ways Mex­ic­ans, the In­di­ans were al­ways In­di­ans. Santa Fe was a quiet back­wa­ter, with no nat­ur­al wealth, no im­port­ance com­mer­cially. But Fath­er Vail­lant had been plunged in­to the midst of a great in­dus­tri­al ex­pan­sion, where guile and trick­ery and hon­our­able am­bi­tion all struggled to­geth­er; a ter­rit­ory that de­veloped by leaps and bounds and then ex­per­i­enced ru­in­ous re­verses. Every year, even after he was crippled, he trav­elled thou­sands of miles by stage and in his car­riage, among the moun­tain towns that were now rich, now poor and deser­ted; Boulder, Gold Hill, Cari­bou, Cache-à-la-Poudre, Span­ish Bar, South Park, up the Arkan­sas to Cache Creek and Cali­for­nia Gulch.

				And Fath­er Vail­lant had not been con­tent to be a mere mis­sion­ary priest. He be­came a pro­moter. He saw a great fu­ture for the Church in Col­or­ado. While he was still so poor that he could not have a rect­ory or or­din­ary com­fort to live in, he began buy­ing up great tracts of land for the Church. He was able to buy a great deal of land for very little money, but that little had to be bor­rowed from banks at a ru­in­ous rate of in­terest. He bor­rowed money to build schools and con­vents, and the in­terest on his debts ate him up. He made long beg­ging trips through Ohio and Pennsylvania and Canada to raise money to pay this in­terest, which grew like a rolling snow­ball. He formed a land com­pany, went abroad and floated bonds in France to raise money, and dis­hon­est brokers brought re­proach upon his name.

				When he was nearly sev­enty, with one leg four inches short­er than the oth­er, Fath­er Vail­lant, then first Bish­op of Col­or­ado, was summoned to Rome to ex­plain his com­plic­ated fin­ance be­fore the Pap­al court—and he had very hard work to sat­is­fy the Car­din­als.

				

				When a dis­patch was flashed in­to Santa Fe an­noun­cing Bish­op Vail­lant’s death, Fath­er La­tour at once took the new rail­road for Den­ver. But he could scarcely be­lieve the tele­gram. He re­called the old nick­name, Trompe-la-Mort, and re­membered how many times be­fore he had hur­ried across moun­tains and deserts, not dar­ing to hope he would find his friend alive.

				Curi­ously, Fath­er La­tour could nev­er feel that he had ac­tu­ally been present at Fath­er Joseph’s fu­ner­al—or rather, he could not be­lieve that Fath­er Joseph was there. The shriv­elled little old man in the coffin, scarcely lar­ger than a mon­key—that had noth­ing to do with Fath­er Vail­lant. He could see Joseph as clearly as he could see Bern­ard, but al­ways as he was when they first came to New Mex­ico. It was not sen­ti­ment; that was the pic­ture of Fath­er Joseph his memory pro­duced for him, and it did not pro­duce any oth­er. The fu­ner­al it­self, he liked to re­mem­ber—as a re­cog­ni­tion. It was held un­der can­vas, in the open air; there was not a build­ing in Den­ver—in the whole Far West, for that mat­ter—big enough for his Blanchet’s fu­ner­al. For two days be­fore, the pop­u­la­tions of vil­lages and min­ing camps had been stream­ing down the moun­tains; they slept in wag­ons and tents and barns; they made a throng like a Na­tion­al Con­ven­tion in the con­vent square. And a strange thing happened at that fu­ner­al:

				Fath­er Re­vardy, the French priest who had gone from Santa Fe to Col­or­ado with Fath­er Vail­lant more than twenty years be­fore, and had been with him ever since as his cur­ate and Vicar, had been sent to France on busi­ness for his Bish­op. While there, he was told by his phys­i­cian that he had a fatal mal­ady, and he at once took ship and hur­ried home­ward, to make his re­port to Bish­op Vail­lant and to die in the har­ness. When he got as far as Chica­go, he had an acute seizure and was taken to a Cath­ol­ic hos­pit­al, where he lay very ill. One morn­ing a nurse happened to leave a news­pa­per near his bed; glan­cing at it, Fath­er Re­vardy saw an an­nounce­ment of the death of the Bish­op of Col­or­ado. When the Sis­ter re­turned, she found her pa­tient dressed. He con­vinced her that he must be driv­en to the rail­way sta­tion at once. On reach­ing Den­ver he entered a car­riage and asked to be taken to the Bish­op’s fu­ner­al. He ar­rived there when the ser­vices were nearly half over, and no one ever for­got the sight of this dy­ing man, sup­por­ted by the cab­driver and two priests, mak­ing his way through the crowd and drop­ping upon his knees be­side the bier. A chair was brought for him, and for the rest of the ce­re­mony he sat with his fore­head rest­ing against the edge of the coffin. When Bish­op Vail­lant was car­ried away to his tomb, Fath­er Re­vardy was taken to the hos­pit­al, where he died a few days later. It was one more in­stance of the ex­traordin­ary per­son­al de­vo­tion that Fath­er Joseph had so of­ten aroused and re­tained so long, in red men and yel­low men and white.

			
			
				VI

				Dur­ing those last weeks of the Bish­op’s life he thought very little about death; it was the Past he was leav­ing. The fu­ture would take care of it­self. But he had an in­tel­lec­tu­al curi­os­ity about dy­ing; about the changes that took place in a man’s be­liefs and scale of val­ues. More and more life seemed to him an ex­per­i­ence of the Ego, in no sense the Ego it­self. This con­vic­tion, he be­lieved, was some­thing apart from his re­li­gious life; it was an en­light­en­ment that came to him as a man, a hu­man creature. And he no­ticed that he judged con­duct dif­fer­ently now; his own and that of oth­ers. The mis­takes of his life seemed un­im­port­ant; ac­ci­dents that had oc­curred en route, like the ship­wreck in Galve­ston har­bour, or the run­away in which he was hurt when he was first on his way to New Mex­ico in search of his Bish­op­ric.

				He ob­served also that there was no longer any per­spect­ive in his memor­ies. He re­membered his win­ters with his cous­ins on the Medi­ter­ranean when he was a little boy, his stu­dent days in the Holy City, as clearly as he re­membered the ar­rival of M. Molny and the build­ing of his Cathed­ral. He was soon to have done with cal­en­dared time, and it had already ceased to count for him. He sat in the middle of his own con­scious­ness; none of his former states of mind were lost or out­grown. They were all with­in reach of his hand, and all com­pre­hens­ible.

				Some­times, when Mag­dalena or Bern­ard came in and asked him a ques­tion, it took him sev­er­al seconds to bring him­self back to the present. He could see they thought his mind was fail­ing; but it was only ex­traordin­ar­ily act­ive in some oth­er part of the great pic­ture of his life—some part of which they knew noth­ing.

				When the oc­ca­sion war­ran­ted he could re­turn to the present. But there was not much present left; Fath­er Joseph dead, the Olivares both dead, Kit Car­son dead, only the minor char­ac­ters of his life re­mained in present time. One morn­ing, sev­er­al weeks after the Bish­op came back to Santa Fe, one of the strong people of the old deep days of life did ap­pear, not in memory but in the flesh, in the shal­low light of the present; Eusa­bio the Navajo. Out on the Col­or­ado Chi­quito he had heard the word, passed on from one trad­ing post to an­oth­er, that the old Arch­bish­op was fail­ing, and the In­di­an came to Santa Fe. He, too, was an old man now. Once again their fine hands clasped. The Bish­op brushed a drop of mois­ture from his eye.

				“I have wished for this meet­ing, my friend. I had thought of ask­ing you to come, but it is a long way.”

				The old Navajo smiled. “Not long now, any­more. I come on the cars, Padre. I get on the cars at Gal­lup, and the same day I am here. You re­mem­ber when we come to­geth­er once to Santa Fe from my coun­try? How long it take us? Two weeks, pretty near. Men travel faster now, but I do not know if they go to bet­ter things.”

				“We must not try to know the fu­ture, Eusa­bio. It is bet­ter not. And Manuelito?”

				“Manuelito is well; he still leads his people.”

				Eusa­bio did not stay long, but he said he would come again to­mor­row, as he had busi­ness in Santa Fe that would keep him for some days. He had no busi­ness there; but when he looked at Fath­er La­tour he said to him­self, “It will not be long.”

				After he was gone, the Bish­op turned to Bern­ard; “My son, I have lived to see two great wrongs righted; I have seen the end of black slavery, and I have seen the Nava­jos re­stored to their own coun­try.”

				For many years Fath­er La­tour used to won­der if there would ever be an end to the In­di­an wars while there was one Navajo or Apache left alive. Too many traders and man­u­fac­tur­ers made a rich profit out of that war­fare; a polit­ic­al ma­chine and im­mense cap­it­al were em­ployed to keep it go­ing.

			
			
				VII

				The Bish­op’s middle years in New Mex­ico had been clouded by the per­se­cu­tion of the Nava­jos and their ex­pul­sion from their own coun­try. Through his friend­ship with Eusa­bio he had be­come in­ter­ested in the Nava­jos soon after he first came to his new dio­cese, and he ad­mired them; they stirred his ima­gin­a­tion. Though this nomad people were much slower to ad­opt white man’s ways than the home-stay­ing In­di­ans who dwelt in pueblos, and were much more in­dif­fer­ent to mis­sion­ar­ies and the white man’s re­li­gion, Fath­er La­tour felt a su­per­i­or strength in them. There was pur­pose and con­vic­tion be­hind their in­scrut­able re­serve; some­thing act­ive and quick, some­thing with an edge. The ex­pul­sion of the Nava­jos from their coun­try, which had been theirs no man knew how long, had seemed to him an in­justice that cried to Heav­en. Nev­er could he for­get that ter­rible winter when they were be­ing hunted down and driv­en by thou­sands from their own re­ser­va­tion to the Bosque Re­dondo, three hun­dred miles away on the Pecos River. Hun­dreds of them, men, wo­men, and chil­dren, per­ished from hun­ger and cold on the way; their sheep and horses died from ex­haus­tion cross­ing the moun­tains. None ever went will­ingly; they were driv­en by star­va­tion and the bay­on­et; cap­tured in isol­ated bands, and bru­tally de­por­ted.

				It was his own mis­guided friend, Kit Car­son, who fi­nally sub­dued the last un­conquered rem­nant of that people; who fol­lowed them in­to the depths of the Canyon de Chelly, whith­er they had fled from their graz­ing plains and pine forests to make their last stand. They were shep­herds, with no prop­erty but their live­stock, en­cumbered by their wo­men and chil­dren, poorly armed and with scanty am­muni­tion. But this canyon had al­ways be­fore proved im­pen­et­rable to white troops. The Nava­jos be­lieved it could not be taken. They be­lieved that their old gods dwelt in the fast­nesses of that canyon; like their Shiprock, it was an in­vi­ol­ate place, the very heart and centre of their life.

				Car­son fol­lowed them down in­to the hid­den world between those tower­ing walls of red sand­stone, spoiled their stores, des­troyed their deep-sheltered corn­fields, cut down the ter­raced peach orch­ards so dear to them. When they saw all that was sac­red to them laid waste, the Nava­jos lost heart. They did not sur­render; they simply ceased to fight, and were taken. Car­son was a sol­dier un­der or­ders, and he did a sol­dier’s bru­tal work. But the bravest of the Navajo chiefs he did not cap­ture. Even after the crush­ing de­feat of his people in the Canyon de Chelly, Manuelito was still at large. It was then that Eusa­bio came to Santa Fe to ask Bish­op La­tour to meet Manuelito at Zuñi. As a priest, the Bish­op knew that it was in­dis­creet to con­sent to a meet­ing with this out­lawed chief; but he was a man, too, and a lov­er of justice. The re­quest came to him in such a way that he could not re­fuse it. He went with Eusa­bio.

				Though the Gov­ern­ment was of­fer­ing a heavy re­ward for his per­son, liv­ing or dead, Manuelito rode off his own re­ser­va­tion down in­to Zuñi in broad day­light, at­ten­ded by some dozen fol­low­ers, all on wretched, half-starved horses. He had been in hid­ing out in Eusa­bio’s coun­try on the Col­or­ado Chi­quito.

				It was Manuelito’s hope that the Bish­op would go to Wash­ing­ton and plead his people’s cause be­fore they were ut­terly des­troyed. They asked noth­ing of the Gov­ern­ment, he told Fath­er La­tour, but their re­li­gion, and their own land where they had lived from im­me­mori­al times. Their coun­try, he ex­plained, was a part of their re­li­gion; the two were in­sep­ar­able. The Canyon de Chelly the Padre knew; in that canyon his people had lived when they were a small weak tribe; it had nour­ished and pro­tec­ted them; it was their moth­er. Moreover, their gods dwelt there—in those in­ac­cess­ible white houses set in cav­erns up in the face of the cliffs, which were older than the white man’s world, and which no liv­ing man had ever entered. Their gods were there, just as the Padre’s God was in his church.

				And north of the Canyon de Chelly was the Shiprock, a slender crag rising to a dizzy height, all alone out on a flat desert. Seen at a dis­tance of fifty miles or so, that crag presents the fig­ure of a one-masted fish­ing-boat un­der full sail, and the white man named it ac­cord­ingly. But the In­di­an has an­oth­er name; he be­lieves that rock was once a ship of the air. Ages ago, Manuelito told the Bish­op, that crag had moved through the air, bear­ing upon its sum­mit the par­ents of the Navajo race from the place in the far north where all peoples were made—and wherever it sank to earth was to be their land. It sank in a desert coun­try, where it was hard for men to live. But they had found the Canyon de Chelly, where there was shel­ter and un­fail­ing wa­ter. That canyon and the Shiprock were like kind par­ents to his people, places more sac­red to them than churches, more sac­red than any place is to the white man. How, then, could they go three hun­dred miles away and live in a strange land?

				Moreover, the Bosque Re­dondo was down on the Pecos, far east of the Rio Grande. Manuelito drew a map in the sand, and ex­plained to the Bish­op how, from the very be­gin­ning, it had been en­joined that his people must nev­er cross the Rio Grande on the east, or the Rio San Juan on the north, or the Rio Col­or­ado on the west; if they did, the tribe would per­ish. If a great priest, like Fath­er La­tour, were to go to Wash­ing­ton and ex­plain these things, per­haps the Gov­ern­ment would listen.

				Fath­er La­tour tried to tell the In­di­an that in a Prot­est­ant coun­try the one thing a Ro­man priest could not do was to in­ter­fere in mat­ters of Gov­ern­ment. Manuelito listened re­spect­fully, but the Bish­op saw that he did not be­lieve him. When he had fin­ished, the Navajo rose and said:

				“You are the friend of Cristóbal, who hunts my people and drives them over the moun­tains to the Bosque Re­dondo. Tell your friend that he will nev­er take me alive. He can come and kill me when he pleases. Two years ago I could not count my flocks; now I have thirty sheep and a few starving horses. My chil­dren are eat­ing roots, and I do not care for my life. But my moth­er and my gods are in the West, and I will nev­er cross the Rio Grande.”

				He nev­er did cross it. He lived in hid­ing un­til the re­turn of his ex­iled people. For an un­fore­seen thing happened:

				The Bosque Re­dondo proved an ut­terly un­suit­able coun­try for the Nava­jos. It could have been farmed by ir­rig­a­tion, but they were nomad shep­herds, not farm­ers. There was no pas­ture for their flocks. There was no fire­wood; they dug mes­quite roots and dried them for fuel. It was an al­kaline coun­try, and hun­dreds of In­di­ans died from bad wa­ter. At last the Gov­ern­ment at Wash­ing­ton ad­mit­ted its mis­take—which gov­ern­ments sel­dom do. After five years of ex­ile, the rem­nant of the Navajo people were per­mit­ted to go back to their sac­red places.

				In 1875 the Bish­op took his French ar­chi­tect on a pack trip in­to Ari­zona to show him some­thing of the coun­try be­fore he re­turned to France, and he had the pleas­ure of see­ing the Navajo horse­men rid­ing free over their great plains again. The two French­men went as far as the Canyon de Chelly to be­hold the strange cliff ru­ins; once more crops were grow­ing down at the bot­tom of the world between the tower­ing sand­stone walls; sheep were graz­ing un­der the mag­ni­fi­cent cot­ton­woods and drink­ing at the streams of sweet wa­ter; it was like an In­di­an Garden of Eden.

				Now, when he was an old man and ill, scenes from those by­gone times, dark and bright, flashed back to the Bish­op: the ter­rible faces of the Nava­jos wait­ing at the place on the Rio Grande where they were be­ing fer­ried across in­to ex­ile; the long streams of sur­viv­ors go­ing back to their own coun­try, driv­ing their scanty flocks, car­ry­ing their old men and their chil­dren. Memor­ies, too, of that time he had spent with Eusa­bio on the Little Col­or­ado, in the early spring, when the lamb­ing sea­son was not yet over—dark horse­men rid­ing across the sands with orphan lambs in their arms—a young Navajo wo­man, giv­ing a lamb her breast un­til a ewe was found for it.

				“Bern­ard,” the old Bish­op would mur­mur, “God has been very good to let me live to see a happy is­sue to those old wrongs. I do not be­lieve, as I once did, that the In­di­an will per­ish. I be­lieve that God will pre­serve him.”

			
			
				VIII

				The Amer­ic­an doc­tor was con­sult­ing with Arch­bish­op S—— and the Moth­er Su­per­i­or. “It is his heart that is the trouble now. I have been giv­ing him small doses to stim­u­late it, but they no longer have any ef­fect. I scarcely dare in­crease them; it might be fatal at once. But that is why you see such a change in him.”

				The change was that the old man did not want food, and that he slept, or seemed to sleep, nearly all the time. On the last day of his life his con­di­tion was pretty gen­er­ally known. The Cathed­ral was full of people all day long, pray­ing for him; nuns and old wo­men, young men and girls, com­ing and go­ing. The sick man had re­ceived the Vi­atic­um early in the morn­ing. Some of the Te­suque In­di­ans, who had been his coun­try neigh­bours, came in­to Santa Fe and sat all day in the Arch­bish­op’s court­yard listen­ing for news of him; with them was Eusa­bio the Navajo. Fructosa and Tran­quilino, his old ser­vants, were with the sup­plic­ants in the Cathed­ral.

				The Moth­er Su­per­i­or and Mag­dalena and Bern­ard at­ten­ded the sick man. There was little to do but to watch and pray, so peace­ful and pain­less was his re­pose. Some­times it was sleep, they knew from his re­laxed fea­tures; then his face would as­sume per­son­al­ity, con­scious­ness, even though his eyes did not open.

				To­ward the close of day, in the short twi­light after the candles were lighted, the old Bish­op seemed to be­come rest­less, moved a little, and began to mur­mur; it was in the French tongue, but Bern­ard, though he caught some words, could make noth­ing of them. He knelt be­side the bed: “What is it, Fath­er? I am here.”

				He con­tin­ued to mur­mur, to move his hands a little, and Mag­dalena thought he was try­ing to ask for some­thing, or to tell them some­thing. But in real­ity the Bish­op was not there at all; he was stand­ing in a tip-tilted green field among his nat­ive moun­tains, and he was try­ing to give con­sol­a­tion to a young man who was be­ing torn in two be­fore his eyes by the de­sire to go and the ne­ces­sity to stay. He was try­ing to forge a new Will in that de­vout and ex­hausted priest; and the time was short, for the di­li­gence for Par­is was already rum­bling down the moun­tain gorge.

				

				When the Cathed­ral bell tolled just after dark, the Mex­ic­an pop­u­la­tion of Santa Fe fell upon their knees, and all Amer­ic­an Cath­ol­ics as well. Many oth­ers who did not kneel prayed in their hearts. Eusa­bio and the Te­suque boys went quietly away to tell their people; and the next morn­ing the old Arch­bish­op lay be­fore the high al­tar in the church he had built.

			
		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. In ac­tu­al fact, the dy­ing pueblo of Pecos was aban­doned some years be­fore the Amer­ic­an oc­cu­pa­tion of New Mex­ico.
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