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  Part I.
  The Governor's Daughter.


  In the outskirts of the city of Chihuahua, capital of the Mexican province of the same name, are a series of low and straggling huts composed of adobes, or unburnt bricks. Few houses in New Mexico are of any superior material, though in the good city of Chihuahua, many of the better sort have certainly the advantage of being cornered with hewn stone, while the doors and windows are similarly constitated. The shops or stores, as they are called by the Americans, their principal owners, are of the same material; and I have been assured by Mr. O’Hara, a merchant who resided many years in ‘this distant ‘mart, and whom I knew during my residence in Galveston, Texas, that the show of finery in them, particularly in the article of dress; would not dis+ grace a provincial town in the United States, or many a rural district nearer home.


  In one of the wretched adobe huts above alluded to, stretched out in all the indulgence apparently of a siesta, in a Mexican grass hammock, lay a young man, pale, gaunt, and thin, whose dark, sunburnt features, gave his pallor only a more ghastly hue. His costume was spare and scanty, being composed of mocassins, buckskin trousers, a blue check shirt, and thrown over this a Mexican poncho, or blanket. A white beaver sombrero, or broad-brimmed hat, which hung on a peg, completed his attire. Round the walls were hung a number of drawings, landscapes, architectural representations, and still mere numerous, portraits of Indian men and women, of the costume of the wild and savage Comanches, Apaches, Navajóes, Eutaws, etc. Several articles of Indian dress were also scattered about the floor, while on a board that served the purpose of a table, were drawing implements—pencils, a palette, paint-brushes, and other requisites for producing the land- scapes and sketches which adorned the room.


  Pierre Lenoir, the artist’s name, was not alone. A dreadful and implacable enemy was by him, and this was hunger. Ten years previous to the day of which we speak, Pierre, then being eighteen years of age, had started from home like the enthusiastic Catlin, or Audubon, in search of natural and rare studies, visited the savage and wild tribes of Indians which crowd the borders of New Mexico and ' Texas. In his eager desire for new subjects, both human and inanimate, he had dwelt among the Navajóes, in the main range of the Cordilleras, on the waters of the Rio Colerado of California, with the Apaches, on the head waters of the Rio Grande del Norte, the Eutaws between Snake River and Rio Colerado, the Comanches, and other Indian tribes but little known to Americans[1]. During a lengthened and studious residence he had become intimately acquainted with their habits—could speak their languages—and, in many instances, had been admitted as a brother; sometimes, even had so pleased the Indians, as to be formally inducted as a chief. His artistic talents had principally served him; but his skill in the chase—his excellence as a shot—and his cool and collected courage, were also no slight recommendations to men whose existence depended on hunting, and whose amusement was war.


  Occasionally, Lenoir visited the border settlements, where he disposed of his paintings to men, who, in the more civilized regions of the North, obtained a large profit from their investment. Lenoir was satisfied if he procured in exchange for his clever productions, new canvas, a supply of paint and of brushes, powder and shot, and vermillion, or other articles suited for presents, of which tobacco was the most important and valuable ingredient. In the hope of finding a ready market for his artistic wares, and perhaps of gaining some employment in portrait-painting, Pierre had visited New Mexico, and after a long journey had reached Chihuahua. It very soon, however, appeared, that the New Mexicans were either deficient in taste, or in the means of gratifying it; and that the few countrymen of Lenoir (who was a French creole[2] from Louisiana) were far too busily engaged in money-making, to be tempted to give him a sitting. Lenoir, in the hope of thus drawing a few customers, painted a very pretty senora, gratuitously; the senora was very proud of the honour, and shewed the portrait to all her acquaintance with much satisfaction; but the only advantage which Pierre derived from the picture was, a permit from the lady’s husband to live rent free in the adobe hut, now occupied by the artist.


  One principal cause of the great want of success experienced by Pierre, was the singular ignorance of the population; so little was, not a literary or artistic taste cultivated, but the mere rudiments of knowledge diffused among the people, that a curate once asked, » Whether Napoleon and Washington were not one and the same person? and whether Europe was net a province of Spain[3] Schools were rarities provided only for the very rich; and a woman who could write was looked upon in Chihuahua as quite a prodigy of talent. It is, therefore, little to be wondered at that our adventurous artist was not encouraged; indeed, a passion for dress and jewellery so completely tilled the minds of the Mexican ladies, that they had little leisure to think of other luxuries.


  Pierre Lenoir had learned the philosophy of patience during his wanderings over the Great Western Prairies, if he had gained no other knowledge; and on making the disagreeable discovery that he was not wanted in Chihuahua, would have immediately taken up his scrip and his staff, and, shaking the dust off his feet, have permitted the city to know him no more, had it been in his power so to act. But sickness overcame him—a bilious fever rendered him utterly helpless—and his last dollar, and then his last cent disappeared during the progress of his illness. ‘This unfortunate bankruptcy had taken place some forty-eight hours previous to the moment when we seek the unfortunate artist in bis adobe hut, where, free from fever, but weak, both from disease and want of nourishment, Pierre Lenoir lay ruminating on what course was best to pursue.


  Pierre was naturally proud, and his residence among, and assimilation with, the Indians, was in nothing more apparent than in his patience beneath suffering, and his resolute determination against revealing his wants.


  It was about eight in the evening, and Pierre rose from his hammock, wrapped his blanket round his person, donned his sombrero, which was covered with oil-cloth, and ornamented by a band of tinsel cord, and prepared to go forth into the open air. It was terrible to lie thus in a vain struggle with hunger; and Pierre thought, and perhaps justly, that it was more likely he should happen on a dinner by mixing among his fellows, than by lying in his wretched hut, awaiting the result of the chapter of accidents.


  Passing beneath a stupendous arch of the great aqueduct which supplies the town with water, and which tells of the departed glories of Spain, Pierre found himself within Chihuahua, the finest city in the interior of Mexico. Situated near the southern base of a chain of serrated and precipitous mountains, here forming a sort of crescent, the city stands in the curve, and with its large and magnificent cathedral, churches, convents, and public buildings, forms by no means an unpleasant feature in the landscape.


  Passing rapidly through the streets, with his blanket concealing his face, and his sombrero over his eyes, Pierre soon gained, the plaza, or square, in the centre of which is an elegant fountain opposite the cathedral, said to equal in architectural grandeur anything of the kind in the republic. The other three sides were occupied by the shops of the principal native and foreign merchants, and to these our artist devoted his attention. » The late-hour system appears to be universally popular in Chihuahua, since shopping—the favourite amusement of the ladies—chiefly takes place by candlelight, after the senoras have partaken of their chocolate and cigaritos. Both the streets and thé shops are crowded from nine until ten, and often until a later hour, which is very disagreeable to the owners, who have great difficulty in preventing the pilfering propensities of some even of their fair visitors from being carried into effect.


  Pierre, pushing through the crowd, paused before the store of an American, of whom he had almost made up his mind to ask assistance. Still he paused. His hunger was great, but his pride was still greater ; and it is quite probable Lenoir would have walked away ere he could have made up his mind to enter, when the aged attendant of a lady who was within advanced to the door, and judging from his appearance that he was a picaros, or loafer, loitering about in search of a job, addressed him with that politeness which is universal in Mexico between persons of every class, and inquired if the caballero would carry a parcel for her young mistress to her father’s ranchero, outside the town? Pierre was about to reply somewhat indignantly, when it flashed across his mind that he might thus earn a meal, and accordingly he accepted. The old duenna returned into the shop, and soon reappeared, bearing a moderate sized parcel, and followed by a singularly beautiful young Mexican girl, in the act of adjusting her reboso over her face. Pierre, however, had time to be struck both by her extreme loveliness and by the graceful elegance of her costume.


  Lenoir shouldered his parcel with a grim smile, though reflecting that in a town where he was a mere stranger, the act was one which could in nowise compromise his dignity. The young senora passed on in conversation with her duenna, from whose loud talk Pierre soon discovered that his fair employer was no less a personage than the daughter of the governor of the state and town of Chihuahua.


  The young lady and her companion passed out of the town, and took their way along the high road to Santa Fé, on which was situated, about half a mile distant, a hacienda belonging to Don Emanuel Trias, the very excellent governor of Chihuahua.


  Pierre was quite incapable of keeping pace with the senora—a fact which at first raised suspicions in the mind of the duenna; but a few words of conversation having betrayed that he was a foreigner, Margharita was reassured, and hurried after her mistress, At no great distance from the hacienda, the road skirted a grove of pinon, or scrub-pine, and a path passing more directly through this, Pierre took the shorter cut. Fatigue had now almost overcome him, and crying to the old woman that he would follow in an instant, he seated himself upon his bundle, to snatch a moment of rest. At this instant his ear caught the sound of coming horsemen, and, rising, his quick and experienced eye caught sight of a party of Apache Indians in the act of surrounding the senora, whom they instantly made a prisoner, slaying and scalping the duenna on the spot.


  The Apache Indians live chiefly in the neighbourhood of the mountains lying between New Mexico and the States of Senora and Chihuahua—are expert horsemen—keep immense droves of those animals —and are surpassingly adroit in the use of the lance, and bow and arrow. They are a proud, independent, and brave tribe, and having had but little intercourse with the whites, are increasing in numbers, and in Indian wealth—horses, arms, and finery. They pour down upon the Mexicans with the speed of the whirlwind, and then gain their mountain fastnesses ere pursuit can be organized. In number about fifteen thousand, those on the east of the Rio del Norte, are generally known as Mezealeros, from mezeal, an article of their food ; while ; the rest are called Coyoteros, from their eating the coyote, or prairie ' wolf. They are singularly vagrant in their habits; never construct houses, but live in easily-removed wigwams. For food they chiefly depend on the sheep, and mules especially, of the Mexican haciendas. Of the latter edible they are exceedingly fond. In their depredations they spare neither California, Senora, Durango, or Coahuila; but Chihuahua receives the principal portion of their attacks. And so daring are they that small bands of three and four warriors have been known tov come up within a mile of the city, make prisoners, and drive off droves of mules and horses, Of course their strength lies principally in the imbecility of their enemies.


  The attack on the governor’s daughter and the death of her attendant were the work of a moment; and ere Pierre Lenoir had time even to think of action, the Apaches, who had not observed him, were scampering in all haste towards the hacienda of Don Emanuel Trias. To pounce upon the alarmed pueblos—to fire the outhouses, and obtain possession of the droves of mules and other cattle, which are the principal wealth of Mexican proprietors, was very shortly executed by these expert thieves, who are outdone by no roving people, not even the Arabs, in the rapidity of their movements. This done, the robbers took the highway towards Santa Fé, and were very shortly in the mountains on their way to the Rio Grande del Norte.



[1]In the United States, ›Americans‹ is a word applied only to inhabitants of the United States. I have fallen into this habit. Why, however, Mexicans or Canadians should not come within this denomination, is a question for brother Jonathan to resolve.



[2]This expression is applied to all of French race, born in the Southern States.



[3]See on this point, and all others relative to manners in this country, Josiah Gregg’s very interesting work on the Commerce of the Prairies. London: Wiley and Putnam.


  Part II.
  The Cerro de Tucumcari.


  As long as the Apaches, whom he had instantly recognised, were in sight, Pierre Lenoir remained still, and then leaving the daughter of the governor of Chihuahua to her fate, he shouldered his packet, and returned towards the town. On gaining, in a fainting state, the governor’s mansion, which he observed was lighted up on the occasion of a festival, he demanded instant admittance to Don Emanuel, and was presently afterwards conducted to the banqueting chamber, where, casting at the governor's feet the bundle, and taking off his sombrero, he sank exhausted on seat.


  Some twenty gentlemen of the first rank were seated round a table, plentifully supplied with such good things as the country afforded, —namely, mutton-broth, stewed and boiled mutton, sheep’s blood, chickens and eggs, chile guisado, frijoles, and fruits. Restored by a glass of wine, Pierre, whom several present recognised, told his story; and at its conclusion the agonized father started from his chair.


  »Listen to me, your excellency«, cried Pierre, firmly; » the Apaches are far away; but trust in me, and your daughter shall be restored you, and these vagrant Indians punished. I ask three months to do the deed, and ample means of commanding the services of the Comanche Indians, my brothers and friends.«


  »Five thousand dollars are at your command«, rejoined Don Emanuel, eagerly; » and five thousand more shall be your own reward, if you restore me my child.«


  »Pardon me, your excellency«, replied the painter, proudly, »I seek a far greater reward. I am a caballero like yourself; my father is a rico, a wealthy planter in Louisiana; I am his eldest and only child; and though an insatiate love of roaming has taken me away, he will gladly acknowledge me whenever I return. Your excellency can verify my statement. If, therefore, I free your daughter, and she be not an Indian bride, I ask her as my wife.«


  »What is your plan?” inquired the governor, after a few moments’ reflection.


  »I should start from here, your excellency, and make the best of my way to Santa Fé; thence I should seek the Comanches, with whom I have lived many years, and with the promise of valuable presents, induce them to attack the Apaches, and rescue your daughter.«


  »Be it so, then«, replied the governor.


  Early on the following morning, Pierre Lenoir, mounted on a sturdy nag, and leading a second, while a footman ran by his side, left Chihuahua. Those who had witnessed his arrival in the governor's banquet-room, on the previous evening, would not have recognised him. Ample food, comfortable quarters, and the enthusiasm and excitement of his task, had made another man of him. His appearance was every way that of a Mexican. In place of pantaloons he wore the calzoneras, with the outer part of the leg open from top to bottom, the borders trimmed with tinkling filigree buttons, tinsel lace, and cords; braces not being worn, the chaqueta, or jacket, was connected with the pantaloons by a rich sash; botas of embossed leather, embroidered with fancy silk and tinsel thread, were bound round the knee with curiously tasselled garters, while the serape saltillero completed his equipment. His horse, which was intended for expeditious travelling, had none of the ponderous trappings which usually encumber Mexican steeds.


  The companion of Pierre was Echú-eleh-hadjó, or Crazy-deer-foot, a Creek Indian, who had long been in the service of Chihuahua, and subsequently, under the notorious James Kirker, fought the Apaches. Lenoir, who knew his value, had demanded him of Don Emanuel; and Echt having consented to accompany him, they started together. For some time, they proceeded in silence; and, indeed, scarcely a word passed between them until they reached the Laguna de Encinillas, an extensive lake, surrounded by much fertile land, and notorious as the camping-ground of the Apaches, when on their marauding expeditions. So overwhelming had the nature of these depredations been of late, that between Chihuahua and Carrizal, a distance of about a hundred and fifty miles, there was not a single habitation where food or shelter might be obtained. Having passed the Laguna, and reached the ford of the Carmen river, Pierre halted, and inquired of the Indian where was the best camping-ground? Echú, remarking that the water both of the lake and river was bad, pointed out a spring known as Agua Nueva, and there the two adventurers seated themselves, and, by a scanty cotton-wood fire, cooked and ate their supper. The meal concluded, Pierre, in a few brief phrases, informed Ech of his intentions, with all of which the Creek intimated his ready acquiescence, by muttering the monosyllable, »Good.«


  »Echú«, added Pierre, » and his white brother must part. Echú will follow the trail of the Apache dogs, while his brother will seek the Comanche village. The moon is two days old; when two new moons have gained so much in size, Echú will meet his brother on the Cerro de Tucumcari, and say, ›Where is the maiden?‹«


  Echú growled consent; and when, on the following morning, Pierre Lenoir rose to continue his journey, he was alone. Mounting his horse, the painter placed a fresh cap upon his rifle, and pursued his way. From Chihuahua to Santa Fé, is a distance of more than five hundred miles; and from the latter place, to Spanish Peak, where the great Comanche village was then located, nearly as much. Pierre, therefore, in promising to meet Echt at Tucumcari in two months, had given himself but little time to spare, and, accordingly, went over as much ground as possible during each day. Passing the River Carmen, leaving Lake Patos to his right, and the Ojo Caliente, a delicious warm spring, to his left, the town of Carrizal was soon reached, situated in a fertile valley, but suffering much from the inroads of the Apaches.


  Crossing the Rio del Norte, Pierre entered upon that dreary and desert plain known as the Jornado del Muerto, in the centre of which is a pond, called the » Dead Man’s Lake«, oftener, however, dry than containing water. Across this plain, Lenoir travelled in one day, and rested only when he reached Fray Cristobal. Early on the following morning, the painter was again on the road ; and on the fifteenth day, after leaving Chihuahua, reached Santa Fé de San Fransisco, the capital of New Mexico.


  Pierre remained here only one day, to procure presents, for which he had orders on the department of New Mexico, from the governor of Chihuahua. The painter then hurried to San Miguel, a village on the frontiers of New Mexico, and sought the hut of Manuel El Comanche, a full blood Indian, who had left his tribe from love of a pair of Mexican black eyes, and whom he had little difficulty in persuading to be his guide to Spanish Peak.


  On leaving San Miguel, Pierre Lenoir left the last of the settlements, and betook himself to that wild prairie life, the love of which had seduced him from all the comforts of home and the luxuries of a Southern planter’s existence.


  Few buffaloes are found in the mountain prairies ; but Manuel succeeded in discovering three, and the companions started in pursuit of them. Pierre was the best mounted of the two, and accordingly flew ahead, dragging his led horse after him; and presently, in his eager desire to capture the much-coveted game, left the latter to his fate. He saw but the buffalo, and when his horse began to flag, and Manuel, who had been more careful, passed him, he for the first time remarked, that there were other persons, besides themselves, determined to be in at the death.


  These were a dozen Indians, wearing the usual leggings, mocassins, flap, and robe, and having furthermore, distinctive marks, by which Pierre immediately recognised the tribe. Several of them wore leathern jerkins, while their mocassins had a long tassel of leathern fringes trailing from the heels, for which some had substituted the tail of a polecat. Their leggings were one half red, the other blue, while a buffalo rug was thrown over the shoulders. The most remarkable and striking peculiarity, however, was the voluminousness of their tresses, which were eked out with buffalo and other hair, daubed with grease, and decorated with beads. Pierre at once knew them to be Comanches; and when the three buffaloes were killed, and the whole party encamped together, he was delighted to find himself in company with one of the most influential warriors of the tribe. To conciliate this man by presents, and then to gain him over to his views, was, with Lenoir, who knew the Indian character well, a matter of no very great difficulty, so that when, a few days later, the great Comanche village was gained, Pierre Lenoir entered it in company with two useful and powerful friends, Manuel el Comanche and the Fighting Chief of the tribe.


  About half the time being passed, which was to intervene ere Echt was to be at the place of meeting, Pierre Lenoir summoned a council af the chiefs and braves, spread his presents before them, had the governor of Chihuahua’s proclamation of five thousand dollars’ reward transe lated to the assembled warriors by Manuel, and then demanded, in consideration of this subsidy, the services of five hundred warriors. The artist, who required no interpreter to explain his wishes, then urged upon his brothers the acceptance of his terms; painted the wrongs they had suffered from the Apaches in glowing colours; shewed how large an amount of fusils, how much powder, shot, &c., would become the property of the tribe, besides the prospect of making numerous prisoners, and capturing much booty. Having said thus much, Lenoir seated himself. The debate which ensued was hot and animated; most of the old warriors were for peace—the young men for war. Pierre's friend now did him good service; for, rising, and addressing the assembly in an animated and eloquent speech, he so moved the council, that even the peacemakers gave way, and accepted the proposition of Lenoir.


  Not more, however, than a hundred warriors were in camp; and it was not until the seventh day that five hundred could be collected. Then, after certain rites-and ceremonies, the long line of braves left the foot of Spanish Peak, while their wives and little ones stood around gazing upon them in silence.


  By hasty marches, and by devoting less time than usual to rest, the party came, on the day agreed on, in sight of the desired spot. In the centre of a perfectly level plain, green and grassy as a lawn, rose against the evening sky a dark and lofty mound. Relieved against the blue vault of heaven, the appearance of the Cerro de Tucumcari was so tomb-like, that had there been no traditions relative to it, the cavalcade would have approached in solemn silence. Lenoir, the chief of the tribe, and Manuel el Comanche, rode at the head of the warparty. The chief was doubtful of the success of Echt’s attempt, and trusted to chance and good fortune to bring them in contact with the Apaches. The sun had set, and despite Indian customs, at Lenoir’s request, the Indian host advanced until they reached within three hundred yards of the mound, on the top of which Echt was to be.


  »My white brother has eyes, can he see a Creek on the hand of Wah-ta?” said the chief, motioning his warriors to halt, and holding out his bare palm to Lenoir.


  »An Apache dog has two eyes«, replied Lenoir, gravely, »and can see along way. Echt would only be seen by his friends.«


  »Heugh!« muttered Manuel, descending from his horse with the noiselessness of a cat. »Manuel will see if the Creek be a snake.«


  El Comanche disappeared in the gloom, and in a few minutes stood on the slope of the mound, but not alone.


  »Good«, said Wah-ta.


  The second personage was Echt, who daring three weeks had occupied his position, despite outlying parties of the Apaches, who had passed within a few hundred paces of him on more than one occasion. The news he brought was satisfactory. It appeared that Maria, through Mexican captives, long resident among the Apaches, had succeeded in impressing the Indians with a high idea of her rank, and was, accordingly, destined as the bride of the principal chief’s son, a youth, wanting two months of the age at which Indians usually marry. Echú further stated, that the camp in which she was a prisoner was but eight miles distant. Lenoir turned to Wah-ta, who answered by a nod of assent, understanding his wishes. The troop was immediately divided. Echú, who knew the ground, guided one which was to assault the village from one side, while Manuel and Lenoir led another, according to his directions.


  Night surprises are common with the cavalry Indians, and nothing in the terrible annals of warfare is more fearful than such assaults prove. The attack, the screams of children, wives, and mothers, each warrior creeping behind an animal, or pack, for a breastwork, the whizz of arrows, the sharp report of the fusils, the cleaving tomahawk, the unearthly war-whoop, the desperate struggle, the screams of the wounded and dying,—such are some scenes in the horrible picture. Without describing minutely the details of the attack on the Apache camp, it may suffice to say, that victory declared itself for the Comanches, that many were slain on both sides, that numerous prisoners were made, and among these the young and lovely Maria. The booty was heavy; and Wah-ta declared emphatically that it was good, an opinion which he reiterated even more strongly, when, some time after, he received for his tribe the splendid ransom promised by Don Emanuel Trias.


  Love in Mexico is a rapid and easily enkindled passion. The deep debt of gratitude which Maria owed to Lenoir enlisted her sympathies, admiration for his perseverance and courage was superadded, and affection soon followed. Lenoir, happy and contented, settled in Mexico, sold his paternal inheritance in Louisiana, when it descended to him, and exercising his art for his amusement, and to pass his idle hours, is still known in his wife’s native city as the PAINTER OF CHIHUAHUA.


   


  -THE END-
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