Before You Read

“Mirror, mirror, ont the wall...” Even though the evil

queen in “Snow White” expects that her magic mirror—“which can only tell the
truth™—will tell her that her own face is the “fairest one of all” the mirror tells her
that Snow White is more beautiful. Although what appears in a mirror is “only” a re-
flection, mirrors are traditionally seen as symbols of truth, since they reflect with
clarity the actual person or object before them. Mirrors also suggest another kind of
self-reflection: We may judge the rightness of our actions by asking ourselves if we
could look into a mirror after doing something that is questionable or could be

wrong,

Here is a story about a mirror that contains an entire world of its own. Like mir-
rors in certain fantasy stories, which often serve as portals to another world, this mir-
ror brings together two worlds: that of the living and of the dead. As you might
expect, the mirror in this story changes the lives of the living family members, What

truths does this mirror reveal?

In the Faz ily

Maria Elena Llano
translated by Beatriz Teleki

When my mother found out that the large mit-
ror in the living-room was inhabited, we all grad-
ually went from disbelief to astonishment, and
from this to a state of contemplation, ending up
by accepting it as an everyday thing,

The fact that the old, spotted mirror reflected
the dear departed in the family was not enough
to upset our life style. Following the old saying of
“Let the house burn as long as no one sees the
smoke,” we kept the secret to ourselves since,
after all, it was nobody else’s business.

At any rate, sore time went by before each
one of us would feel absolutely comfortable
about sitting down in our favourite chair and
learning that, in the mirror, that same chair was
occupied by somebody else. For example, it
could be Aurelia, my grandmother’s sister
{1939}, and even if cousin Natalie would be on’
my side of the room, across from her would be
the almost forgotten Uncle Nicholas (1927). As
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could have been expected, our departed reflect
in the mirror presented the image of a family
gathering almost identical to our own, since-
nothing, absolutely nothing in the living-room
the furniture and its arrangement, the ght,
etc.—was changed in the mirror. The only diffc
ence was that on the other side it was them in-
stead of us.

I do’t know about the others, but I some-
times felt that, more than a vision in the mirror
was watching an old worn-out movie, already
clouded. The deceaseds’ efforts to copy our ges
tures were slower, restrained, as if the mirror
were not truly showing a direct image but the n
flection of some other reflection. ’

From the very beginning I knew that every-
thing would get more complicated as soon as o
cousin Clara got back from vacation. Because o
her boldness and determination, Clara had long
given me the impression that she had blunderec
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to our family by mistake. This suspicion had
*en somewhat bolstered by her being one of the
rst womer dentists in the country. However,
1€ idea that she might have beer with us by mis-
ke went away as soon as my cousin hung up
2r diploma and started to embroider sheets be-
de my grandmother, aunts and other cousins,
aiting for a suitor who actually did show up but
as found lacking in one respect or another—
sbody ever really found out why.

Once she graduated, Clara became the family
cacle,! even though she never practised her pro-
ssion. She would prescribe painkillers and was

oracle (AWR uh kuht): person of great knowledge
and wisdom, often one who can predict the future.

the arbiter? of fashion; she would choose the the-

atre shows and rule on whether the punch had
the right amount of liquor at each social gather-
ing. In view of all this, it was fitting that she take
one month off every year to go to the beach.
That sumimer when Clara returned from her
vacation and learned about my mother’s discov-

ery, she remained pensive for a while, as if weigh-

ing the symptoms before issuing a diagnosis.
Afterwards, without batting an eye, she leaned
over the mirror, saw for herself that it was true,
and then tossed her head, seemingly accepting
the situation. She imunediately sat by the book-

" 2. arbiter (AHR buht uhr): person who settles disputes

or makes judgments.
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case and craned her neck to see-who was sitting
in the chair on the other side. “Gosh, look at
Gus,” was all she said. There in the very same
chair the mirror showed us Gus, some sort of
godson of Dad, who after a flood in his home
town came to live with us and had remained
there in the somewhat ambiguous character of
adopitve poor relation. Clara greeted him ami-
ably with a wave of the hand, but he seemed
busy, for the moment, with something like a
radio tube and did not pay attention to her. Un-
doubtedly, the mitror people weren’t going out
of their way to be sociable. This must have
wormded Clara’s self-esteemn, although she did
not let on.

Naturally, the idea of moving the mirror to
the dining-room was hers. And so was its sequel:
to bring the mirror near the big table, so we
could all sit together for meals.

In spite of ruy mother’s fears that the mirror
people would run away of get annoyed becanse
of the fuss, everything went fine. T must admit it
was comforting to sit every day at the table and
see 50 many familiar faces, although some of
those from the other side were distant relatives,
and others, due to their lengthy—although unin-
tentional—absence, were almost strangers. There
were about fwenty of us sitting at the table every
day, and even if their gestures and movements
seemed more remote than ours and their meals a
little washed-out, we generally gave the impres-
sion of being a large farmily that got along well.

At the boundary between the real table and
the other one, on this side, sat Clara and her
brother Jultus. On the other side was Eulalia

(1949), the second wife of Uncle Daniel, aloof
and indolent in life, and now the most distant of
anyone on the other side. Across from her sat my
godfather Sylvester (1952), who even though he
was not a blood relative was always a soul rela-
tion. I was sad to see that Sylvester had lost his
ruddiness, for he now looked like a faded man-

154 Latino Literature

nequin, afthough his full face seemed to suggest

perfect health, This pallor did not suit the robus
Asturian,® who undoubtedty felt a bit ridiculous
in these circumstances.

For a while we ate all fogether, without furth
incidents or problems. We mustn’t forget Clara
however, whom we had allowed to sit at the
frontier hetween the two tables, the equator sep
arating what was from what was not. Although
we paid no attention to the situation, we shoulc
have. Compounding our regrettable oversight
was the fact that lethargic Eulalia sat across fror
her so that one night, with the same cordiality
with which she had addressed Gus, Clara asked
Eulalia to pass the salad. Eulalia affected the
haughty disdain of offended royalty as she pass
the spectral salad bowl, filled with dull lettuce
and greyish semi-transparent tomatoes which
Clara gobbled up, smiling mischievously at the
novelty of it all. She watched us with the same
defiance in her eyes that she had on the day she
enrolled in a man’s subject. There was no time
act, We just watched her gtow pale, then her
smile faded away until finally Clara collapsed
against the mirror,

Once the funeral business was over and we s
back down. at the table again, we saw that Clara
had taken a place on the other side. She was be
tween cousin Baltazar (1940) and a great—uncle
whom we simply called “Tto.”

This faux pas* dampened our conviviality
somewhat. Tn a way, we felt betrayed; we felt th
they had grievously abused our hospitality. Ho
ever, we ended up divided over the question of
who was really whose guest. It was also plain t
our carclessness and Clara’s irrepressible inqui

3, Asturian (as TOOR ee uhn): person from a region
northwestern Spain on the Bay of Biscay.

4. faux pas (foh PAF): French for “false step™; 2 socl
blunder.



art timne later we realized that there wasn’t a

2at deal of difference between what Clara did
fore and what she was doing now, and so we
cided to overlook the incident and get on with
ngs. Nevertheless, each day we became less

d less sure about which side was life and which
reflection, and as one bad step leads to an-

aer, T ended up taking Clara’s empty place.

I am now much closer to then. I can almost
ar the distant rustle of the folding and unfold-
3 of napkins, the slight clinking of glasses and
tlery, the movement of chairs. The fact is that 1
w't tell if these sounds come from them or

»m us. I'm obviously not worried about clear-
3 that up. What really troubles me, though, is
at Clara doesn’t seem to behave properly, with
her the solemnity or with the opacity owed to

eness had contributed to the mishap. In fact, a

‘anybody else in the family—may become the tar-

her new position; I don’t know how to put it.
Even worse, the problem is that I—more than

get of Clara’s machinations,” since we were al-
ways joined by a very special affection, perhaps
because we were the sarne age and had shared the
same children’s games and the first anxieties of
adolescence... '

As it happens, she is doing her best to get my
attention, and ever since last Monday she has
been waiting for me to slip up so she can pass me
a pineapple this big, admittedly a little bieached-
out, but just right for making juice and also a bit
sour, just as she knows I like it.

5. machinations {mak vh NAY shuhnz): plots or
schemes.
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Before You Read According to the narrator, the appeal of the tiny, isolated

village of El Tordo lies not in its quaint setting but in the village’s most prized posses-
sion: a curiously “stoop-shouldered” image of the Madonna thar hangs in the “old
and crumbling” mission, The legend that lies behind this painting is the focus of Fray
Angélico Chdvez's tale. Like Bl Tordo’s many pilgrims and sightseers, you too may be
moved by the story of Mana Seda,” or “Sister Silk,” the hurmble old woman who in-
sprived the painting of the Madonma. How might Mana Seda’s Iife stand as on inspi-

ration to others?.

Fray Angélico Chévez

Oid and crumbling, the squat-buitt adobe? mis-
sion of Bl Tordo® sits in a hollow high wp near
the snow-capped Truchas.* A few clay houses
huddle close to it like tawny chicks about a ruf-
fled old hen, On one of the steep slopes, which
has the peaks for 2 background, sleeps the an-
cient graveyard with all its inhabitants, or what
little is left of them, The town itself is quite as
lifeless during the winter months, when the few
folks that live there move down to warmer levels
by the Rio Grande; but when the snows have
gone, except for the white crusts on the peaks,
they return to herd their sheep and goats, and
with them comes a stream of pious pilgrims and
curious sightseers which lasts throughout the
spring and summer weather.

They come to see and pray before the stoop-
shouldered Virgin, people from as far south as
Belén® who from some accident or some spinal

L Mana Seda (ma NAH SAY dah}.

2. adebe (ah DOH bay): made of mud brick that hag
been baked in the sun.

3. El Tordo {chl TOHR doh).

£ Truchas (TROO chahs): mountains in New Mexico,
northeast of Santa Fe. -

5. Belén (beh LEHINY: a village in central New Mexico,
on the Rio Grande,

or heart affliction are shoulder-bent and want to
wall straight again. Others, whose faith is not so
simple or who have no faith at all, have come
from many parts of the country and asked the
way to El Tordo, not only to see the curiously
painted Madonna in which the natives put so
much faith, but to visit a single grave in a corner
of the campo santoS which, they have heard, is
covered in spring with a profusion of wild flow-
ers, whereas the other sunken ones are baze alto-
gether, or at the most sprinkled only with

“sagebrush and tumbleweed. And, of course, they

want 10 hear from the lips of some old inhabitant
the history of the town and the church, the
painting and the grave, and particularly of Mana
Seda. -

No one knows, or cares to know, when the vil-
lage was born. It is more thrilling to say, with the
natives, that the first settlers came up from the
Santa Clara Valley long before the railroad came
to New Mexico, when the Indians of Nambé and
‘Taos still used bows and arrows and obsidian
chubs; when it took a week to go to Santa Fe,
which looked no different from the other nozth-
ern towns at the time, only somewhat bigger.

6. campo santo (KAHM poh SAHN toh): cemetery.
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After the men had allotted the scant farming land
among themselves, and each family raised its
adobe hut of one or two rooms to begin with,

—ihey set to making adobes for a church that
would shoulder above their homes as a gnardian
parent. On a high, untillable slope they marked
out as their God’s acre a plot which was to be
surrounded by an adobe wall. It was not long be-
fore large pines from the forest nearby had been
carved into beams and corbels and hoisted into
their places on the thick walls, The women them-
selves mud-plastered the tall walls outside with
their bare hands; within they made them a soft
white with a lime mixture applied with the
woolly side of sheepskins.

The padre, whose name the people do not re-
member, was 50 pleased with the building, and
with the crudely wrought reredos” behind the
altar, that he promised to get at his own expense
a large hand-painted Nuestra Sefiora de
Gradalupe® to hang in the middle of the retablo.?
But this had to wait until the next traders’ ox-
drawn carayan left Santa Pe for Chihuahua in
Old Mexico and came back again. It would take
years, perhaps, if there was no such painting
ready and it must be made to order.

With these first settlers of El Tordo had come
an old woman who had no relatives in the place
they had left. For no apparent reason she had
chosen to cast her lot with the emigrants, and
they had willingly brought her along in one of
their wooden-wheeled carretas,'* had even built

7. reredes (RIHR dahs}: ornamental screen or parti-
tlonbehind an altar,

8. Nuestra Seiiora de Guadahupe (NWES trah seh
NYOHR ah deh gwah dah LOO peh): Our Lady of
Guadalupe (the Virgin Mary), the patron saint of
Mexdico.

9. retablo (reh TAH bloh): a shelf or ledge for holding
altar ornaments. )

10. Chihnahua (chee WAH wah): a state in northern
Mexico.
11. carretas (kahr REH tahs): long, narrow caxts,
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her 2 room in the protective shadow of the new
church. For that had been her work before,
sweeping the house of God, ringing the An-
gelus!? morning, noon and night, adorning the
altar with lace cloths and flowers, when there
were flowers. She even persuaded the padre,
when the first of May came around, to start an
ancient custom prevalent in her place of urigin:
that of having little gitls dressed as queens and
their maids-in-waiting present bunches of flow-
ers Lo the Virgin Mary every evening in May. She
could not wait for the day when the Guadalupe
picture would arrive.

They called her Manq Seda, “Sister Silk.” No-
body knew why; they had known her by no other

. name, The women thought she had got it Iong

ago for being always so neat, or maybe because
she embroidered so many altar cloths. But the
men said it was because she looked so much like
a sill-spinning spider; for she was very much
humpbacked—so bent forward that she could
look up only sideways and with effort. She always
wore black, a black shiny dress and black shawl
with long leghike fringes and, despite her age and
deformity, she walked about quite swiftly and
noiselessly. “Yes,” they said, “like the black
widow spider.”

Being the cause of the May devotjons at El
Tordo, she took it upon herself to provide the
happy girls with flowers for the purpose, The
geraniums which she grew in her window were
used up the first day, as also those that other
women had tended in their own homes. So she
scoured the slopes around the village for wild
daisies and Indian paint brush, usually returning
in the late afterncon with a shawlful to spill at
the eager children’s feet. Toward the end of May
she had to push deeper into the forest, whence
she came back with her tireless, short-stepped

12 Angelus (AHN heh loos): a bell rung to. call people
to prayer.
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spider-run, her arms and shawl
laden with wild iris and cosmos, ver-
benas and mariposa lilies from the
pine shadows.

This she did year after year, even .
after the little “queens” of former
Mays got married and new tots grew
up to wear theix veils. Mana Seda’s
one regret was that the image of the
Virgin of Guadalape had not come,
had been lost on the way when the
Comanches or Apaches attacked and
destroyed the Chihuahua—Santa Fe
ox-train,

One year in May (it was two days
before the close of the month}, when
the people were already whispering
among themselves that Mana Seda
was so old she must die soon, or else
last forever, she was seen hurrying
into the forest early in the morn-
ing, 10 avail herself of all the day-

Tight possible, for she had to go

far into the wooded canyons this

time. At the closing services of

May there was to be not one queen but a number
of them with their attendants. Many more flow-
ers were needed for this, and the year had been a
bad one for flowers, since little snow had fallen
the wintex before,

Mana Seda found few blooms in her old
haunts, here and there an aster with half of its
petals missing or drought-toasted, or a faded
columbine fast wilting in the cool but moisture-
less shade, But she must find enough flowers;
otherwise the good heavenly Mother would have
a sad and colorless farewell this May. On and on
she shuttled in between the trunks of spruce and
fir, which grew thicker and taller and closer-set
as the canyon grew narrower. Farther up she
heard the sound of trickling water; surely the
purple iris and freckled lily flames would be riot-

Fray Angélico Chévez

ing there, fresh and without number. She was not
disappointed, and without pausing to recover her
breath, began lustily to snap off the long, luscious
stems and lay them on her shawl, spread out on
the Little meadow. Her haste was prompted by
the darkness closing in through the evergreens,
now turning blacker and blacker, not with ap-
proaching dusk, but with the smoly pall of thun-
derheads that had swallowed up the patches of
blue among the tops of the forest giants.

Far away arose ramblings that grew swiftly
louder and nearer. The great trees, which always
whispered to her even on quiet, sunny days,
began to hiss and whine angrily at the unseen
wind that swayed them and swung their arms like
maidens unwilling to be kissed or danced with.
And then a deafening sound exploded nearby
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with a blinding bluish light. Others followed, now

on the right or on.the left, now before or behind,

as Mana Seda, who had thrown her flower-
weighted mantle on her arched back, started to
1un—in which direction she knew not, for the
rain was slashing down in sheets that blurred the
darl boles and boulders all around her,

At last she fell, whimpering prayers to the Holy
Virgin with a water-filled mouth that choked her,
Of a sudden, sunlight began to fall instead be-

- tween the towering trees, now quiet and dripping

with emeralds and sapphires. The storm had
passed by, the way spring rains in the Truchas
Mountains do, as suddenly as it had come. Ina
clearing not far ahead, Mana Seda saw a little
adobe hut. On its one chimney stood a wisp of
smoke, like a white feather, Still chutching her
heavy, rain-soaked shawl, she ran to it and
knocked at the door, which was opened by an as-
tonished young mian with a short, sharp knife in
his hand.

“I thought the mountain’s bowels where the
springs come from had burst,” she was telling the
youth, who meanwhile stirred a pot of brown
beans that hung with a pail of coffee over the
flames in the corner fireplace. “But our most
Holy Lady saved me when I prayed to her, gracias
a Dios.?> The lightning and the water stopped,
and I saw her flylng above me. She bad a piece of
sky for a veil, and her skirt was like the beautiful
red roses at her feet. She showed me your house,”

Her host tried to hide his amusement by tak-
ing up his work again, a head he had been carv-
ing on the end of a small log. She saw that he was
no different from the grown boys of El Tordo,
dark and somewhat lean-bodied in his plain
homespun. All about, against the wall and in
niches, could be seen several other images,
wooden and gaily colored bultos,'* and more

13. gracias a Dios (GRAH syahs ah dyohs): thanks be
to God.
14. bultes (BOOL tohs): busts,
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santos'> painted on pieces of wood or hide. Mana

Seda guessed that thismust be theyoung—
stranger’s trade, and grew more confident be-
cause of it. As she spread out her shawl to dry be-
fore the open fire, her load of flowers rolled out
soggily on the bare earth floor. Catching his
questioning stare, she told him what they were
for, and about the church and the people of E
Tordo. :
“But that makes me think of the apparition of
Our Lady of Guadalupe,” he said. “Remember

bow the Indian Juan Diego filled his blanket with -

roses, as Mary most holy told him to do? And
how, when he let down his #lnal® before the
bishop, out fell the roses, and on it was the
miraculous picture of the Mother of God?”

Yes, she knew the story well; and she told him
about the painting of the Guadalupe which the
priest of El Tordo had ordered brought from
Mexico and which was lost on the way. Perhaps,
if the padre knew of this young man’s ability, he
would pay him for making one. Did he ever do
work for churches? And what was his name?

“My name is Esquipula,” he replied. “54,17 1
have done work for the Church. I made the
retablo of ‘San Francisco’ for his church in Ran-
chos de Taos, and also the ‘Cristo’ for Santa
Cruz. The ‘Guadalupe’ at San Juan, [ painted it. I
will gladly paint another for your chapel.” He
stapped all of a sudden, shut his eyes tight, and
then quickly leaned toward the bent old figure
who was helping herself to some coffee. “Why do
you not let me paint one right now-—on your
shawll” '

She could not answer at first. Such a thing was
unheard of. Besides, she had no other tdpalo’® to
wear. And what would the people back home say
when she returned wearing the Virgin on her
back? What would She say?

15. santos (SAHIN tohs): images of saints,

16. tilma (TEEL mah): a blanket used as a cloak,
17. §i{see): yes. i
18. tdpale (TAH pah loh): 2 woman’s shawl.
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“You can wear the picture turned inside where
.nobody can see it. Look! You will always have Holy
Meary with you, hovering over you, hugging your
shoulders and your breast! Come,” he continued,
seeing her ready to yield, “it is too late for you to
go back to El Tordo. I will paint it now, and to-
morrow I and Mariquita will take you home.”

“And who is Mariquita?” she wanted to know.

“Mariquita is my little donkey,” was the reply.

Mana Seda’s black shawl was duly hung and
spread tight against a bare stretch of wall, and Es-
quipula lost no time in tracing with white chalk
the outlines of the small wood-print which he
held in his left hand as a model. The actual laying
of the colors, however, went much slower be-
cause of the shawl’s rough and unsized texture.
Darkness came, and Esquipula lit an oil lamp,
which he held in one hand as he applied the pig-
ments with the other. He even declined joining
his aged guest at her evening meal of beans and
stale fortillas,\® because he was not hungry, he
explained, and the picture must be done.

Once in a while the painter would turn from
his work to look at Mana Sedd, who had become
quite talkative, something the people back at El
Tordo would have marveled at greatly. She was
recounting experiences of her girthood which,

~ she explained, were more vivid than many things
. that had happened recently.

Only once did he interrupt her, and that with-
out thinking first. He said, almost too bluntly:
“How did you become hunchbacked?”

Mana Seda hesitated, but did not seem to take

the question amiss. Patting her shoulder as far as -

she could reach to her bulging back, she an-
swered, “The woman who was nursing me
dropped me on the hard dirt floor when I'was a
baby, and I grew up like a ball. But I do not re-
member, of course. My being bent out of shape
did not hurt me until the time when other fittle

19, tortillas (tohr TEE yahs): thin bread made of un-
leavened cornmeal.

girls of my age were chosen to be flowermaids in
May. When I was older, and other big gitls re-
joiced at being chosen May queens, I was filled
with bitter envy. God forgive me, I even cursed. T
at last made up my mind never to go to the May
devotions, nor to mass either. In the place of my
birth, the shores of the Rio Grande are made up
of wet sand which sucks in every living creature
that goes in; I would go there and return no
more. But something inside told me the Lord
would be most pleased if T helped the other hucky
girls with their flowers. That would make me a
flower-bearer every day. Esquipula, my son, 1
have been doing this for seventy-four Mays.”

Mana Seda stopped and reflected in deep si-
lence. The youth, who had been painting absent-
mindedly and looking at her, now noticed for the
first time that he had made the Virgin’s shoul-
ders rather stooped, lilke Mana Seda’s, though
not quite so much. His first impulse was to run
the yellow sun-rays into them and cover up the
mistake, but for no reason he decided to let
things stand as they were. By and by he put the
last touches to his oeuvre de caprice,’” offered the
old lady his narrow cot in a corner, and went out
to pass the night in Mariquita’s humble shed.

The following morning saw a young man
leading a gray burro through the forest, and on
the patient animal’s back swayed a round black
shape, grasping her mantle with one hand while
the other held tight to the small wooden saddle.
Behind her, their bright heads bobbing from its
wide mouth, rode a sack full of ixis and tiger lilies
from the meadow where the storm had caught
Mana Seda the day before. Every once in a while,
Esquipula had to stop the beast and go after
some new flower which the rider had spied {rom
her perch; sometimes she made him climbupa
steep rock for a cranmied blossom he would have
passed annoticed.

20. oeuvre de caprice (EUH vreh deh keh PREES):
French for “wozk of impulse.” :
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The sun was going down when they at last

trudged into El Tordo and balted before the .

church, where the priest stood suzrrounded by a
bevy of inquiring, disappointed girls. He rushed
forth immediately to help Mana Seda off the
donkey, while the children pounced wpon the
flowers with shouts of glee. Asking questions and
not waiting for answers, he led the stranger and
his still stranger charge into his house, mean-
while giving orders that the burro be taken to his.
batn and fed.

Mana Seda dared not sit with the padre at
table and hied herself to the kitchen for her sup~
per. Young Esquipula, however, felt very much at
ease, answering all his host’s questions intelli-
gently, at which the pastor was agreeably sur-
prised, but not quite so astonished as when he
heard for the first time of Mana Seda’s childhood
disappointments.

. “Young man,” he said, hurriedly finishing his
meal, “there is little time to lose. Tonight is clos-
ing of May——and it will be done, although we are
unworthy.” Dragging his chair closer fo the
youth, he plotted out his plan in excited whispers
which fired Esquipula with an equal enthusiasm.

The last bell was calling the follk of El Tordo in
the cool of the evening. Six queens with their
many white-veiled maids steod in a nervous,
noisy line at the church door, a garden of flowers
in their arms. The priest and the stranger stood
on guard facing them, begging them to be quiet,
looking anxiously at the people who streamed

past them into the edifice, Mana Seda finally ap-

. peared and tried to slide quietly by, but the padre

barred her way and pressed a big basket filled
with flowers and lighted candles into her brown,
dry hands. At the same time Esquipufa took off -
her black shawl and dropped over her gray head
and hunched form a precious veil of Spanish
lace. \

In her amazement she could not protest, couid
not even move a step, until the padre urged her
on, whispering into her ear that it was the Holy
Virgin’s express wish. And so Mana Seda led all
the queens that evening, slowly and smoothly,
not like a black widow now, folks observed, but
like one of those little white moths moving over
alfalfa fields in the moonfight. It was the happiest
moment of her long life. She felt that she must
die from pure joy, and many others ohserving
her thought so too.

She did not die then; for some years afterward,
she wore the new black #dpalo the padre gave her
in exchange for the old one, which Esquipulain-
stalled in the retablo above the altar. But toward
the last she could not gather any more flowers on
the slopes, much less in the forest. They buried
her in a corner of the campeo santo, and the fol-
lowing May disks of daisies and bunches of ver-
benas came up on her grave. It is said they have
been doing it ever since, for curious fravelers to
ask about, while pious pilgrims come to pray be-
fore the hunchback Madonna.
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