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INTRODUCTION
&quot;TpHE

salient points of these Mission Tales are derived

from facts, stories, and reminiscences told to me by
California pioneers.

Among those to whom I am pleased to be indebted

are the late venerable and most revered Father Rubio,

Father Ubach, and Father Bott.

Father Rubio graciously and generously placed at my
command his splendid library, and my research was en

livened by his delightful reminiscences of his fifty years
in Mission work among the Indians and among the early

Spanish settlers. His field of work extended from San
Luis Obispo to San Fernando, and his declining days
were spent in Los Angeles.

To the Right Reverend Archbishop George Mont

gomery I am deeply indebted, as he graciously gave me
a personal letter that enabled me to inspect, at leisure,

the old archives of the Missions and the highly prized

vestments, ornaments, and relics belonging to the early

period of the Catholic Church in California.

Many others assisted me with details and olden cus

toms, especially Rev. Father Juan Caballeria, of Los

Angeles, Rev. James M. O Sullivan, S. J., of Santa

Clara College, and Mr. E. P. Plummer, of- Los Angeles.
Some of the historical incidents are noted in the

works of Bancroft and Hittell and in the letters of

General Vallejo.
THE AUTHOR

Los ANGELES,January 75, 1909.
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MISSION TALES IN THE
DAYS OF THE DONS

MISSION BELLS

EAR the chiming of the bells,

Mission bells,

What a world of blessedness

their melody foretells!

Hear them chiming, chiming, chiming,

In the early hour of light

When the sun is climbing, climbing,

O er the mountain tops, combining

Crystal dewdrops with the night.

Hear them ringing, ringing, ringing,

(J)



MISSION TALES
Calling men to holy vows,

See them swinging, swinging, swinging,

From the bended oaken boughs,

Where the chapel for the people,

Is the heaven s star-lit steeple

That s attuned with sounding cells

To the music of the bells,

Mission bells,

Throbbing bells!

Hear them swell in agitation,

Calling out regeneration

Or a destiny of Hell!

How they throb, and roll, and toll,

Sobbing of the melancholy goal

Of the tomb

And the doom.

Then they peal in merry notes

(#)



MISSION BELLS
Fairly bursting throbbing throats

In a joyous, happy rhyme,

Keeping time,
%

Swinging time,

To the joy that scintillates

Round a soul that intimates

It has heard

Welcome word.

Hear the liquid, mellow tones of the bells,

Mission bells,

When the neophyte is kneeling at the well,

Fountain well,

Holy well!

Hear the bells, bells, bells, bells, bells, bells, bells!

Oh, the rhyming and the chiming Mission bells!
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IN THE DAYSOF THE PADRES

HE dark-eyed Indian girls of

San Diego Mission were pic

tures of charming beauty as

they danced in gay fiesta

dresses, keeping perfect time

to the soft strains of the guitars and the snap

ping castanets. There were many Spanish girls

also attending the Mission school, and the

Indians natural grace was quickly benefited by

daily contact with these daughters of a more

favored people.

On this evening the valley hummed with

suppressed emotion, the gentle breeze carried

the seductive music out to meet the rhythmic

-



MISSION TALES
clapping of the spurs, as the gay riders, who

were eagerly expected, rocked to and fro in

their saddles, impatient to join the dancers and

steal from bewitching eyes the secret that they

longed to know.

Senorita Flora watched each arrival with a

shy, restless glance, and it was only the keen,

alert Padre de la Pena who detected the

reposeful change in the happy face, accompa

nied by a slight flush of rose in the deep color

ing when Don Pablo Sepulveda appeared. He,

the handsomest, the boldest, and the gayest of

all San Diego caballeros, leaped his horse with

in the very dancing ground, making it kneel

while he bent low before the enchanted Flora.

Many a young man sighed for a glance from

those dreamy, beautiful eyes, but the maid

(10}



IN THE DAYS OF THE PADRES
thought only of Don Pablo. She was a tall,

handsome girl, with a slight strain of Indian

blood in her veins, which gave a quiet, thought

ful touch to her nature, enhancing by contrast

the Spanish gaiety that more frequently per

vaded her actions.

Her love was plighted to Sepulveda, and

she was happy. Senorita Flora danced with the

inimitable grace of a Spanish beauty who knew

her powers; and her handsome lover swayed

with serpentine poise to the muse of golden

melody, as he led her through the mazes of

the tuna, watching with half-closed eyes the

tempting richness of her beauty. Together they

led the general dance of Los Camo(es y the

purely Californian dance, the only one the

sainted Padres looked upon with unalloyed favor.



MISSION TALES
When the little Mission settlement was

struggling for very existence, many years ago, one

of the good Padres, to relieve the long even

ings of monotony, and to drive away the haunt

ing shadow of dull care, composed a song and

dance that, being clothed with much pious

sentiment, might justly be danced and sung

within the Mission patio. This was Los

Camotes the sweet potatoes, or perhaps more

correctly, the sweet herbs. To-night the young

folks sang again the story told by the Fran

ciscan father in the words of his song, of the

financial distress of the new colony. To relieve

the situation in that long ago, the earnest

Padres planted a goodly crop of sweet herbs;

but when the harvest time came there were not

sufficient funds in the treasury to market the



THE DAYS OF THE PADRES
crop, nor even to tend it properly; therefore

the priests hypothecated or pawned the ca

thedral in order to save the crop.

The chorus tells that, had they planted a

more general crop, it would have been better

for the Mission.

&quot;Camstes y mas Camotes

Calabacitas, chilucayotes,

Limon portido.

Dame un abrazo

Par Dios te lo
pido.&quot;

&quot;Camotes and more Camotes

Little pumpkins and gourds,

Lemon sliced.

Embrace me,

For the love of God.&quot;



M / S S I O N TALES
The original words of the song expressed

adoration for the Holy Mother; but as years

passed they became sadly perverted, and when

the kneeling singer directed his upturned eyes

to the smiling face above him, the adoration

paused in its triumphant flight, and too fre

quently the embrace was intended for the part

ner as it is to-day. The song had many

verses, and each upon a theme of its own.

The old custom of allowing the Indian girls

to choose their husbands was set forth; and

as sometimes occurs, the good Friar in this

instance objected to the young man upon
whom one of his neophytes insisted upon lav

ishing her affections. The more seriously the

Father objected, the more determined and

persistent became the girl; until in despera

te)
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IN THE DAYS OF THE PADRES
tion the Padre banished the youth from the

Mission.

In defence the young man sings:

&quot;Porque, Padre, me destierras

Y me mandas padecer

Del mundo crueles penas

Si el amor es la mujer&quot;

&quot;Why, Father, should you banish me,

And command me to suffer

The sorrow of the world,

Since the love comes from the woman?
&quot;

Gayly they danced and sang these merry

songs, interspersed with single or double quick

steps or jigs, and the night had small hours

when the neophytes sought the seclusion of

the quadrangle. Many of the maidens were
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to exchange, upon the following day, the. tute

lage of the Mission Padres for the influence of

their homes on the ranchos.

The ever-watchful De la Pena was glad

when the young folks had retired, for he had

reason to be thoughtful. Late in the evening

he had overheard Don Pablo Sepulveda and

Don Jose del Valle, swear to make a tour from

San Diego to the Mission of Solano de Sonoma

and dance with all the beauties of the Missions.

Had it ended there, no harm would have been

done; but they boldly made a wager before a

half-dozen friends, that each would return with

the sacred marriage-promise of a dozen of these

seftoritas. The caballeros arranged to go by

El Camino Real, at sunrise, upon the following

day but one.



IN THE DAYS OF THE PADRES
The honest Padre studied well what he

should do. These godless youths, these thought

less men, why could they not appreciate a

woman s heart? Should he tell the girl, sweet,

confiding Flora? No, that would never do.

After a short time he came to a satisfactory

conclusion, and it was but a very few moments

until he rode forth into the moonlight. On

his good-natured face there fluttered a confi

dent smile, and now and again he wagged his

head and murmured, &quot;We shall see, young

men, we shall see !

&quot;

As his well-fed, round little mule ambled

along the good road that stretched in those

days between the Missions of California, the

faithful Padre cogitated upon the sins of the

world, and especially upon the sins of men.



MISSION TALES
This good man grieved that the sons of

Adam did not love the beauties of the heart,

but won the soul-boat only to wreck it in a

flood current of gray sadness. He saw these

men revelling in butterfly fancy, sipping the

rose-hued vintage from each pretty lip, only

to steal the spring s warmth and pass on to

the summer night s cool, stirring breeze. His

heart rose and rebelled at their impious rav

ages on women s hearts and at their unconscion

able vanity. He called them flatterers, triflers,

deceivers, seducers. He spoke aloud, and ad

vised the absent mothers to teach purity to

their sons as well as to their daughters. He

shamed the absent father for the neglect of his

son. He called the son &quot;personified vanity

distributing heart-ache.&quot; Should two young
(/*)
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IN THE DAYS OF THE PADRES
women make raid upon the hearts of all ca-

balleros dwelling between San Diego and San

Francisco Missions, what would be the comment,

the criticism, the verdict rendered in their case?

Shame, disgrace, contempt. Yet here were two

well-connected, popular, handsome young men

openly, flauntingly, avowing their intention of

committing such a folly. How they would be

received when their mission was known, was

the one thought uppermost in the mind of

the Padre. Would women permit such dese

cration of their souls, the wanton trifling with

their affection, their honor, their home life?

He would test the Indian girl; for he knew

that many of the most beautiful girls were

Indians, and these young men would undoubt

edly select the prettiest faces. He believed
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the Indian would prove superior to those pale-

faced maidens and mothers who carefully and

constantly frown darkly upon all women who

trifle away their own honor, yet permit the

male participant in that sin to come into the

very hearthstone circle of the home.

He fairly shouted :

&quot;

Mothers, why teach

honor to your daughters and let your sons

run wild? Man came first, and should be

the example/

The sweet call of the Angelus bell rang

out on the evening air as the weary Padre

rode up to the hospitable door of San Juan

Capistrano Mission upon the following day.

The evening meal was enlivened by the re

cital of the extraordinary cause of the Padre s

visit to the Missions. No little amusement,

(90)



IN THE DAYS OF THE PADRES
as well as vexation, was felt by the pious work

ers. When it had been well discussed. Padre

de la Pena asked the Fathers of San Juan to

carry the message to San Luis Rey, and per

haps even to Pala; he told them to tell all

the maidens of the wager, and thus defeat the

men. Late the following day he took a short

route to Mission San Gabriel Archangel, and

rested at night at a rancher s home where there

were many pretty girls, and boldly but jestingly

told them also of the wager.

Perhaps the good Father enjoyed the part

he was taking in the little drama, for occa

sionally his clear voice rang out on the air

singing snatches of gay rhymes, strains from

the caballeros* songs, interspersed with sacred

chanting, as he rode along the way.

(*/)



MISSION TALES
Don Pablo Sepulveda and Don Jose del

Valle were familiar figures along the Royal

Road. They rode two splendid, velvet-footed,

prancing horses that were always gayly decked

with silver trappings, and they themselves were

handsome in their rich riding caps and jackets,

exquisitely embroidered scarfs or sashes, and

wide-brimmed, silver-decked sombreros, as they

went to pay their welcome, frequent visits to

the Missions and the ranches that lay scattered

along the coast of California or not far inland.

They were well known to the Mission Fathers,

and hitherto had seemed great favorites.

It was with a certain surprise that they found

only the male neophytes of the Mission ready

to entertain them when they arrived at San Juan

Capistrano the day after De la Pena s visit.

(22)
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IN THE DAYS OF THE PADRES
They soon proceeded to San Luis Rey

and the neighboring asistencia chapel of Pala,

where were some of the most beautiful Indian

girls. Here their chagrin was almost shown

when they were told that one fair senorita

after another was absent upon a visit, or en

gaged in some pursuits that demanded strict

attention, or, worse still, was seen to be deeply

entertained by other senores.

Inclined to be haughty as well as bold,

for they had been much petted at home and

cajoled abroad, they timed a short stay and

rode on to San Gabriel, designing, however,

to lay siege again to the hearts of San Juan

Capistrano and Pala when returning with their

northern conquests.

&quot;What! is Senorita Josefa also absent on

(*?)



MISSION TALES
a visit, and charming Weenah betrothed to

Don Tono Abila? And Senoritas Mariana

and Tula and the gay Loreta, where are

they ?
&quot;

asked the somewhat perturbed Sepul-

veda of the merry-faced major domo of Don

Juan s rancho.

&quot;Is not Don Juan to give us our usual

welcome and a dance?&quot; joined in Del Valle.

&quot;

Certainly, certainly, senores, Don Juan will

come this evening and will entertain you; for

the senoritas are away, all but Senorita Ween

ah, and she is now betrothed to Don Tono,

as you say,&quot;
drawled the major domo with a

smile almost provoking.

The following morning found the young

men riding, not so gayly, away toward the little

pueblo of Los Angeles, where surely they
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would find a hospitable welcome from the several

Spanish families clustered there. The few seno-

ritas that were at home received the young

men courteously; but, on the other hand, they

sang so gayly with a visiting captain of the

guards, and seemed so certainly to prefer the

attentions of a young merchant of Los Angeles,

who dropped in with a great box of bonbons

and a huge cluster of Castilian roses, that Sepul-

veda and Del Valle early withdrew without any

apparent regret on the part of the charming

hostesses.

They could not fathom the quiet reserve

with which they were treated, yet it was such

that they could not make any open objection.

After talking it over they decided that they

were &quot; out of tune,
&quot;

as it were, and that a

\ \



MISSION TALES
quick gallop over Cahuenga Pass and out

along El Camino Real to San Fernando Mis

sion would attune them to their quest and

restore their usual spirits. They were sure to

enjoy a day at the old olive Mission with the

glorious red wines and fresh fruits; and be

sides, each already had a real sweetheart there.

Of course Senorita Flora knew nothing of the

dark-eyed brown maiden of the olives, but then

there was no use telling Flora every little thing.

Arriving at San Fernando just as the early

evening glow covered the distant hills in a

rose and purple-hued robe, the young men

felt that it had been all their own fault, that here

tofore they had not been attuned and had

been impatient; but here even the valley sent

a mirrored glowing welcome.
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With his quiet, alluring grace, Don Pablo

eagerly asked the Padre of the Mission for the

&quot;little brown thrush,&quot; as he called the pretty

Indian girl that had so charmed him, and

whom also the good Padre loved as his own

child.

&quot;The child is not at the Mission; she was

endangered from an attack of a serpent, and I

sent her away that she might not be strangled,

the little brown thrush/ answered the

Padre. Had Don Pablo been more keen, he

would have felt the thrust, but as it was,

he asked with deep interest,

&quot;Was she bitten, Father? Is she in danger,

my c
little brown thrush ?&quot; The piercing eye

of the searcher of men saw that the man was,

in his shallow way, concerned about the poor m

e
\i
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MISSION TALES
little bird, and he was more glad than ever that

the girl s confiding soul was indeed out of

danger.

&quot;No, she was not bitten, only attacked,&quot;

said the Father, and led the young men into

the dining-hall to have refreshments with the

Padres.

Never were flirtatious youths more surely

checked. San Fernando was in no way differ

ent from the other Missions or ranchos; a

cordial hospitality was extended, but no seno-

ritas were there to entertain them.

At Santa Barbara they learned that Padre

de la Pena was but two days ahead of them,

and they took notice, for the first time, that

the quiet Padre was taking a journey to San

Francisco as well as they.

(**)



IN THE DAYS OF THE PADRES

Through previous arrangement, they were

joined at Santa Barbara by the other comrades

from San Diego, who knew of the wager and

were all anxious to hear of the conquests.

Sepulveda and Del Valle covered their defeat

as best they could with wild stories and grace

less lies; but soon the friends tantalized them

into the confession that, for the most part, the

senoritas were away from home as the young

men following well knew.

At least gay Monterey still lay before

them, and the most beautiful and charming

senoritas on the coast were there awaiting the

attack. Padre de la Pena was there also before

them. But here the maidens arranged quite a

different reception for the daring caballeros.

They prepared a gay and gorgeous festival.
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They took counsel with the Padres and with

their parents, with their betrothed and with the

other gallant senores.

There was one, the fascinating Senorita

Rubia, known to have charms that had all

but captivated young Sepulveda upon his

last visit. She was now the betrothed bride

of Don Antonio Florenza. She should lead

the dance with Sepulveda.

The young men from San Diego came

and were all received with unrestrained wel

come. The night was silent, placid, dreamy,

beautiful ; the full moon smiled triumphantly,

and the glittering stars twinkled their approv

al; but the soft zephyr sighed in pity for the

men. The pillars of the broad veranda were

twined with vines and flowers intermingled with
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gay streamers and banners of Spanish colors,

and the soft candle-glow paled before the full

flood of moonlight that shed its glory over the

patio and beneath the wide-spreading arches,

casting mellow rays over the soft adobe walls.

The quiet murmur of the trickling water, as it

played over the ivy-grown fountain, added allure

ment to the enticing scene, gay with bright

blossoms and ferns, rare roses and strange vines.

The handsome senoritas gathered in clusters

here and there, each vying with the others in

contrasting charms. Don Pablo and Don Jose

appeared early, made reckless by their former

defeats and the knowledge that this was the

only grand fiesta and dance they could ex

pect. They plunged into the merriment and

drank to its depth.

(JO
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MISSION TALES
Dancing, singing, flirting, love-making,

reckless flattery, song and wine, made the

evening gay; and the opportunity made the

two men wild. So frequently did they swear

the same love away that they all but forgot

the name of the first sweetheart. But the

girls they did not give a promise, they merely

laughed.

Pretty Rubia, with most bewitching grace,

hung attentively upon each word of the faith

less Sepulveda. He was captivated, charmed,

in truth enamored, and wholly forgot the bet

and Flora. He led the beautiful girl to the

shadowed arches of the vine-draped quadrangle

and made her listen to his burning love. She

was silent; never before had she heard such

ardent pleadings, such promises of enduring,

(J*)


























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































