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      Where is the son of the Sun going with such a large retinue?

      

      Tupac Yupanqui, rich in all virtues , as the haravicus of Cuzco call him , travels triumphantly through his vast empire, and wherever he goes, unanimous cries of blessing rise up. The people applaud their sovereign, for he gives them prosperity and happiness.

      

      Victory has accompanied his valiant army, and the indomitable tribe of the Pachis is subdued.

      

      Warrior of the red llautu ! Your body has been bathed in the blood of the enemies, and people come out to admire your bravery.

      

      Woman! Abandon the spinning wheel and lead your little ones by the hand so that they may learn, among the soldiers of the Inca, to fight for the homeland.

      

      The condor with its gigantic wings, treacherously wounded and too weak to cross the blue sky, has fallen upon the highest peak of the Andes, staining the snow with its blood. The high priest, seeing it dying, has said that the ruin of Manco's empire is near, and that other people will come in high-sided canoes to impose their religion and their laws upon him.

      

      In vain you raise your prayers and offer sacrifices, O daughters of the Sun! For the omen will be fulfilled.

      

      Happy are you, old man, for only the dust of your bones will be trampled by the foreigner, and your eyes will not see the day of humiliation for your people! But meanwhile, O daughter of Mama-Ocllo, bring your children so that they may not forget the courage of their fathers, when the hour of conquest sounds in the life of the homeland.

      

      Beautiful are your hymns, girl with rose-like lips; but in your accent there is the bitterness of the captive.

      

      Perhaps in your native valleys you left the idol of your heart; and today, as you precede, singing with your sisters, the golden litters carried on the shoulders of the noble curacas , you must stifle your tears and sing praises to the conqueror. No, little dove of the woods!... The beloved of your soul is near you, and he too is one of the Inca's prisoners.

      

      Night begins to fall on the mountains, and the royal entourage stops at Izcuchaca. Suddenly, alarm spreads through the camp.

      

      The beautiful captive, the young woman with the guairuro necklace , destined for the monarch's harem, has been caught fleeing with her beloved, who dies defending her.

      

      Tupac-Yupanqui orders the death of the unfaithful slave.

      

      And she listens joyfully to the sentence, because she longs to be reunited with the owner of her spirit and because she knows that the earth is not the homeland of eternal love.

      

      And since then, O traveler, if you wish to know the place where the captive was sacrificed, a place the inhabitants of Huancayo call Palla-huarcuna , look at the chain of hills, and between Izcuchaca and Huaynanpuquio you will see a rock that has the shape of an Indian woman with a necklace around her neck and a feathered turban on her head. The rock appears artistically carved, and the natives of the region, in their simple superstition, consider it the evil spirit of their land, believing that no one can dare to pass by Palla-huarcuna at night without being devoured by the stone phantom.(1860)
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      Once upon a time, and may evil depart and good come to us, there existed in the early years of the last century, in the very heart of the Notaries' Portal of the thrice-crowned city of the kings of Peru, a cartulary with spectacles perched on a Ciceronian nose, a quill pen of goose or other bird of prey, a horn inkwell, blue cloth mid-calf breeches, a doublet of shivering fabric, and a Spanish cape of a color similar to God in its incomprehensibility, and which had come to him by legitimate inheritance, passing from fathers to sons for three generations.

      

      The people knew him as the namesake of the good thief to whom Jesus Christ gave a passport to enter into glory; for he was called Don Dimas de la Tijereta, a notary of the Royal Court and a man who, by dint of giving testimony , had been left without a shred of faith, because in the office he quickly spent the little he brought into the world.

      

      It was said of him that he had more backroom dealings than a tavern, more rosaries than the rosary of Jerusalem he wore around his neck, and more eight-dollar bills, the fruit of his trickery, lies, and swindles, than could fit in the last galleon that sailed for Cádiz, as reported in the Gazette. Perhaps it was because of him that a certain Caquiversita said...

      

      "A scribe and a cat

      They fell into a well,

      but since they both had fingernails,

      they climbed up the wall.

      

      It is said that the three enemies of the soul had so thoroughly possessed the scribe that his own soul was so patched and mended that His Divine Majesty, despite who He is and having created it, would not recognize it. And I have a feeling that if the Supreme Being had so desired to summon him to judgment, He would have exclaimed in surprise: "Dimas, what have you done with the soul I gave you?"

      The fact is that the scribe, when it came to trickery, was the cream of the crop of the profession, and if the bad guy had no way to get rid of him, neither would his guardian angel find a foothold for his spirit to transport him to heaven when his final moments came.

      

      It is said that when he was steward of the guild at a feast paid for by the scribes, halfway through his sermon a cat happened to fall from the church cornice, which disturbed the preacher and caused a commotion among the congregation. But Don Dimas immediately restored order, shouting: “There is no cause for commotion, gentlemen. Note that the one who fell is a member of this illustrious congregation, who has certainly erred in arriving a little late to the feast. Now, Your Reverence, continue with the sermon.”

      

      Every guild has as its patron saint a person who practiced the same trade or profession on earth; but there is no saint in the Roman Martyrology who was a scribe, for whether or not Saint Apronian was one is still a matter for us to decide. The poor souls have no comrade in heaven to intercede for them.

      

      May God give me a bad Easter, and may it be the first one that comes, or grant me the longevity of an elephant with the health of a sick man, if in the portrait, both physical and moral, of Tijereta I have had the will to flatter the patience of a living member of the respectable brotherhood of the " before me" and the "certain ." And I make this disclaimer, worthy of a candied layman, not so much to excuse my faults, which are not few, and my conscience as a narrator, which is no small matter, but rather because these are people of great substance, with whom I neither associate nor pay, nor owe nor collect. And enough of drawings and flourishes, and let the party continue, for if God wills, and time and the waters favor me, and this tale finds favor, I shall string together tales galore without further intervention from a cartulary. Let the wheel turn and kick with it.

      

      II

      I don't know who claimed that women were the downfall of humankind, though I'll take it upon myself to say something utterly outrageous. For centuries we've been reproaching poor Eve for the mere fact that she took a bite of that infamous apple.As if it hadn't been up to Adam, who was, after all, a poor fellow raised in a very simple way, to dismiss the appeal as inadmissible ; and yet, I declare to God and on my soul that the treat was tempting for someone who feels a soul stirring within. What a fine excuse from Father Adam! In our times, such an excuse wouldn't have saved him from prison, although I suspect that the arduous and battered lives some of us lead in this vale of tears and hardships are more than enough to warrant it. Let us men also accept our share of responsibility in a temptation that provides such pleasurable moments, and let's not make the fair sex bear the entire burden.

      

      Up, legs!

      Up you go, stilts!

      In this world,

      everything is a trap.

      

      There will be those who think this digression is irrelevant. But it certainly is! It serves to inform the reader that Tijereta succumbed to old age, a time when men and women smell not of cheap perfume , but of the wax of a good death, in the worst kind of foolishness an old man can indulge in. He fell head over heels in love with Visitación, a charming young woman of twenty, with a figure, a grace, and a certain something capable of tempting even the general of the Bethlehemite Fathers, a slender, alluring waist of the kind that says "look but don't touch," lips as red as cherries, teeth like almonds, eyes like two bright stars, and more deadly than a sword and club. When I say that the girl was a real stunner!

      

      However, the scribe was a stingy, penny-pinching fellow, as attached to his coffers as a minister to his armchair, and so unwilling to give even a goodnight. Nevertheless, he resolved to win the girl over with gifts; sometimes he'd send her diamond earrings with pearls the size of chickpeas, sometimes rich Flemish velvet dresses, which in those days cost an arm and a leg. But the more Tijereta squandered money, the more distant the day seemed when the girl would do him a favor, and this resistance drove him to distraction.

      

      Visitación lived in love and companionship with an aunt, as old as the sin of gluttony, whom years later the Holy Inquisition punished for being a Russian and an accomplice, parading her through the streets on a pack animal, with shouters in front and whippers behind. The cursed meddler of wills did not believe, like Sancho, that a niece was better off badly married than well-off in a mistress's home; and, slyly indoctrinating the girl with her meddling, one day the ham stopped being on the hook becauseThe fault and mischief of a rogue cat. From then on, if the aunt was the bait, the niece, now a fully grown woman according to the ordinances of sleight of hand, became the bait to fish for maravedis from more than two or three wealthy gentlemen of this land.

      

      The scribe arrived every night at Visitación's house, and after greeting her, he proceeded to present the well-proven argument of his love. She listened to him while cutting her nails, remembering some blond-haired fellow who had showered her with compliments and flattery as they left the parish church mass, saying to himself: "You fool, cover yourself up, you're sweating, and clean yourself up, you look like an egg," or humming:

      

      "Don't waste your bullets on me,

      carabineer,

      because I am a dove

      of great flight.

      If you want me to love you

      You have to give it to me first

      earrings and rings,

      lace and gloves."

      

      And so she heeded Tijereta's flattery and caresses, like granite heeding the screech of shattering glass. And so months passed, six even, with Visitación accepting the advances, but without committing herself or revealing any intention of covering the debt, because the cunning woman knew full well the influence of her spells on the cartulary's heart.

      

      But we'll find her on the way to Santiago, where the lame slip up just as easily as the healthy one.

      

      III

      One night when Tijereta wanted to seduce Visitación, or rather, to act boldly, she ordered him to back down, because she was tired of seeing the very image of heresy before her eyes, for Don Dimas resembled her and no other. He left the girl's house in a bad mood, and the darkness of his misfortune was no small matter. Walking and walking, lost in his thoughts, he found himself, around midnight, at the foot of the hill of Las Ramas. A playful breeze, one of those that carry a few wisps of wind, cooled his head a little, and he exclaimed:

      

      —By my goodness, it's a real hassle dealing with that cleaning lady who acts all honest and know-it-all, when I know all sorts of crazy things about her.More caliber than those mentioned in the Flos Sanctorum . Let any devil come and take my soul in exchange for the love of that capricious creature!

      

      Satan, who from the deepest pits of Hell had heard the words of the scribe, rang the bell, and at his summons appeared the devil Lilith. Lest my readers be unfamiliar with this character, they should know that the demonographers, who are constantly pondering the Keys of Solomon , a book they read by the light of a carbuncle, claim that Lilith, a handsome devil, very flattering and eloquent, is the errand boy of His Infernal Majesty.

      

      —Go, Lilith, to the Hill of Branches and draw up a contract with a man you will find there who harbors such contempt for his soul that he calls it a little soul. Grant him whatever he asks for and don't haggle, for you know that I am not stingy when it comes to prey.

      

      I, a poor and hapless storyteller, have been unable to obtain details about the interview between Lilith and Don Dimas, because there was no stenographer on hand to copy it down without missing a single word. And what a pity, for my faith! But it suffices to know that Lilith, upon returning to Hell, handed Satan a parchment which, more or less, contained the following:

      

      "Let it be known that I, D. Dimas de la Tijereta, cede my soul to the king of the abyss in exchange for the love and possession of a woman. Item, I oblige myself to satisfy the debt of this date in three years." And here followed the signatures of the high contracting parties and the seal of the devil.

      

      As the scribe entered his hovel, none other than Visitación came to open the door for him—the disdainful and prim Visitación, who, drunk with love, threw herself into Tijereta's arms. Like the bell, like the clapper.

      

      Lilith had kindled in the poor girl's heart the fire of Lais and in her senses the shameless lust of Messalina. Let us turn this page, for it is inherently dangerous to dwell on details that might tempt one's neighbor, bringing about their eternal damnation, without any apology from the papal bull of Mecco or any other form of composition being of any use to them.

      

      IV

      As every deadline must be met and every debt paid, three years passed, day by day, like three eggplants, and the day arrived when Tijereta had to live up to his name. Swept along by a superior force, without realizing it, he found himself transported in a verbto the hill of the Branches, even in that the devil was meticulous and wanted to be paid in the same place and time in which the contract was drawn up.

      

      When he confronted Lilith, the scribe began to undress with great composure, but the devil said to him:

      

      —Don't go to that trouble, sir, the added weight of the suit will be a curse. I have the strength to carry your clothes and shoes myself.

      

      —Well, without undressing, I can't figure out how it's possible to pay my debt.

      

      —Do as you please, since you still have one minute of freedom left.

      

      The scribe continued the operation until he had taken off his undergarment or doublet, and passing it to Lilith, he said:

      

      —Debt paid and bring my document.

      

      Lilit burst out laughing with all the gusto that a cheerful and mischievous devil is capable of.

      

      —And what do you want me to do with this garment?

      

      "Here! That garment is called an almilla , and that's what I sold and what I'm obligated to pay. It's a done deal. Review the contract, you devilish little devil, and if you have any conscience, you'll consider yourself well paid. That almilla cost me an ounce, like a bull's eye, at Pacheco's shop!"

      

      —I don't understand such nonsense, Mr. Dimas. Come with me and keep your words to yourself until you're in front of my master.

      

      And with that, the minute expired, and Lilith hoisted Tijereta onto her shoulder, slipping with him unnoticed into Hell. Along the way, the scribe shouted at the top of his lungs that Lilith's procedure had been rushed , that everything done was null and void, and he threatened the devil bailiff that if he found any law-abiding citizens in the underworld, he would sue him and at the very least make him pay the court costs . Lilith, perking up to Don Dimas's cries, was already trying, by way of admonition, to plunge him into a cauldron of boiling lead, when Cocytus, stirred up and Satan, aware of the labyrinth and the reasons behind it, agreed that the matter should be put to the test. The devil, to stick to the law and flee from anything that smacks of arbitrariness and despotism!

      

      Fortunately for Tijereta, the use of stamped paper, which here on earth makes a trial interminable, had not yet been introduced in Hell, and in a short time his case was decided in both the first and second instances. Without citing the Pandects or the Fuero Juego , and with only the authority of the Dictionary of the Language , the rogue proved his rightful claim; and the judges, who in life were probably writers and academics...So they ordered that he be released without delay, and that Lilith guide him through the infernal labyrinth until she left him safe and sound at his doorstep. The sentence was carried out to the letter, thus giving Satan proof that the laws in Hell are not, as in the world, meant to be broken by the ruler and good only as written laws. But once the diabolical spell was broken, Don Dimas found that Visitación had abandoned him, running to shut herself up in a convent, following the age-old maxim of giving God the bone after having given the meat to the devil.

      

      Satan, not wanting to lose everything, kept the sash; and it is said that since then scribes have not worn sashes. Therefore, any embarrassing little cold produces in them a pneumonia as severe as a choirboy's cap and a garrison's cap, or a tuberculous condition as severe as a father's and a very good lord's.

      

      V

      And though I went back and forth, without ever leaving for the return, I haven't been able to know for certain whether, in time, Don Dimas died a good or bad death. But what is certain is that he packed his bags, for it wasn't right that he should remain on earth to breed rogues. Such, oh dearest reader, is my belief.

      

      But a friend of mine told me, in the strictest sense of the word, that Tijereta's soul, which had more wrinkles and folds than a coquette's fan, wanted to drink water from one of Pero Botero's cauldrons after he died, and the concierge of hell shouted at him: "Get out of there! We no longer admit scribes."

      

      This led my aforementioned friend to suspect that the same thing happened to the soul of the cartulary as happened to that of Judas Iscariot; which, since it is relevant and the occasion is ripe, I must briefly point out here as a conclusion.

      

      Ancient chronicles relate that the apostle who betrayed Christ, after his crime, reckoned with himself and saw that the best way to settle the accounts was to throw away the thirty pieces of silver and dance, transformed into a bunch of grapes.

      

      He committed suicide without writing a farewell letter beforehand, as is the custom nowadays, and his soul spent hours and hours knocking on the doors of purgatory, where, despite my efforts, they refused to give him lodging.

      

      The same thing happened to her in hell, and desperate and shivering with cold, she returned to the world looking for shelter.

      

      A usurer happened to pass by, whose body had been missing for some time.Because the soul, tired of enduring wickedness, had emigrated, and Judas's soul said, "Here I do not sin," and settled in the humanity of the miser.

      

      Since then, it is said that usurers have the soul of Judas.

      

      And with this, dear reader, and with the fact that every four years is a leap year, I bring the story to a close, wishing you the same good health as I have strived to have given you a moment of solace and amusement.

      

      (1864)
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      To Dr. Alcides Destruge

      

      San Francisco de Quito, founded in August 1534 on the ruins of the ancient capital of the Scyris, has a population of 70,000 inhabitants today and is located on the eastern slope of Pichincha or the boiling mountain.

      

      Pichincha reveals to the inquisitive eye two large craters, undoubtedly the result of its frequent eruptions. It features three notable peaks or vents, known as Rucu-Pichincha or Old Pichincha, Guagua-Pichincha or Child Pichincha, and Cundor-Guachana or Condor's Nest. After Sangay, the world's most active volcano, located in the same land as the Scyris, near Riobamba, Rucu-Pichincha is undoubtedly the most formidable volcano in the Americas. History has only recorded its eruptions in 1534, 1539, 1577, 1588, 1660, and 1662. Nearly two centuries had passed without its torrents of lava and violent tremors spreading mourning and desolation, and some geologists even believed it to be a lifeless volcano. But on March 22, 1859, it proved the priests of science wrong. The picturesque city of Quito was then almost completely destroyed. However, because Pichincha's main crater lies to the west, its lava flows toward the Esmeraldas desert, a saving grace for the city, which has only ever been a victim of the tremors of the giant that stands guard over it. It would be desirable, however, for the greater peace of mind of its inhabitants, to examine to what extent the opinion of Baron Humboldt is founded, who affirms that the space of six thousand three hundred square miles around Quito contains the flammable materials of a single volcano.

      

      For the children of republican America, Pichincha symbolizes one of the most beautiful chapters in the great epic of the revolution. At the foot of the volcano, on May 24, 1822, the bloody battle took place that forever secured the independence of Colombia.

      

      Blessed are you, land of the brave, and may the future hold for you happier times than those of your present! On the banks of the picturesque Guayas River, you offered me hospitable refuge in the days of exile and misfortune. It is the duty of the pilgrim's gratitude to never forget the spring that quenched his thirst, the palm tree that offered him coolness and shade, and the sweet oasis where he saw a horizon open to his hope.

      

      That is why I take up my chronicler's pen again to rescue from the dust of oblivion one of your most beautiful traditions, the memory of one of your most illustrious men, the story of the one who, with the inspired revelations of his brush, reached the laurels of genius, like Olmedo with his Homeric song, the immortal crown of the poet.

      

      II

      

      I've already said it. I'm going to talk to you about a painter, Miguel de Santiago.

      

      The art of painting, exemplified in colonial times by Antonio Salas, Gorívar, Morales, and Rodríguez, is embodied in the magnificent paintings of our protagonist, who must be considered the true master of the Quito school. Just as the creations of Rembrandt and the Flemish school are distinguished by their masterful use of shadows, a certain mysterious chiaroscuro, and the felicitous arrangement of groups, so too is the Quito school distinguished by the vibrancy of its colors and its naturalism. Do not seek in it the refinements of art, do not expect to find great precision in the lines of its Madonnas; but if you love the poetic, like the blue sky of our valleys, the melancholically vague, like the yaraví that our indigenous people sing accompanied by the sentimental harmonies of the quena, then contemplate in our time the works of Rafael Salas, Cadenas, or Carrillo.

      

      The Church of La Merced in Lima proudly displays a painting by Anselmo Yáñez. While the Quito style isn't fully present in its details, the overall effect clearly reveals the artist's strong national sentiment.

      

      The people of Quito have a deep appreciation for art. One fact will suffice to prove it. The San Agustín convent adorns its cloisters with fourteen paintings by Miguel de Santiago, among which stands out a large one entitled The Genealogy of the Holy Bishop of Hippo. One morning in 1857, a piece of the painting, containing a beautiful group of figures, was stolen. The city was alarmed, and the entire population became investigators. The painting was restored. The thief had been a foreign art dealer.

      

      But since, incidentally, we have spoken of the fourteen paintings of Santiago that are preserved in San Agustín, paintings that are distinguished by the quality of the coloring and the majesty of the conception, essentially that of the Baptism, we will make known to the reader the cause that produced them and that, like most of the biographical data that we point out about this great artist, we have acquired it from a remarkable article written by the Ecuadorian poet Don Juan León Mera.

      

      A Spanish judge commissioned Santiago to paint his portrait. Once finished, the artist left for a town called Guápulo, leaving the portrait in the sun to dry and entrusting its care to his wife. The unfortunate woman failed to prevent the portrait from becoming soiled and summoned the renowned painter Gorívar, a disciple and nephew of Miguel, to repair the damage. Upon his return, Santiago discovered that another brush had passed over his own finger joint. The truth was revealed to him.

      

      Our artist was of a temper more foul-smelling than the sea when its stomach aches and cramps. Enraged by what he believed to be a desecration, he whipped Gorívar with his belt and sliced ​​off one of his poor wife's ears. The magistrate arrived and reprimanded him for his violence. Santiago, showing no respect for the official's rank, attacked him with his sword. The magistrate fled and filed charges against the furious man. Santiago took refuge in a friar's cell; and during the fourteen months of his hiding place, he painted the fourteen canvases that adorn the Augustinian cloisters. Among them, the painting entitled "Miracle of the Weight of the Waxes" deserves special mention for its skillful use of inks. It is said that one of the figures in it is a portrait of Miguel de Santiago himself.

      

      III

      

      When Miguel de Santiago returned to breathe the fresh air of his hometown, his spirit was already gripped by the asceticism of his century. One idea burned in his mind: to transfer the supreme agony of Christ to the canvas.

      

      Many times he set to work; but, dissatisfied with the execution, he would throw down his palette and tear the canvas. Yet this did not deter him from his idea.

      

      The fever of inspiration consumed him; and yet, his brush was unwilling to obey such a powerful intellect and such a determined will. But genius finds a way to triumph.

      

      Among the disciples who frequented the workshop was a young man of striking beauty. Michael believed he saw in him the model he needed to bring his vision to fruition.

      

      He made him undress and placed him on a wooden cross. The position was neither pleasant nor comfortable. However, a slight smile appeared on the young man's face.

      

      But the artist was not seeking to express complacency or indifference, but rather anguish and pain.

      

      "Are you suffering?" he would often ask his disciple.

      

      "No, teacher," the young man replied, smiling calmly.

      

      Suddenly Miguel de Santiago, his eyes bulging from their sockets, his hair standing on end, and uttering a horrible curse, pierced the young man's side with a lance.

      

      He let out a groan and the convulsions of agony began to be reflected on his face.

      

      And Miguel de Santiago, in the delirium of inspiration, with the fanatical madness of art, copied the mortal anguish; and his brush, quick as thought, flew across the smooth canvas.

      

      The dying man writhed, cried out, and writhed on the cross; and James, copying each of his convulsions, exclaimed with growing enthusiasm:

      

      -Good! Good, Master Miguel! Good, very good, Master Miguel!

      

      Finally the great artist unties the victim; he sees her bloodied and lifeless; he passes his hand over his forehead as if to evoke his memories, and like someone waking from a tiring dream, he measures the full enormity of his crime and, horrified by himself, throws down the palette and brushes, and flees precipitously from the workshop.

      

      Art had dragged him into crime!

      

      But his Christ of the Agony was finished.

      

      IV

      

      This was Miguel de Santiago's last painting. Its outstanding merit served as the artist's defense, and after a lengthy trial, he was acquitted.

      

      The painting was taken to Spain. Does it still exist, or has it been lost due to the remarkable neglect of the Iberian Peninsula? We don't know.

      

      Miguel de Santiago, afflicted from the day of his artistic crime with frequent cerebral hallucinations, died in November 1673, and his tomb is at the foot of the altar of Saint Michael in the chapel of the Tabernacle.
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      It is always a pleasure to lift our thoughts to the days of childhood, that age of rosy illusions, when, free from all anxieties about tomorrow, we believe that the world extends no further than our toys and the space our eyes can see. Blessed were those hours when we imagined the whole mountain was oregano, and when no one had yet whispered in our ears that friendship is exploitation and love a commodity!

      

      Yesterday I was going through the album of my memories, and I suddenly stopped at the memory of a little girl, a companion from my childhood, a mischievous and naughty child if ever there was one. When she hid Grandma's glasses, lit a firecracker on the cat's tail, or did some other little prank, the good old woman would usually give her a couple of smacks, exclaiming:

      

      -This girl is like Judas's foot. She's worse than that lady***.

      

      I can say that the old woman kept harping on about the wickedness of that lady de***, so much so that I developed a fear of her more primal than of the bogeyman. Wandering about, I deciphered a wandering old manuscript that fell into my lap. I left no witch alive among those punished by the Holy Inquisition in Lima whose trickery I didn't know, and just when I least expected it, lo and behold, I discovered that in one of the town council's books and in the Statistics of Sources there was authentic information about my lady de***. No way! Well, I have to write this legend, if only to prove that however cunning, sly, and wicked the poor girl, to whom the grandmother foretold such a disastrous end, might become with time and the waters, and however much she later tried to give the devil the flesh to offer God the bones, never, in all the centuries, will there appear a woman who surpasses the lady of my story in crimes.

      

      Enough with the introduction, let's get down to business and start scoring!

      

      Yo

      The young lady of*** was, around the year 1601, a fresh and desirable blossoming sixteen-year-old, just as a libertine dreams of curing his indigestion. The gentleman of***, her father and perhaps the wealthiest man in the thrice-crowned city, made the foolish mistake of dying, leaving his heir, Doña Sebastiana, under the guardianship of Don Blas Medina, a stern Asturian with a more distinguished air than Don Pelayo himself. Imagine, dear reader, how desirable and capable of arousing the appetite of even the least indulgent man, a girl who, besides her youth, good looks, and wealth, had the rare fortune of not having a father-in-law or mother-in-law at her marriage.

      

      In that century, marriage wasn't handled with the same haste as in our times. You can see that! That was a century of obscurantism, not of progress like our own, where today the young girl who was playing with dolls last night marries tomorrow. There's no shortage of fools who claim that modern marriages are nothing more than a change of toys for a woman, and that's why the whole thing is as complicated as a nun's sewing or a scribe's conscience. I repeat, then, that in 1601 marriage was a matter that involved many things; and the good guardian, who sensed that Doña Sebastiana was itching to answer the first young man who dared to challenge her, decided not to allow any gatherings of young men in the house and to keep the girl safe like a treasure in a miser's chest.

      

      The education of a woman of quality, at that time, was reduced to reading enough to know the life of the saint of the day, writing not very fluently but enough to jot down a laundry list, and playing the harp, with more or less finesse, just enough to show off her skill at a Christmas Mass. This, a lot of reciting Trisagions and Novenas in choir, a little seasoning of sweets and salads, and absolutely no social interaction—and that's about it—was the education of the wealthy and beautiful young lady. God help me and keep me from blaming her tutor for it! Let's blame the century, for she had a good enough back to bear that and all the burdens I might choose to heap upon her.

      

      Doña Sebastiana's obligatory companions, apart from the harp-strumming master, an old man so ugly he could frighten even fear itself, consisted of a plump, seraphic friar, her tutor, and his son, an eighteen-year-old seminarian whom his father dreamed of making a canon. Don Carlitos, in the presence of his father and the other guests, adopted an air of unction and foolishness that made him resemble an angel from a painting. But trust fools, my reader, the dessert's a joke if they don't give you something to scratch one day.

      

      Doña Sebastiana had already been in the custody of her guardian for six months. The young boy left the school cloister every Sunday to spend the day at his father's house; just before prayers, a black man accompanied him to deliver him to the seminary beadles.

      

      But it was written in the stars: Don Carlos had more of a passion for studying that mysterious book called woman than for theological folios. The Jesuit Sánchez, with his ornate treatise *De Matrimonio* (On Marriage), exalts the curiosity of young men more than the serpent that tempted Eve. Perhaps one of its chapters fell into the seminarian's hands, and this is how a bad little book led a young man, as chaste as innocent Joseph, down a path of perdition, and perhaps deprived the Church of Lima of one of its most splendid luminaries. This preamble should inform you, reader, that despite Don Blas's precautions to keep the garment entrusted to him unharmed, at the first caress that the fiery young man threw point-blank at the flammable maiden, she did not flinch, and every Sunday the enamored couple took advantage of the hour when the tutor, as a good son of lazy Spain, was accustomed to taking a siesta, to indulge in a feast of sweet words and other things that I suspect must occur between lovers.

      

      Man is fire, woman is tinder, and as a spark is enough to produce a fire greater than that sung by Homer, the devil comes suddenly and... blows!

      

      II

      Thus five years passed, during which, after the death of Don Blas Medina, the young woman entered into the free enjoyment of her substantial inheritance; and Don Carlos hanged himself in the seminarian's cellar, convinced that God was not calling him to the Church. Don Blas, who in his youth had held a valuable position as corregidor in Cuzco and later increased his fortune in commerce, bequeathed to his heir a considerable sum.

      

      The young man set off to roam freely, to frequent the world, from which the austerity of his late father had kept him at a distance, and to triumph completely.

      

      The love he had felt for Sebastianita faded. It was a worn-out love, and the young man needed to be on the hunt for novelties. He forgot his promise to marry and legitimize the two children born of their secret love, and when the poor girl least expected it, she received a letter in which Don Carlos informed her that he had entered into a marriage in facie ecclesiae with a daughter of the captain of arquebusiers, Don Santiago Pedrosa, named Doña Dolores.

      

      Imagine, dear reader, the effect the note must have had on the passionate woman. For some time, her honor was the talk of the town in Lima, where she was ridiculed and ridiculed. It was also rumored that Doña Sebastiana wasn't quite right in the head. In the end, like any woman who has loved God passionately, she turned to the Creator, which, in plain terms, means she became a devout woman—and a devout one at that, which is another matter entirely; a devout woman of the kind who read the little book published by a Jesuit entitled "Spiritual Alfalfa for the Sheep of Jesus Christ," in which the consecrated Host was called "dog's bread" (sinner's bread).

      

      However, whenever she encountered her perjured lover in the temple or on the street, scandalous scenes ensued. Doña Sebastiana was unwavering in her determination to win back the rebel, and he had become fixated on the foolish whim of setting an example of marital fidelity for the world.

      

      And so three years passed, until the unfortunate woman became convinced that she had nothing to expect from the love of Don Carlos, and then she resolved to change tactics and dedicate herself to revenge.

      

      III

      It was a Monday, and as Don Carlos left the mass at San Agustín, he encountered his shadow or nightmare embodied in Sebastiana.

      

      -Please do me the favor, Mr. Carlos, of listening to a few words that I want to say to you for the last time.

      

      "I am at your service, my lady, as long as you do not insist on showing me affection, which today would be a crime," the young man replied.

      

      -It pleases me to see you as such a loyal husband. You know that I observe a religious and austere life, and therefore dismiss any apprehension that I might say anything to remind you of our transgressions.

      

      Speak, madam,

      

      "I have a rather wealthy son, as you know. In Lima, under my care, it's impossible for him to receive the education he deserves. Tomorrow the galleon sails from Callao to Spain, and the boy will travel on it to Madrid, where he will be cared for by his relatives. I beg you, his father, to give him your blessing so that he may have a safe voyage."

      

      -Your request is fair, ma'am, and I offer to stop by your house later.

      

      It was almost midday when Don Carlos embraced his two children in Sebastiana's parlor. His father's heart overflowed with love for them, and his caresses and advice to the boy about to leave for Europe knew no bounds. At Doña Sebastiana's suggestion, his daughter offered her tender father some biscuits and a glass of Alicante wine. Don Carlos ate and drank with the children, not without their mother also encouraging them, and suddenly his body collapsed onto the sofa.

      

      The unfortunate man had drunk a narcotic.

      

      IV

      Two hours later a horse-drawn carriage stopped in the courtyard of a hacienda near the city.

      

      Doña Sebastiana and her two children emerged from it. The coachman, aided by another slave, carried the lifeless Don Carlos to the bed that the vengeful lady had prepared for him in one of the rooms.

      

      She, alone with her victim, tightly bound his arms and feet, and waited for him to emerge from his fatal lethargy.

      

      Our pen cannot fully capture the impression Don Carlos made upon regaining consciousness. We here give the floor to the chronicler:

      

      Sebastiana, after heaping insults upon Don Carlos, told him to prepare to die in satisfaction for his treachery. She immediately called her son, and placing him before his father, said to him: “I loved you when your father was my lover. He abandoned me, mocking my innocence, and is now married to another woman, who has not made the sacrifice of her honor that I did. Such vile conduct is the origin of the hatred I now bear you, and by virtue of which I wish you to die in the presence of this infamous man, from whom I refuse to keep anything that belongs to him.” Then she furiously struck the child, cut off his head, and threw it upon Don Carlos. She then called her daughter, and in the same manner, killed her. Afterward, lavishing the most atrocious insults upon him, she began to cut off Don Carlos's body limb by limb, until she saw him expire. Having completed such a horrible carnage, he buried the three corpses at night, together with the coachman, and calmly returned to Lima.

      

      The uproar caused in the city by the disappearance of such a well-liked figure as Don Carlos, and the efforts of his wife's family, compelled the viceroy to issue a proclamation offering two thousand pesos to anyone who provided information about Medina. This incentive prompted the coachman to reveal the crime. Public outrage was immense. The criminal confessed her crimes under torture and was sentenced by the Royal Court to death by hanging, with her hands then cut off and placed on a pike outside the city walls, in the direction of the estate where she had committed such horrific crimes.

      

      "During the 48 hours she remained in the chapel, this fierce woman showed not the slightest distress. With great serenity she said: 'After my revenge is satisfied, I await death without fear.'"

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 5

          

        

      

    

    
      On March 30, 1763, the ship San Damián anchored in the bay of Callao, carrying dispatches from the Crown for His Excellency Don Manuel de Amat y Juniet, Knight of the Order of Saint John and Viceroy of Peru. At that time, the arrival of an overseas vessel was a major event for the inhabitants of Lima, and news of its presence fueled social gatherings for a long time, being discussed and exaggerated to such an extent that the person who started the rumors soon became unaware of them.

      

      Among the passengers of the San Damián was Captain Diego de Arellano, appointed by His Majesty to command a company of arquebusiers. Don Diego was a handsome young man, cheerful as a clapperboard, eloquent as a Quevedo ballad, and as wealthy as a modern-day usurer. He had cut his teeth in Italy, achieving, in addition to a reputation for bravery, which he greatly valued, the rank of captain, which he also highly prized. He was also drawn to America by the lure of a substantial inheritance, a legacy from his uncle, a miner in Upper Peru. This inheritance was handed over to the nephew without difficulty, as the latter refused to bother examining the accounts presented to him. Thus, at the expense of the generous heir and the uncle who had sadly passed away, those hungry leeches that the Dictionary of the Language calls executors made a killing. The present presented itself to him, therefore, as swift, direct, and unobstructed as a railway.

      

      It is only fair to add that Arellano found a superb welcome in Lima. His military exploits brought him fame within the army; his position and distinction opened doors to the most elite circles; his gallantry captured the interest of the ladies, and his wealth ensured him friends; for, then as now, it is a proven fact that nothing is more appealing than the sound of gold.

      

      But suddenly, the strangest rumors began to circulate about the captain, and although there was much truth in them, let us grant that some of it was the product of slander and envy. Don Diego's very conduct fueled the gossip, for every night the splendid salons of his house were the scene of the most scandalous orgies. He ceased visiting the refined society he had previously frequented and devoted himself entirely to the company of prostitutes and disreputable people.

      

      A third-rate folk singer, whose verses were very popular, but lacking both the satirical wit and originality of the Lima poet Juan de Caviedes, wrote some jácaras (folk songs) against the captain, in which he called him

      

      "supporter of quarrels,

      traveling vat of wine,

      constantly occupied

      in decomposing maidens."

      

      And the cursed rhymes, passed from hand to hand and snatched from one another—for it is human nature to seek what tends toward defamation—came the day when they reached Don Diego's. He armed two of his servants with stakes and ordered them to bring them down upon the backs of the ill-fated son of Apollo, as a lesson to shameless and shameless poets. The poor fellow was left like a gypsy's horse: "with a tanned hide and not a single bone sound."

      

      Not so much to defend the beaten folk singer as out of aversion to the captain, several wealthy young men filed a lawsuit against him; but since they couldn't prove that Don Diego's servants had been the ones who carried out the beating, they ultimately lost the case, paying court costs and, moreover, being obligated to compensate the aggrieved party. Of course, the man from Arellano wasn't content with his enemies singing the praises of the singer, and he told them quite plainly that the time had come for the swords to do the talking. Consequently, he had three duels, and three of his adversaries inflicted three severe wounds; whereupon the others, acknowledging the eloquence inherent in an argument of Toledo logic, declared that they would leave the captain in good standing. The matter was swept under the rug, ending like Good Friday Mass, and the folk songs were never spoken of again.

      

      Meanwhile, the captain continued his dissolute lifestyle, and it was said that one Sunday, while in the doorway with several dissolute companions, a lady happened to pass by, remarkable for her beauty and modesty. Hearing the other young men speak of her with respect, Don Diego felt intrigued and wagered that within a month he would possess this treasure of virtues. From that day forward, he devoted himself to courting the lady, and, for the sake of brevity, we will only say that one night, after inviting his friends to an orgy, he led them to his bedroom, where a woman was waiting.

      

      "You fools who believe in virtue!" he told them. "That woman was to belong to me today. Well then: I don't like prudes, and I'll give her to whoever wants her."

      

      However corrupt those scoundrels were, they could not suppress a gesture of horror and left the room.

      

      A few hours later, another scandal erupted in Lima. The dishonor of a beautiful woman is a victory for those who envy her beauty. The unfortunate woman, after seeking vengeance in her brother, who was killed in a duel by Don Diego, had to hide her tears and her shame behind the bars of a convent.

      

      The disrepute that this and other equally scandalous adventures brought upon Arellano wasn't limited to the upper classes. His bad reputation had become so widespread that no beggar dared approach his doorstep, for, if all went well, he was certain to leave broken. The captain never extended a helping hand to the unfortunate, and to speak to him of performing charitable acts was to provoke his laughter, which he unleashed in epigrams against prostitutes and vagrants. Only misdeeds were told of him, and it was rumored that his wine was always foul.

      

      The multitude of repugnant stories about our captain being a hero aroused the suspicions of the Holy Office. We don't know how he fared with the dreaded Tribunal of the Faith. What is certain is that they contented themselves with admonishing him and recommending that he attend Mass, a devout practice he was never seen to attend.

      

      Such was Don Diego do Arellano, one of the men in the cultured capital of the viceroyalty who, through his eccentricities and scandals, provided fodder for gossip among the idle. And note that we do not call him the sole source of popular gossip, for there was another figure known as the Nazarene, a mysterious being who, unlike the captain, represented on earth the Providence of those who suffer.

      

      II

      At that time in Lima there was an association of devotees known as the Brotherhood of the Nazarenes. They met on Friday nights in a cell of the Merced convent, from where they went to the chapel that still exists next to the church, to celebrate the religious distribution of the relics of the Lord; after which they spread out through the city, collecting and giving alms.

      

      On those nights, the members of the brotherhood wore long purple tunics, cinched with hemp rope, and hoods of the same color covered their heads. They enjoyed great popularity among the people; for, in the end, it was the people who benefited from the charitable brotherhood.

      

      The esteem for the Nazarenes grew even greater after a distinguished-looking man joined them in 1763. He would conceal his face behind a cloak, attend the meetings, and hide from others to don the order's robes. No one ever heard him participate in the debates. Everything suggested that this quiet and mysterious Nazarene was a person of note.

      

      A merchant, highly esteemed for his integrity, one day found himself completely bankrupt as a result of poor business decisions. His rivals, as always happens, began to murmur about his honesty; and the good man, in despair, locked himself in his room, prepared poison, and, resolved to commit suicide, began to put in order the documents that justified his business dealings. He was just finishing this task when a Nazarene appeared to him; and although the conversation that took place has not survived, suffice it to say that a few hours later the merchant satisfied his creditors and that in a short time he restored his fortune and the credit of his business. Two years later he wanted to repay the Nazarene the large sum he had borrowed; but his unknown savior instructed him to found a school for children and to divide the remainder among the needy.

      

      In convents, there were many young women who longed to take the veil but could not because they lacked the dowry stipulated by monastic rules. One day, the disguised Nazarene approached the superiors or abbesses, placing in their hands the money necessary for the new brides of the Lord to be admitted.

      

      Everyone who suffered awaited Friday night. The Nazarene seemed to multiply, and his presence was never awaited in vain. He always offered relief from misery, solace from pain.

      

      But this man, who was the protector of the orphan and the hope of the poor, why did he shroud himself in such profound mystery? No one ever saw his face, and since he practiced good without ostentation, the people, who are superstitious about anything out of the ordinary and who found the mark of the Nazarene in every good deed, began to revere him as a saint and even attribute miracles to him.

      

      But before leaving the Nazarene, we are pleased to relate an adventure which, among the many tales circulating about him that we have left untold, has seemed worthy of being told. It also serves our purpose to abandon for a moment the pen of the chronicler, to copy from that book called society one of the most intimate portraits.

      

      III

      Episode from the story of a libertine

      Never before that night had my eyes beheld such a beautiful woman. On her youthful brow lay a vague and mysterious melancholy, and through her long, dark eyelashes, a tear could be glimpsed.

      

      How did I meet her?

      

      A young, enterprising, and reckless man had met her while crossing a street; and although the cloak that covered her prevented me from seeing her features, I sensed that she was young and beautiful. I paid her some trivial compliments which, after a stubborn silence, she rejected with dignity. I was determined to accompany her home, but her resistance was not enough to make me abandon my purpose.

      

      When she cast aside the veil that concealed her face, I stood motionless and enraptured before such a treasure of beauty and perfection. That girl possessed something seraphic within her, for her magnificent beauty did not speak to the senses.

      

      When, after the initial shock, I examined the room I was in, I saw that it was a small room with a door opening onto Recoleta Street. The most appalling misery reigned all around it.

      

      My fascination then turned to respect for that creature, so young and so sublimely beautiful, who, amidst the corruption that pervades humanity, had managed to resist destitution. Her poverty revealed to me that she was a flower growing on the edge of the abyss. And yet, had she so desired, she could have exchanged her situation for luxury and opulence, auctioning off her charms like so many other unfortunate souls. The earth is teeming with cynical old men who squander gold to buy the caresses of these angels stained with the mud of prostitution.

      

      The young woman opened a second door and led me into another room, dimly lit by a small lamp placed before the image of Mary. At either end were two wooden beds. A woman lay on one and an old man on the other, and upon seeing us enter, they cried out in anguished voices:

      

      -Rosa... I'm hungry!

      

      The poor girl stroked their hair and gave them a bowl of food. The old couple devoured the food until, satiated, they groaned again, exclaiming:

      

      -Rosa... I'm thirsty!

      

      After having given them something to drink, the young woman knelt between the two beds, distributing her care and comfort between the two unfortunate souls, while I, speechless with astonishment, averted my eyes from such a painful scene.

      

      A few moments later they fell asleep, and Rosa gestured for me to follow her to the next room. I was just stammering a question when she, anticipating my thoughts, said, stifling a sob:

      

      -They're my parents... and they're crazy about me.

      

      And tears streamed down her cheeks. I understood and respected that nameless pain; we remained silent for a long time.

      

      Finally, he decided to tell me his story, which was quite simple.

      

      The only child of parents who enjoyed a decent standard of living, she was seduced and later abandoned by a libertine. Faced with the public exposure of their dishonor and with no means to repair the damage, because the infamous man had fled Lima, Rosa's parents lost their minds. Despite her sacrifices and tireless efforts, as she devoted herself to caring for them from that day forward, they could not restore the spark of reason that distinguishes the rational from the brutish. Poverty, moreover, is a poor doctor; and Rosa did not dare send them to the insane asylum, because she understood the barbaric treatment given to the patients there.

      

      The girl fell silent; and I, deeply moved, took my leave with religious respect of that angel who, full of selflessness and tenderness, had been placed by God to watch over the last days of two elderly people.

      

      Christ, who forgave Mary Magdalene because she loved so much, would also have had compassion on this woman, who with such severe expiation was purging the crime of having felt a heart beat inside her chest, of having obeyed that law of all beings called love.

      

      IV

      Who told the Nazarene the episode we have just outlined?

      

      All we know is that the following night, dressed in penitential garb, he appeared in Rosa's humble room and that, through diligence and costly assistance, he gradually managed to restore reason to the elderly couple and calm to the unfortunate young woman.

      

      But since gratitude is almost always boisterous, the daughter made public all that she owed to the Nazarene, despite the effort he made to keep his good deed shrouded in mystery.

      

      V

      It was late afternoon on a September day in 1767. The bell of San Pablo had just rung the solemn call to prayer when the Nazarene entered the gatehouse of the Jesuit monastery and went to the Superior's cell. Received by the Superior, he placed a sealed document in his hands. The Jesuit carefully examined the seal, and without opening the document, as if he had divined its contents from some mark in the wax, he turned to the bearer and said:

      

      -Thank you, brother. We, the children of Loyola, will never forget all the good you do for us.

      

      That day, a warship from Spain had anchored in Callao. The commander immediately went to Lima and delivered the communications he was carrying to Viceroy Amat.

      

      At that very moment, the Nazarene gave the Superior of the Jesuits the document we have already spoken of.

      

      The viceroy locked himself in his office to read the correspondence. At eleven o'clock that night, he returned from the theater, summoned the Royal Audiencia, and, deeply affected, informed them that the expulsion of the Jesuits was imminent. The viceroy issued several decrees, and both the judges and the individuals who came to answer him regarding compliance with the measures he had ordered were placed under arrest in a palace room. The aim was to prevent the priests from learning of the royal order until the moment of surprise.

      

      But it is a known fact, says a contemporary writer, that the same ship that carried the communications for the viceroy also brought private instructions from the Superior of the Jesuits in Madrid. The means by which he communicated these instructions to the Superior in Lima remains shrouded in mystery, and it was by the same ship, with no one else on land that day except the commander, who was unaware of the contents of the royal communication.

      

      It was midnight when a mayor of the house and court, followed by scribes, bailiffs and other minor family members of the cohort that is occupied in administering justice, knocked on the gate of San Pablo to comply with the order of the minister of Charles III, by which in the same day the feared disciples of Loyola were expelled from the Indies.

      

      The brother who was the doorman received the group as if he were expecting a visit.

      

      And so it was. The Superior had gathered the other friars at eight o'clock that evening, summoned five or six who were absent from the monastery, and informed them of the message he had received from the Nazarene. When the viceroy's commission arrived, all the friars, without exception, were seated in the spacious and monumental refectory hall, with their breviaries in hand and small bundles of clothing at their feet.

      

      The instructions from the Count of Aranda warned the viceroy that the community should assemble at the ringing of the bell, that the friars should remain in the chapter house, and that the Superior should send for those who were absent. The commissioners had no role to play in these matters. This demonstrates that the Superior of the order in Madrid had also sent the Superior of Lima a copy of the minister's instructions.

      

      The royal order, dated April 5th of that year in El Pardo, was carried out in its entirety. At one in the morning the Jesuits marched to Callao, and by five they were aboard the warship San José Peruano, which disappeared over the horizon that afternoon, carrying those who for one hundred and ninety-nine years had wielded great power in the viceroyalty.

      

      The Jesuits, says Scribener, knew how to avenge the betrayal perpetrated against them, outwitting greed. That is why it is believed that fabulous riches are buried in St. Peter's Basilica, and we have seen in our time a society that, with government permission, undertook excavations to find a treasure it had failed to conceal, putting the church at risk of collapsing on the faithful.

      

      It is said that the Superior of the Paraguayan missions, who was that day forty leagues from Salta, in an Indian reduction called Miraflores, also received notice of the blow that the Company was going to receive, four hours before the designated time, and that when the royal mandate was communicated to him, he replied smiling:

      

      -Take the keys, and see that we have a treasure in the breviary.

      

      It has often been said that the expulsion of the Jesuits came as a surprise to them. However, some historical documents we have consulted, and the details of how the royal decree was carried out in Lima, are proving otherwise.

      

      That order, so fiercely resisted, returns in the 19th century seeking to dominate human consciousness. A corpse that, like the mythological phoenix, rises from its ashes, it enters the fray with new and powerful weapons. The battle is on. May God help the good!

      

      VI

      One morning in November of 1774, when the doors of the Church of La Merced were opened, its naves were invaded by an immense crowd.

      

      In the center of the dimly lit temple, and on a modest catafalque, a coffin could be seen surrounded by the indispensable candlesticks.

      

      Undoubtedly, a funeral service was going to be held there, and even the least observant could tell, from the lack of decoration and lighting, that this was not a funeral like those that human vanity bestows upon magnates. Nor was it likely that the deceased was someone beloved by the people for their virtues or respected for their talent; for if so, some sign of grief would have been evident on their faces.

      

      On the contrary, it would seem that the crowd was invited to a party; and if the observer approached the groups, he would hear only imprecations, on an ever-increasing scale, to the memory of the deceased.

      

      "It's a scandal that they're burying that excommunicated dog in a holy place," muttered an old woman, crossing herself with the end of the strap that hung from her nun's habit.

      

      "Be quiet, you old hag," added a lay brother from the convent, a puffy-faced young man with an extra stitch on his thumb and a few missing teeth. "I'll bet a rosary of fifteen mysteries that your master, the devil, has already stolen that heretic's body from the coffin."

      

      "I attest and certify that the blessed captain is already roasted in hell," declared a scribe of the Royal Court, with the astounding composure of people of his profession, sniffing between words two long sniffs of the cockroach.

      

      But these isolated murmurs do not yet sufficiently explain the reason that drew the crowd to the temple; and so that the reader does not rack his brains trying to guess it, we will tell him briefly that, ruined in his health by the excesses of a capricious life, and in his fortune, which he believed to be inexhaustible, Captain Don Diego de Arellano had just passed into the world of truth, stipulating in his will that the meager and worn furnishings of his house be sold, the proceeds distributed among the poor on the day of his burial. Thus, he who in life had given no alms, was of use to the beggars in his death.

      

      Furthermore, the aforementioned captain ordered that, upon completion of the funeral service and before his body was taken to the vault, the officiating priest should read, in a clear and sonorous voice, a document which, closed and sealed, was on the coffin that morning, and which no one dared to touch, for fear that it might give off some infernal heat.

      

      It is thus explained that the influx of people was not due to receiving meager alms at my funeral, which even the professional mourners (women whose job was to weep for those they knew as well as Jonah's whale) refused to attend, but rather due to curiosity about the contents of the document.

      

      The funeral ceremony had already ended, and the anxiously awaited moment was approaching. An icy silence reigned in the church as the priest took the document in his hands and broke the seal. Only two lines were written on the paper.

      

      But no sooner had the minister of Jesus Christ read them than the whole people, as if propelled by a spring, fell to their knees.

      

      Upon leaving the temple, more than one tear had not yet been wiped away, and pain was painted on every face.

      

      Those tears, born of grateful hearts, must have reached the throne of the Most High, as a purifying offering for the soul of him who, from his deathbed, said in the document read by the priest:

      

      Pray for me!

      

      I WAS THE NAZARENE.
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      Between the second Marquis of Santiago, Dionisio Pérez Manrique y Villagrán, and the first Count of Sierrabella, Cristóbal Mesía y Valenzuela, there existed, during the time of the Viceroy, the Count of Monclova, a bitter enmity. The former's title dated back to Philip IV, and the latter's to Charles the Bewitched; barely thirty years separated the nobility of one from that of the other.

      

      The war was, let's say, from house to house; a matter of more or less yellowed parchments, and of one more or less ermine, roundel or dragon on the coat of arms.

      

      Had the heads of both houses not been elderly men, things would surely have come to blows. Troy burned for far less.

      

      One day (which was September 8, 1698) all that was aristocratic in Lima was gathered in the church of San Agustín to hear the panegyric sermon that, on the occasion of the feast of the Nativity of the Virgin, was to be pronounced by one of the golden-tongued friars who abounded in that convent, a center of men of great knowledge and prodigious eloquence.

      

      After the performance, the Lord of Sierrabella climbed into his carriage, and wishing to pay a visit to the Countess of Vega del Ren, Doña Josefa Zorrilla de la Gándara, he gave his servant the corresponding order. As the servant turned the corner of Lártiga Street, he suddenly came upon the carriage of the Marquis of Santiago, also about to turn onto Lescano Street.

      

      Both coachmen stopped the reins, and the one for the count said to the other:

      

      -To the left, you brute black man!

      

      "Give me the right, you black pork rind!" replied the Marquis's charioteer.

      

      And the two little rascals continued to insult each other fiercely.

      

      The masters poked their heads out of the hatch and, recognizing each other, said to their slaves:

      

      -Don't give in, black man, or I'll whip you to death.

      

      And the scandal continued, and all the nobles who came out of the church surrounded the carriage doors.

      

      There was Don Juan de Mendoza e Híjar, second Marquis of San Miguel, whose gules shield displayed the bars of Aragon and the links of Navarre(4); Don Alonso Pérez de los Ríos y Rivero, Viscount of San Donás, which was a title of Flanders and not of Castile; Don Luis Ibáñez de Segovia y Peralta, Marquis of Corpa, who through Peralta had a gules shield, quartered in a cross with a gold griffin; Don Juan de Urdánegui, Marquis of Villafuerte, with his shield divided, in gold and silver, with a gules border; Don Nicolás Dávalos de Rivera, Count of Santa Ana de las Torres, who through Dávalos bore a divided shield, in gules and gold; Don José Hurtado de Chávez, Count of Cartago, with the five azure keys, on a gold field, the blazon of the Chávez family; Don Francisco León y Sotomayor, Marquis of Celada de la Fuente, whose coat of arms featured a red lion rampant on a silver field; Don Pedro Carrillo de Albornoz, Count of Montemar, with his shield divided per pale, a gold castle on a red field, and a green bend on a gold field; Don Jerónimo Velazco y Castañeda, Marquis of Villablanca, whose shield divided per pale had, in the first quarter, on a silver field, six blue bars, and in the second, five black cauldrons on a silver border. Don Luis Santa Cruz y Padilla, Count of Lurigancho, displaying the splendid emblem of the Santa Cruz family: a shield divided per pale, the first quarter on a green field, with a gold castle and silver and red pennants; the second on a blue field, with a silver castle and a plain red cross in the keep; In the lower quarter, also in gules, three Moorish heads, and in a silver border this motto: For the love of the cross; Don Francisco Delgadillo y Sotomayor, Marquis of La Puente, who by Delgadillo displayed seven silver stars, in a field of azure, and eight black cauldrons in a gold border; Don Juan Arias de Saavedra, Marquis of Moscoso, who by Arias had a shield with two quarters, in silver, with the plain cross of Montesa in the first and an eagle, sable, displayed in the second, and by Saavedra, a silver shield with checks or squares of gold and gules, a border of gules with eight gold saltires; and Don Francisco Remírez de Laredo, Count of San Javier, of whom, before continuing, and in case I do not have another opportunity to name him, I want to relate a witticism.

      

      It seems that Mr. Remírez de Laredo was rather reluctant to settle some testamentary accounts with his brothers, and that they feared him more than a tiger when it came to demanding payment, for the Count was of a temper and arrogance the likes of which are no longer common. The Remírez de Laredo family had a sister, ugly as sin, always disheveled and dirty, and to top it all off, a stutterer and simple-minded. She signed a letter or memorial of four pages, overflowing with complaints and recriminations, to which the heir replied with this note, which I copy verbatim from the original:

      

      My lady and sister: The most wretched swine broke the pigpen. - Kiss your hands, if by chance you have washed them. - The Count of San Javier and Casa-Laredo.

      

      Let's return to the subject of cars.

      

      The gentlemen, whose names I have noted, and many others whom I am not in the mood to mention, went from one side to the other, proposing parties to smooth over the conflict; but the matter did not admit any other solution than to take one of the opponents from the left, and that was precisely the crux of the matter.

      

      "I'm not moving," said the man from Santiago, lounging back in the green velvet seat with gold tassels, taking out the snuffbox with a diamond border and sniffing with delight a sniff of the genuine macaba.

      

      "I'm staying put here," said the man from Sierrabella, lighting a delicious cigar in the Guamanga lighter adorned with emeralds and rubies.

      

      They had been arguing for an hour, and both were determined to send someone home for food and even live on the street until the week of the three Wednesdays. And they would have gone ahead with their plan if the young Viscount of San Donás, who was a handyman for errands and timely matters, hadn't told them:

      

      "But gentlemen, this is nonsense, which must be stopped. Let the carriages remain as they are, and let's go to the viceroy so he can decide the matter."

      

      The idea must have seemed wise to everyone; the rivals got out, and the one from Sierrabella, with half of the group, took Lártiga Street towards the palace, while the one from Santiago, with his friends, headed to the same point along Lescano Street.

      

      At the palace, the procession swelled with every nobleman of Lima's lineage. Only the paralyzed or those receiving last rites were absent. It was a matter where every nobleman's calf, at the very least, had the color of the garter.

      

      The Aliaga family appeared, with their silver shield and a flowering gorse bush between two bears; the La-Puente family with their three-towered castle on a gold field, a three-arched bridge defended by two red lions, and the motto "To cross the bridge I will face death"; the Prieto family with their divided shield, the first azure with a gold lion, and the second gold with a red eagle; the Silva family with their crowned and langued red lion on a silver field; the Aguilar family with their black imperial eagle on a gold field; the Aldana family with their three gold crowns and silver sword on a green field; the Rojas family with their five azure stars on a gold background; the Varela family with their red shield divided horizontally, six green bars in the upper part, four gold fleurs-de-lis in the lower, and a gold chain with a padlock; the Vera family with their crowned eagle on a silver field, and the motto "Veritas vincit" (Veritas conquers); The Pando family with their silver sword on a field of gules, having a gold loaf at the tip and six loaves of bread on each side; the Villamil family with their black cross on a field of gold, and the motto Avante with the cross in front; the Díaz family with their gold bugle on a field of azure; the Oliva family with their owl on a field of silver; the González family with their gold castle on a field of gules; the Carvajal family with their black bend on a field of gold; the Cárdenas family with their two wolves passant on a field of gold; the Novoa family with their gold eagle, silver castle and red lion; the Pereira family with their divided shield, red cross on a field of silver, and the quinas of Portugal on azure; the Escalante family with their silver lion on a field of gules and the motto Osar morir, dar la vida; the Álvarez family with their wolf at the foot of a tree trunk; The Elizalde (a word that in Basque means near the church) with their rampant lion in gules and three azure bars in gold; the Fonseca with their five gules stars in gold; the Gaviria (which I want to say is now night) with their sparrowhawk carrying a rooster in its talons; the Idiáquez with their silver bull at the foot of a tree; the Salazar with their thirteen gold stars in a field of gules, arms given by King Alfonso XI to Lope de Salazar as a reward for having killed in challenge a Moorish giant who wore a red cloak with gold figs; the Ramírez with their langued lion grazing an oak tree and a bar gules with two dragons in vert; the Salinas with their silver castle in gold and two lions gules; the Carranza with their wolf sable and silver castle in a field of vert; The Román family with their red staff and four blue fleurs-de-lis on a gold field; the Ibarrola family with their three red bars on a gold field and the motto Ave María; the Goyeneche family with their checkered shield of fifteen silver and fifteen red squares; the Zavala family (a word that in Basque means wide) with their three red bars edged in gold on a blue field; the Roca family with their gold pebble on a blue field; the Osma family with their red lion crowned in silver,Two crossed swords and a fleur-de-lis on gules; the Aramburú (which means plum tree head in Basque) with their azure castle on a field of gules and lozenges of gold and silver; the Roncal with the bloodied head of King Abderramen on a field of azure; the Iriarte (which in Basque means to the city) with their quartered shield with the Aragonese bars, chains of Navarre, tree and wolf passant; the Oquendo with their two dragon heads, tower, royal crown and the cipher OQ, all in gold on azure and gules; the Aparicio with their gold star, castle of gules, cross of Calatrava and red lion; the Quiñones with their fifteen squares, eight in gules and seven in silver; the Tudela with their two towers in vert and six azure bands in gold; The Nena family with their greyhound tied to a tree and two dragons on a red band on a field of azure; the Gándara family with their nymph with a naked sword and shield at the gate of a castle; the Quiroga family with their gold eagle on azure; the Caviedes family with their silver castle on a field of vert; the Recalde family with their six gold apples on azure; the Cavero family with their two silver bells on a field of gules; the Bermúdez family with their gold and sable checks; the Arrese family with their shield of four quarters with a castle, tree, bear, wolves, moon and stars; the Coloma family with their two white herons on a field of gold; the Morote family with their three gold stars, swords, tower, mountain, river and swan; the Osorio family with their two wolves with tongues on a field of gold; the Pastor family with their red tower on a silver field crowned by an eagle; the Domínguez family with their six-pointed gold star on a field of azure; The Figueroa family with their five fig leaves in gold; the Martínez family with their dove on a tree and the Portuguese cinchona bark; the Riquelme family with their silver helmet on a field of gules; the Unzueta family with their three wolves on gold and the legend "All magnanimous" on a border of gules; the Zúñiga family with their black bend on a silver field with the chain of Navarre as a border; the Esparza family with their gold sun pierced by an arrow in gules; the Molina family with their mill wheel on a field of azure; the Viana family with their black eagle on gold; the Mollinedo family with their sixteen small red crosses on a field of gold; the Oviedo family with their two blue eagles, holding a gold chalice and above it the cross of Oviedo; the Sanz family with the bars of Aragon in gold and a half-flight of gules; the López family with their gold star, rider on a white horse, lion of gules and silver castle; The Cevallos family with their legend "Ardides de caballeros, Zeballos para vencellos" (Knights' Schemes, Scythes to Conquer); the Paredes family with their laurel wreath, silver castle, and chained boar; the Jiménez family with their shield of four quarters, two gold and two gules, with three azure bands in the former and three silver swords in the latter; the Bada family with their Calatrava cross on a gold field; the Soria family with their inverted bar in the shape of an N, dragons, and four gold stars on azure; the Escudero family with their silver sword on whose blade is written "Sine dolo" (Without Deceit); the Rebolledo family with their three tree trunks on a gold field; the Guerrero family with their gold band,with green dragons on a red field, and as a motto in gold letters that of the Garcilaso de la Vega family: Ave Maria gratia plena; the Vives family with their clump of everlastings on a silver field; the Zorrilla family with their green holm oak, two red wolves passant on a silver field and the legend "One must live in such a way that life remains in death"; the Mazo family with the bloodied mace on azure; the Benites family with their two black wolves, langued and rampant against a holm oak on a gold field; the Villalva family with their silver tower on azure; the Sosa family with their silver and red border; the Tovar family with their gold bend on azure, embattled with two dragons; the Benavente family with their five silver lions flanked by four red castles; the García family with their legend "Let no one speak of García above"; the Andrade family with their gold bend on a green field, embattled with two griffins; The Angulo family with their five green bezants on a gold field; the Romero family with their three gold batons on a red field; the Arteaga family (a Basque word meaning oak branch) with their two checkered cauldrons of gold and black and a gold bend with green dragons; the Acuña family with their nine blue wedges on gold and five silver bezants on a red field; the Terán family with their two red stars between blue and gold bars; the Oliver family with their green olive tree on a gold field; the Arzola family with their three blue anchors and a gold tower on a green field; the Vivero family with their five monstrances and a crowned lion on a bridge; the Valdivia family with their two entwined serpents and the motto "The least feared death gives more life"; the Palacio family, whose arms are two maidens dancing with two youths on a green field; the Lucio family with their large gold star on a blue field; The Pimentel family with their five silver shells on a green field; the Gayangos family with their five silver swords on green and gold; the Saravia family with their three wavy gold and blue bands; the Rivas family with their gold cross flory gules; the Mendiola family with their green tree and two gold wolves passant; the Bolaños family with their lamb devouring a bun on a green field; the Basurto family with their five gold loaves on gules; the Velarde family, whose shield is divided horizontally and features a serpent and a knight piercing it with his lance;A maiden witnessing the scene and in a silver border the motto "This is Velarde who killed the serpent and married the princess"; the Pancorbo with their five ermine spots sable in saltire on a silver field; the Ovalle with their three azure bars and three gold swords; the Iraola with their thirteen silver hearts or roundels and a red lion on a gold field; the Freire with their red bend with gold dragons on vert; the Villacorta with their nine gold roundels on azure; the Bejarano with their five gold serpent heads on silver; the Moya with their gold ladder on gules and vair of silver and azure; the Cámara with a heart pierced by an arrow on gold; the Urrutia (which in Basque means distant) with their plain green cross and five red roundels in saltire; the Chaparro with their silver castle on gules and an oak tree on gold; The Guerra family, whose gold shield bore a banner with the motto "To War!" in silver; the Burguillos family with a gold arrow on a red field; the Palomeque family with their blue doves and a red border; the Arriola family with their three green roundels on a red field; the Menéndez family with their eight roses and three blue bands on a silver field; the Navarrete family with their green bell on a silver field; the Barrios family with their two brindle dogs and two gold castles on a green field; the Polo family with their seven red stars on a gold field and the motto "In motu lumine"; the Zárate family with their five red roundels on a silver field and an eagle on a gold field; the Ron family, whose shield featured a soldier playing a trumpet at a castle gate; the Mora family with their green mulberry tree on a silver field; the Chamorro family with their two greyhounds tied to a tree on a gold field; the Prada family with their five burning embers on a red field; The Oyarzabal family (which means wide bed in Basque) with their boar rearing up a tree on a gold field; the Corvacho family with their silver sword on a red field bearing on the blade this motto: To valor and loyalty; the Barrenechea family (which in Basque means inner house) with their silver castle and two rampant lions on a red field; the Feliú family with their Calatrava cross on a gold field; the Alcocer family with their three blue bands on a gold field; the Sánchez family with their two gold cauldrons and a tower with a white flag in the keep; the Colmenares family with their shield mantled with nine gold roundels on a green field,Four black bands on a silver field and five gold fleurs-de-lis; the Cobián family with their bunch of nettles and five gold fleurs-de-lis; the Irigoyen family (meaning "city above" in Basque) with their apostle Saint John on a silver field and three gold towers on a red field; the Medina del Campo family with their thirteen silver roundels on a blue field and the motto "Neither the Pope a benefice nor the king an office"; the Egúsquiza family (a word meaning "under the sun") with their passant wolf and four red bars; the Retes family with their Portuguese cross on a silver field and the legend "Forever and ever"; the Dávila family with their six gold bezants on a blue field; the Ríos family with their two wavy blue fesses on a gold field and five serpent heads on a silver border; the Villar family with their checkerboard pattern of ten silver and ten green squares; the Ariza family with their checkerboard pattern of ten gold and ten silver squares; The Aguirre family with their motto "Lose everything and save your honor"; the Echenique family (a word that in Basque means "I have no house") with their checkered shield of silver and sable; the Mújica family (peach in Basque) with a sable bear on silver; the Vivanco family with their gold castle on a field of azure and the motto "These are the arms of the vanquished"; the Sandoval family with their green bend on gold; the Cueto family with their ten gold fleurs-de-lis on a field of azure; the Barca family with their silver tower on azure and the motto "For the faith I will die"; the Barrantes family with their griffins on gules; the Castelbravo family with their highly decorated shield, in which an artilleryman is seen at the mouth of a cannon and this motto: "If I die in the flame, I will live in fame"; the Cisneros family with their red and gold checks and two silver swans with crowns around their necks; The Vidaurre family with their azure band on a gold field; the Vergara family with their motto "According to my works"; the Núñez family with their five fleurs-de-lis on a gold field; the Orellana family with their ten azure roundels on a silver field; the Arcilla family with their gold panther on some rocks; the Centeno family with their five sheaves of wheat on a green field; the Tejada family with their gold castle with a white flag and on it a red cross on a green field; the Mansilla family with their shield of four quarters, displaying in the main one a chieftain with a chain around his neck; the Menacho family with their gold chalice on a red field and the motto "We bear it because we earned it"; the Rubio family with their tree on which there is a crown; the Rotalde family with their vair shield of silver and sable; the Ferreira family with their six silver crescent moons on azure; the Ibáñez family with their silver crossbow on azure; the Padilla family with three oven peels on azure; The Jimeno family with three wolves in black on silver; the Garcés family with their motto "Believe it,"that comes from infancy; the Odriozola family with their silver towers on green and two trees on silver; the Sarmiento family with thirteen gold roundels on red; the Gómez family with their three black bars on silver; the Agüero family with their lion carrying a banner; the Vázquez family with their six blue roundels on gold; the Alfaro family with their silver crescent moon on blue; the Ugarte family with a boar on gold; the Somonte family with six red crescents on gold; the Anduaga family with their raptorial red griffin; the Ruiz family with their golden acorn-bearing oak; the Fajardo family with their three seven-leafed nettles on gold; the Valladares family with eighty gold and red checks; the Valenzuela family with their crowned black lion on silver; the Villegas family with their black cross on silver and eight cauldrons; the Meneses family with their blue chain bent on gold; The Muñoz family with their Calatrava cross on a gold field; the Segura family with their four trivets on the saltires of a red cross on a gold field; the Bahamonde family with their crowned gold M on a blue field; the Herrera family with their gold cauldrons on a red field; the Godoy family with their eight blue and eight gold squares; the Cabrera family with a wild goat on a silver field; the Roldán family with their silver bugle on a black field and fourteen silver stars on a blue border; the Arrieta family with their wide gold fess on a red field; the Beltrán family with their quartered green shield with a displayed eagle, silver stars, boars, and lances; the Camacho family with their red bend and bars on a gold field; the Gil family with their three gold escutcheons embroidered with blue on a green field; the Carrión family with their divided shield showing a gold lion and an azure helmet; The Galdeano family with their checkered crescent moon of gold, silver, and sable on a red field; the Lazarte family with their three silver wolves passant on a green field and three blades of grass on a gold field; the Sosa family with their six lizards on a gold field; the Loyola family with their intricate four-quartered shield, just as seen in the prints of Saint Ignatius, and... enough, for heaven's sake! It would be tiresome to continue listing the surnames of the noble people of my land or the tale of Sancho's goats. At least I'm leaving a hundred more in the back of my inkwell. Let those not mentioned in this calf-deep list take comfort in knowing them all; and if there is anyone who believes I have omitted them out of malice or envy, let them confidently claim them, and they will appear in another edition.Let him who has not been mentioned in this calf-like nomenclature take comfort in knowing everything; and if there is anyone who believes that I have omitted him out of malice or envy, let him claim with confidence and he will be included in another edition.Let him who has not been mentioned in this calf-like nomenclature take comfort in knowing everything; and if there is anyone who believes that I have omitted him out of malice or envy, let him claim with confidence and he will be included in another edition.
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