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has always had a fascination with the Wild West, and schoolchildren grow up learning about famous Westerners like
Wyatt Earp.

Let us go on deck. Suddenly his cheek reddened; he stopped, looked hurriedly at the retreating form of
Perkins, and picked up a manuscript from the packet. A sudden idea flashed across his mind, and seemed to
illuminate the obscure monotony of the story he had just heard. He turned hurriedly to the morocco case, and
opened it with trembling fingers. It was a daguerreotype, faded and silvered; but the features were those of his
wife! The revolution of Todos Santos had to all appearances been effected as peacefully as the gentle
Liberator of Quinquinambo could have wished. Two pronunciamientos, rudely printed and posted in the Plaza,
and saluted by the fickle garrison of one hundred men, who had, however, immediately reappointed their old
commander as Generalissimo under the new regime, seemed to leave nothing to be desired. A surging mob of
vacant and wondering peons, bearing a singular resemblance to the wild cattle and horses which intermingled
with them in blind and unceasing movement across the Plaza and up the hilly street, and seemingly as
incapable of self- government, were alternately dispersed and stampeded or allowed to gather again as
occasion required. Some of these heterogeneous bands were afterwards found--the revolution
accomplished--gazing stupidly on the sea, or ruminating in bovine wantonness on the glacis before the
Presidio. Eleanor Keene, who with her countrywomen had been hurried to the refuge of the Mission, was more
disturbed and excited at the prospect of meeting Hurlstone again than by any terror of the insurrection. When
Richard Keene, who would not leave his sister until he had seen her safe under the Mission walls, ventured at
her suggestion to ask after the American recluse, Father Esteban replied dryly that, being a Christian
gentleman, Hurlstone was the only one who had the boldness to seek out the American filibuster Perkins, on
his own ship, and remonstrate with him for his unholy crusade. But for her, Diego would be still with him in
this emergency. I pity Brace, Winslow, and Perkins if they get caught in it. A green silk sash across his breast,
a gold-laced belt, supporting a light dress- sword and a pair of pistols, buckled around the jaunty waist of his
ordinary black frock-coat, were his scant martial suggestions. But his hat, albeit exchanged for a soft felt one,
still reposed on the back of his benevolent head, and seemed to accent more than ever the contrast between his
peaceful shoulders and the military smartness of his lower figure. He bowed with easy politeness to the
assembled fugitives; but before he could address them, Father Esteban had risen to his feet,-- "I thought that
this house, at least, was free from the desecrating footsteps of lawlessness and impiety," said the priest sternly.
For I regret to say that, through the ill-advised counsels of some of my fellow-patriots, the Indian tribes
attached to this Mission are in revolt, and threaten even this sacred building. But, to save time, let me give way
to a gentleman who, I believe, possesses your confidence. He will confirm my statement. The Padre uttered an
exclamation of pleasure. Miss Keene colored quickly. Hurlstone cast a long and lingering glance at her, which
seemed to the embarrassed girl full of a new, strange meaning, and then advanced quickly with outstretched
hands towards Father Esteban. The Indians have been tampered with treacherously, against his knowledge and
consent. He only seeks now to prevent the consequences of this folly by placing you and these ladies out of
reach of harm aboard of the Excelsior. Brimmer, with genteel precision. I, for one, shall accept the offer, and
insist upon Miss Chubb accompanying me. Markham and Miss Keene; but, alas! I am required elsewhere. I
leave," he continued, turning towards Hurlstone, who was already absorbed in a whispered consultation with
Padre Esteban--"I leave a sufficient escort with you to protect your party to the boats which have brought us
here. You will take them to the Excelsior, and join me with the ship off Todos Santos in the morning. The next
moment his voice was heard raised in command, and the measured tramp of his men gradually receded and
was lost in the distance. Never, while I live, Diego! Call him back and tell him so! From my knowledge of
these Indians, I am convinced that they have been basely tricked and cajoled by some one. I believe that they
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are still amenable to reason and argument, and I am so certain that I am ready to go down among them and
make the attempt. The old Chief and part of his band are still encamped on the shore; we could hear them as
we passed in the boats. I will go and meet them. If I succeed in bringing them to reason I will return; if I find
them intractable, I will at least divert their attention from the Mission long enough for you to embark these
ladies with their escort, which you will do at the end of two hours if I do not return. Brimmer, in sharp protest.
Brimmer, was to be accepted at once and without delay; and I certainly shall not leave Miss Chubb exposed to
imminent danger for two hours to meet the caprice of an entire stranger to Mr. Brimmer should be disobeyed
in their wishes," said Hurlstone grimly. Brimmer and Miss Chubb can take one of them with half the escort,
and proceed at once to the Excelsior. I will ride with them as far as the boat. And now," he continued, turning
to the old priest, with sparkling eyes, "I have only to ask your blessing, and the good wishes of these ladies, to
go forth on my mission of peace. If I am successful," he added, with a light laugh, "confess that a layman and
a heretic may do some service for the Church. Brimmer and Miss Chubb before him, and hurried them to the
boat. Miss Keene looked after him with a vague felicity in the change that seemed to have come on him, a
change that she could as little account for as her own happiness. Was it the excitement of danger that had
overcome his reserve, and set free his compressed will and energy? She longed for her brother to see him
thus--alert, strong, and chivalrous. In her girlish faith, she had no fear for his safety; he would conquer, he
would succeed; he would come back to them victorious! Looking up from her happy abstraction, at the side of
Mrs. With a warning gesture of the hand towards Mrs. Markham, he rose, and, going to the door of the
sacristy, beckoned to her. The young girl noiselessly crossed the room and followed him into the sanctuary.
Half an hour later, and while Mrs. Markham was still asleep, Father Esteban appeared at the door of the
sacristy ostentatiously taking snuff, and using a large red handkerchief to wipe his more than usually humid
eyes. Eleanor Keene, with her chin resting on her hand, remained sitting as he had left her, with her abstracted
eyes fixed vacantly on the lamp before the statue of the Virgin and the half-lit gloom of the nave. Padre
Esteban had told her ALL! She knew the peace that he had sought for and found within these walls, broken
only by his passion for her! She knew his struggles against the hopelessness of this new-born love, even the
desperate remedy that had been adopted against herself, and the later voluntary exile of her lover. She knew
the providential culmination of his trouble in the news brought unconsciously by Perkins, which, but a few
hours ago, he had verified by the letters, records, and even the certificate of death that had thus strangely been
placed in his hands! She knew all this so clearly now, that, with the instinct of a sympathetic nature, she even
fancied she had heard it before. She knew that all the obstacles to an exchange of their affection had been
removed; that her lover only waited his opportunity to hear from her own lips the answer that was even now
struggling at her heart. And yet she hesitated and drew back, half frightened in the presence of her great
happiness. How she longed, and yet dreaded, to meet him! What if anything should have happened to him?
Either she was going mad, or else the grotesque Indian hangings of the walls were certainly moving towards
her. She rose in speechless terror, as what she had taken for an uncouthly swathed and draped barbaric pillar
suddenly glided to the window. Crouching against the wall, she crept breathlessly towards the entrance to the
garden. Casting a hurried glance above her, she saw the open belfry that was illuminated by the misty radiance
of the moon, darkly shadowed by hideously gibbering faces that peered at her through the broken tracery.
With a cry of horror she threw open the garden-door; but the next moment was swallowed up in the
tumultuous tide of wild and half naked Indians who surged against the walls of the church, and felt herself
lifted from her feet, with inarticulate cries, and borne along the garden. Even in her mortal terror, she could
recognize that the cries were not those of rage, but of vacant satisfaction; that although she was lifted on lithe
shoulders, the grasp of her limbs was gentle, and the few dark faces she could see around her were glistening
in childlike curiosity. Presently she felt herself placed upon the back of a mule, that seemed to be swayed
hither and thither in the shifting mass, and the next moment the misty, tossing cortege moved forward with a
new and more definite purpose. She called aloud for Father Esteban and Mrs. Markham; her voice appeared to
flow back upon her from the luminous wall of fog that closed around her. Then the inarticulate, irregular
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outcries took upon themselves a measured rhythm, the movement of the mass formed itself upon the
monotonous chant, the intervals grew shorter, the mule broke into a trot, and then the whole vast multitude fell
into a weird, rhythmical, jogging quick step at her side. Whatever was the intent of this invasion of the
Mission and her own strange abduction, she was relieved by noticing that they were going in the same
direction as that taken by Hurlstone an hour before. Either he was cognizant of their movements, and, being
powerless to prevent their attack on the church, had stipulated they were to bring her to him in safety, or else
he was calculating to intercept them on the way. The fog prevented her from forming any estimation of the
numbers that surrounded her, or if the Padre and Mrs. Markham were possibly preceding her as captives in the
vanguard. She felt the breath of the sea, and knew they were traveling along the shore; the monotonous chant
and jogging motion gradually dulled her active terror to an apathetic resignation, in which occasionally her
senses seemed to swoon and swim in the dreamy radiance through which they passed; at times it seemed a
dream or nightmare with which she was hopelessly struggling; at times she was taking part in an unhallowed
pageant, or some heathen sacrificial procession of which she was the destined victim. She had no
consciousness of how long the hideous journey lasted. Her benumbed senses were suddenly awakened by a
shock; the chant had ceased, the moving mass in which she was imbedded rolled forward once more as if by
its own elasticity, and then receded again with a jar that almost unseated her. Then the inarticulate murmur
was overborne by a voice. She turned blindly towards it; but before she could utter the cry that rose to her lips,
she was again lifted from the saddle, carried forward, and gently placed upon what seemed to be a
moss-grown bank. Opening her half swimming eyes she recognized the Indian cross. The crowd seemed to
recede before her. Her eyes closed again as a strong arm passed around her waist. Their eyes, and then their
lips met; she fainted. For an instant the floating veil of fog around her, and the rhythmical movement of the
boat, seemed a part of her mysterious ride, and she raised her head with a faint cry for Hurlstone. Hurlstone
that they meant us no harm was to drag us all up to THEIR Mission, as they call that half heathen cross of
theirs--for safety against--who do you think, dear? It appears they must have noticed something about you
two, the last time you were there, my dear. And--to think--YOU never told me anything about it! Brimmer,
having already settled herself in the best cabin, was inclined to extend the hospitalities of the ship with the air
of a hostess. But the arrival of Hurlstone at midnight with some delegated authority from Senor Perkins, and
the unexpected getting under way of the ship, disturbed her complacency. Brimmer, in genuine alarm.
Markham and Miss Keene he explained more satisfactorily that the unexpected disaffection of the Indians had
obliged Perkins to so far change his plans as to disembark his entire force from the Excelsior, and leave her
with only the complement of men necessary to navigate her through the channel of Todos Santos, where she
would peacefully await his orders, or receive his men in case of defeat. Nevertheless, as the night was nearly
spent, Mrs. Markham and Eleanor preferred to await the coming day on deck, and watch the progress of the
Excelsior through the mysterious channel.
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The Crusade of the Excelsior, p. By noon of the following day the coast of the Peninsula of Californiahad
been sighted to leeward. The lower temperature of the northwestTrades had driven Mrs. Brimmer and Miss
Chubb into their state-rooms toconsult their wardrobes in view of an impending change from the lightmuslins
and easy languid toilets of the Tropics. That momentous questionfor the moment held all other topics in
abeyance; and even Mrs. Markhamand Miss Keene, though they still kept the deck, in shawls and
wraps,sighed over this feminine evidence of the gentle passing of theirsummer holiday. The gentlemen had
already mounted their pea-jacketsand overcoats, with the single exception of Senor Perkins, who, inchivalrous
compliment to the elements, still bared his unfettered throatand forehead to the breeze. A few low, dome-like
hills, yellow and treeless assand dunes, scarcely raised themselves above the horizon. The air, too,appeared to
have taken upon itself a dry asperity; the sun shone with ahard, practical brilliancy. Miss Keene raised her
eyes to Senor Perkinswith a pretty impatience that she sometimes indulged in, as one of theprivileges of
accepted beauty and petted youth. It was a great deal nicer on theother coast, or even at sea. They are like
some ardent natures that covertheir approaches with the ashes of their burnt-up fires, but only do itthe better to
keep intact their glowing, vivifying, central heat. Ifyou will permit me to read them to you this evening, I shall
be charmed. I hope also to take that opportunity of showing you the verses of agifted woman, not yet known to
fame, Mrs. Thoughshe did not always understand Senor Perkins, she liked him too well toallow him to
become ridiculous to others; and at the present moment shepromptly interposed with a charming assumption
of coquetry. But do as you like. You are all fast becoming faithless. Isuppose it is because our holiday is
drawing to a close, and we shallsoon forget we ever had any, or be ashamed we ever played so long.
Everybody seems to be getting nervous and fidgety and preparing forcivilization again. Banks, for the last few
days, has dressedhimself regularly as if he were going down town to his office,and writes letters in the corner
of the saloon as if it were acounting-house. Winslow do nothing but talk of theirprospects, and I believe they
are drawing up articles of partnershiptogether. Brace frightening me by telling me that my brotherwill lock me
up, to keep the rich miners from laying their bags ofgold dust at my feet; and Mrs. Hurlstone," said Brace,
with ill-concealed bitterness;"he seems to have time enough on his hands, and I dare say wouldsympathize
with you. You women like idle men. There certainly is something going on, or is going to happen. What ARE
they looking at? Two or three of the crew on the forecastle weregazing in the same direction. The group of
cabin-passengers on thequarterdeck, following their eyes, saw what appeared to be another lowshore on the
opposite bow. He quickly crossed thedeck, exchanged a few words with the officer, and returned. Miss
Keene,who had felt a sense of relief, nevertheless questioned his face as heagain stood beside her. But he had
recovered his beaming cheerfulness. They can go to sleep in a hurricane between the rolls of a ship, but afog
keeps them awake. In the last few moments all that vast glistening surface ofmetallic blue which stretched so
far to windward appeared to be slowlyeaten away as if by some dull, corroding acid; the distant horizon lineof
sea and sky was still distinct and sharply cut, but the whole waterbetween them had grown gray, as if some
invisible shadow had passed inmid-air across it. The actual fog bank had suddenly lost its resemblanceto the
shore, had lifted as a curtain, and now seemed suspended over theship. Gradually it descended; the top-gallant
and top-sails were lostin this mysterious vapor, yet the horizon line still glimmered faintly. Then another mist
seemed to rise from the sea and meet it; in anotherinstant the deck whereon they stood shrank to the
appearance of araft adrift in a faint gray sea. With the complete obliteration of allcircumambient space, the
wind fell. Their isolation was complete. It was notable that the first and most peculiar effect of this
mistyenvironment was the absolute silence. The empty, invisible sails abovedid not flap; the sheets and
halyards hung limp; even the faint creakingof an unseen block overhead was so startling as to draw every
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eyeupwards. Muffled orders from viewless figures forward were obeyed byphantoms that moved noiselessly
through the gray sea that seemed to haveinvaded the deck. Even the passengers spoke in whispers, or held
theirbreath, in passive groups, as if fearing to break a silence so repletewith awe and anticipation. It was next
noticed that the vessel wassubjected to some vague motion; the resistance of the water had ceased,the waves
no longer hissed under her bows, or nestled and lapped underher counter; a dreamy, irregular, and listless
rocking had taken theplace of the regular undulations; at times, a faint and half deliciousvertigo seemed to
overcome their senses; the ship was drifting. Captain Bunker stood near the bitts, where his brief orders
weretransmitted to the man at the almost useless wheel. My impression is thatthere was a strong northwesterly
current setting north of Ballenos Bay. Whatever might have been the feeling towards him, at thatmoment the
sailors--after their fashion--admired their captain; strong,masterful, and imperious. The danger that had cleared
his eye, throat,and brain, and left him once more the daring and skillful navigator theyknew, wiped out of their
shallow minds the vicious habit that had sunkhim below their level. It had now become perceptible to even the
inexperienced eyes of thepassengers that the Excelsior was obeying some new and profound impulse. The
vague drifting had ceased, and in its place had come a mysteriousbut regular movement, in which the
surrounding mist seemed toparticipate, until fog and vessel moved together towards some unseen
butwell-defined bourne. In vain had the boats of the Excelsior, mannedby her crew, endeavored with a
towing-line to check or direct theinexplicable movement; in vain had Captain Bunker struggled, with allthe
skilled weapons of seamanship, against his invincible foe; wrappedin the impenetrable fog, the ship moved
ghost-like to what seemed to beher doom. The anxiety of the officers had not as yet communicated itself to
thepassengers; those who had been most nervous in the ordinary onset ofwind and wave looked upon the fog
as a phenomenon whose only disturbancemight be delay. To Miss Keene this conveyed no annoyance; rather
thatplacid envelopment of cloud soothed her fancy; she submitted herself toits soft embraces, and to the
mysterious onward movement of the ship,as if it were part of a youthful dream. Once she thought of the shipof
Sindbad, and that fatal loadstone mountain, with an awe that was,however, half a pleasure. It was the voice of
Mr. So thick wasthe fog that his face and figure appeared to come dimly out of it, likea part of her dreaming
fancy. Without replying to his question, she saidquickly,-- "You are better then, Mr. We--we were all so
frightened foryou. After a pausehe recovered himself, and said,-- "I was saying you were taking all this very
quietly. And if we should go ashore here"-- "Well? There was a slight murmur among the passengers. Again
the voice repeated, as ifmechanically,-- "Breakers! The young girl glanced round her and saw for the first time
that, inone of those inexplicable movements she had not understood, the otherpassengers had been withdrawn
into a limited space of the deck, as ifthrough some authoritative orders, while she and her companion had
beenevidently overlooked. A couple of sailors, who had suddenly taken theirpositions by the quarter-boats,
strengthened the accidental separation. Brace--Perkins--or"-- "No," she replied quickly. At first she heard
nothing but the occasional lowvoice of command near the wheel. Then she became conscious of a
gentle,soothing murmur through the fog to the right. She had heard such amurmuring accompaniment to her
girlish dreams at Newport on a stillsummer night. There was nothing to frighten her, but it increased
herembarrassment. Miss Keene was silent. The ship moved gently onward. The monotonous cryof the
leadsman in the chains was the only sound audible. The soundingswere indicating shoaler water, although the
murmuring of the surf hadbeen left far astern. The almost imperceptible darkening of the miston either beam
seemed to show that the Excelsior was entering someland-locked passage. The movement of the vessel
slackened, the tide wasbeginning to ebb. Suddenly a wave of far-off clamor, faint but sonorous,broke across
the ship. There was an interval of breathless silence, andthen it broke again, and more distinctly. It was the
sound of bells! The thrill of awe which passed through passengers and crew at thisspiritual challenge from the
vast and intangible void around them hadscarcely subsided when the captain turned to Senor Perkins with a
lookof surly interrogation. The Senor brushed his hat further back on hishead, wiped his brow, and became
thoughtful. But thatis the Angelus, and those are mission bells, surely. The voice of invisible command
againpassed along the deck, and, with a splash in the water and the rattlingof chains, the Excelsior swung
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slowly round on her anchor on the bosomof what seemed a placid bay. Miss Keene, who, in her complete
absorption, had listened to thephantom bells with an almost superstitious exaltation, had forgotten thepresence
of her companion, and now turned towards him. But he was gone. The imminent danger he had spoken of, half
slightingly, he evidentlyconsidered as past. He had taken the opportunity offered by the slightbustle made by
the lowering of the quarter-boat and the departure of themate on a voyage of discovery to mingle with the
crowd, and regain hisstate-room. With the anchoring of the vessel, the momentary restraintwas relaxed, the
passengers were allowed to pervade the deck, and Mrs. Markham, "untilwe saw you had a protector. Do tell
me--what DID he say? What did he talk about? Her confusion was not removed by the consciousness that the
jealous eyesof Brace were fixed upon her. Brimmer, who is very High Church, youknow, quite overcome by
these Angelus bells. The long-drawn cadence of a chant in thin clear sopranovoices swept through the fog
from the invisible shore, rose high abovethe ship, and then fell, dying away with immeasurable sweetness
andmelancholy. Even when it had passed, a lingering melody seemed tofill the deck. Two or three of the
foreign sailors crossed themselvesdevoutly; the other passengers withheld their speech, and looked at
eachother. Afraid to break the charm by speech, they listened again, but invain an infinite repose followed that
seemed to pervade everything. It was broken, at last, by the sound of oars in their rowlocks; the boatwas
returning.
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It was the 4th of August, , off Cape Corrientes. Morning was breaking over a heavy sea, and the closely-reefed topsails
of a barque that ran before it bearing down upon the faint outline of the Mexican coast.

The Crusade of the Excelsior, p. The saloon of the Excelsior was spacious for the size of the vessel, andwas
furnished in a style superior to most passenger-ships of that epoch. The sun was shining through the sliding
windows upon the fresh andneatly arranged breakfast-table, but the presence of the ominous"storm-racks," and
partitions for glass and china, and the absence ofthe more delicate passengers, still testified to the potency of
the Gulfof California. Even those present wore an air of fatigued discontent,and the conversation had that
jerky interjectional quality whichbelonged to people with a common grievance, but a different
individualexperience. Winslow had been unable to shave. Markham,incautiously and surreptitiously opening a
port-hole in her state-roomfor a whiff of fresh air while dressing, had been shocked by theintrusion of the
Pacific Ocean, and was obliged to summon assistanceand change her dress. Jack Crosby, who had attired
himself for tropicalshore-going in white ducks and patent leathers, shivered in the keennorthwest Trades, and
bewailed the cheap cigars he had expected to buyat Mazatlan. The entrance of Miss Keene, who seemed to
bring with herthe freshness and purity of the dazzling outer air, stirred the youngermen into some gallant
attention, embarrassed, however, by a sense ofself-reproach. Senor Perkins alone retained his normal serenity.
Already seated atthe table between the two fair-headed children of Mrs. Brimmer, hewas benevolently
performing parental duties in her absence, and gentlysupervising and preparing their victuals even while he
carried on anethnological and political discussion with Mrs. Markham, belong to an earlier Asiatic type of
civilizationalready decayed or relapsed to barbarism, while the aborigines of theNew World now existing have
never known it--or, like the Aztecs, haveperished with it. The modern North American aborigine has not yet
gotbeyond the tribal condition; mingled with Caucasian blood as he is inMexico and Central America, he is
perfectly capable of self-government. Winslow to Miss Keene. Markham,if they could even count on the
intelligent sympathy of women likeyourself, their independence would be assured. And think what a
proudprivilege to have contributed to such a result, to have assisted at thebirth of the ideal American Republic,
for such it would be--a Republicof one blood, one faith, one history. You know that the vesselsthat put into
San Juan have saluted one flag in the morning, and havebeen fired at under another in the afternoon. Look at
him now, taking off thepinafores of those children and tidying them. He is kinder to them thantheir nurse, and
more judicious than their mother. And half his talkwith Mrs. Markham now is only to please her, because she
thinks sheknows politics. The way he skirmished aroundMrs. Markham with a basin the other day when it was
sorough convinced ME. It was a little too professional to suit my style. By noon, however, the heavy cross-sea
had abated, and the Excelsior borewest. When she once more rose and fell regularly on the long
rhythmicalswell of the Pacific, most of the passengers regained the deck. Brimmer and Miss Chubb ventured
from their staterooms, and wereconveyed to and installed in some state on a temporary divan of cushionsand
shawls on the lee side. For even in this small republic of equalcabin passengers the undemocratic and
distinction-loving sex had managedto create a sham exclusiveness. Brimmer, as the daughter of arich
Bostonian, the sister of a prominent lawyer, and the wife of asuccessful San Francisco merchant, who was
popularly supposed to bepart-owner of the Excelsior, was recognized, and alternately caressedand hated as
their superior. A majority of the male passengers, owningno actual or prospective matrimonial subjection to
those charmingtoad-eaters, I am afraid continued to enjoy a mild and debasing equalityamong themselves,
mitigated only by the concessions of occasionalgallantry. Brimmer was a rather pretty, refined,well-dressed
woman, whose languid pallor, aristocratic spareness,and utter fastidiousness did not, however, preclude a
certain nervousintensity which occasionally lit up her weary eyes with a dangerousphosphorescence, under
their brown fringes. Equally acceptable was MissChubb, her friend and traveling companion; a tall, well-bred
girl, withfaint salmon-pink hair and complexion, that darkened to a fiery brown inher shortsighted eyes.
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Between these ladies and Mrs. Markham and Miss Keene existed anenthusiastic tolerance, which, however,
could never be mistaken fora generous rivalry. Of the greater popularity of Miss Keene as therecognized belle
of the Excelsior there could be no question; nor wasthere any from Mrs. Brimmer and her friend. The
intellectual preeminenceof Mrs. Markham was equally, and no less ostentatiously, granted. Markham is so
clever; I delight to hear you converse together," Mrs. She might easily go into the lecture-field--perhaps
sheexpects to do so in California. Markham contributed the editorialsand essays, and Senor Perkins three
columns of sentimental poetry,Mrs. Brimmer did not withhold her praise of the fair editor. Markham herfair
sister, Massachusetts Mrs. Brimmer was most enthusiastic of the beauty of Miss Keene. On the present
morning Mr. Banks found his disappointment at not goinginto Mazatlan languidly shared by Mrs. That lady
even made aplace for him on the cushions beside her, as she pensively expressed herbelief that her husband
would be still more disappointed. Brimmer, you know, has correspondents at Mazatlan, and no doubthe has
made particular arrangements for our reception and entertainmentwhile there. I should not wonder if he was
very indignant. And if, as Ifear, the officials of the place, knowing Mr. Ithink my husband spoke of him.
Brimmer received this speech with the languid obliviousness ofperception she usually meted out to this
chartered jester. And would you have been afraid toleave your cabin--or are you joking? You know I never
know when you are. It is very dreadful, either way. Winslow, detaching himself from the group,hurried
towards them. Brimmerdiverted attention from the sudden paleness of Miss Keene, who hadimpulsively
approached them. You are frightened, Miss Keene; pray sit down. That fellow Winslow ought to have had
more sense. It was probably longbefore we came on deck," he added gently; "so comfort yourself, MissKeene,
you could have seen nothing. Why," she said, suddenly raising her soft eyes to Brace, "YOUmust have noticed
his absence; why, even I"--She stopped with a slightconfusion, that was, however, luckily diverted by the
irrepressibleWinslow. They turned quickly towards the benevolent face of Senor Perkins, whohad just joined
them. The smoke of a large steamer wassighted between us and the land at about that time. Miss Keene turned,
heart-sick,away. Worse than the ghastly interruption to their easy idyllic lifewas this grim revelation of
selfishness. She began to doubt if even thehysterical excitement of her sister passengers was not merely a
pleasanttitillation of their bored and inactive nerves. He has left nothingbehind him of any value or that gives
any clue. If it was a suicide hewould have left some letter behind for somebody--people always do, youknow,
at such times--and he would have chosen the open sea. It seemsmore probable that he threw himself overboard
with the intention ofreaching the shore. Suppose he had committed some offense! Supposehe was afraid of
being questioned or recognized! Who dare talk like that? I beg your pardon. It is to be feared that she found
little consolation among the otherpassengers, or even those of her own sex, whom this profound eventhad
united in a certain freemasonry of sympathy and interest--to theexclusion of their former cliques. She soon
learned, as the return ofthe boats to the ship and the ship to her course might have clearly toldher, that there
was no chance of recovering the missing passenger. Shelearned that the theory advanced by Brace was the one
generally held bythem; but with an added romance of detail, that excited at once theircommiseration and
admiration. Brimmer remembered to have heard him,the second or third night out from Callao, groaning in his
state-room;but having mistakenly referred the emotion to ordinary seasickness,she had no doubt lost an
opportunity for confidential disclosure. Markham, approached him the next day, he would have revealedhis
sorrow. She should never forgive herself for resisting that impulse, for shewas positive now that she would
have seen his ghastly face in the water. Some indignation was felt that the captain, after a cursory surveyof his
stateroom, had ordered it to be locked until his fate was morepositively known, and the usual seals placed on
his effects for theirdelivery to the authorities at San Francisco. It was believed that someclue to his secret
would be found among his personal chattels, if onlyin the form of a keepsake, a locket, or a bit of jewelry.
Miss Chubb hadnoticed that he wore a seal ring, but not on the engagement-finger. Insome vague feminine
way it was admitted without discussion that one oftheir own sex was mixed up in the affair, and, with the
exception ofMiss Keene, general credence was given to the theory that Mazatlancontained his loadstar--the
fatal partner and accomplice of his crime,the siren that allured him to his watery grave. I regret to say that
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thefacts gathered by the gentlemen were equally ineffective. The stewardwho had attended the missing man
was obliged to confess that their mostprotracted and confidential conversation had been on the
comparativeefficiency of ship biscuits and soda crackers. Let us at least believe it until we know otherwise.
Markham, why should the Unknown always fill us with apprehension? Itssurprises are equally often
agreeable. Senor Perkins took a step nearer to himbenignantly. The man raised his eyes to Senor Perkins, and
said,-- "Vigilancia.
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Chapter 4 : The Crusade of the Excelsior by Bret Harte - Full Text Free Book (Part 5/5)
With the death of Senor Perkins ended the Crusade of the Excelsior. Under charge of Captain Bunker the vessel was
sent to Mazatlan by the authorities, bearing the banished and proscribed Americans.

The part that Bunker had played in bringing about this moral catastrophe was, however, purely adventitious.
When he had recovered his health, and subsequent events had corroborated the truth of his story, the Mexican
Government, who had compromised with Quinquinambo, was obliged to recognize his claims by offering him
command of the missionary ship, and permission to rediscover the channel, the secret of which had been lost
for half a century to the Government. Such was the story substantially told to Hurlstone and confirmed on his
debarkation with the ladies at Todos Santos, the Excelsior being now in the hands of the authorities. But to his
surprise the cautious priest only shrugged his shoulders as he took a complacent pinch of snuff. I admit that he
was opposed to the revolt of the heathen against us, but it was his emissaries and his doctrines that poisoned
with heresy the fountains from which they drank. There will be expulsados, no doubt. The Excelsior, which is
confiscated, will be sent to Mexico with them. He will give you access to the prisoner. He took out his watch.
It was filled with soldiers, and near the gateway a double file of dragoons, with loaded carbines, were standing
at ease. Two sentries were ranged on each side of an open door which gave upon the courtyard. The
Commander paused before it, and with a gesture invited him to enter. It was a large square apartment, lighted
only by the open door and a grated enclosure above it. Whatever anxiety Hurlstone had begun to feel, it was
quickly dissipated by the hearty, affable, and even happy greeting of the prisoner. I shall claim the right to
speak from my own knowledge of the Indians and from their admission to me that they were led away by the
vague representations of Martinez, Brace, and Winslow. My general instructions, no doubt, justified these
young gentlemen in taking, I shall not say extreme, but injudicious measures. I thank you for your gracious
intentions, but you remember that we agreed only yesterday that you knew nothing of politics, and did not
concern yourself with them. I do not know but you are wise. Politics and the science of self-government,
although dealing with general principles, are apt to be defined by the individual limitations of the enthusiast.
What is good for himself he too often deems is applicable to the general public, instead of wisely
understanding that what is good for them must be good for himself. We were to choose another topic. Let it be
yourself, Mr. You are looking well, sir; indeed, I may say I never saw you looking so well! Let me
congratulate you. Health is the right of youth. May you keep both! Hurlstone profited by the opportunity to
say in a hurried whisper: I do not think it is urgent, however. Don Miguel approached them with disturbed and
anxious looks. I have told them the hour is nearly spent. Markham and Eleanor to pass. The filibuster smiled,
and lifting the child with a paternal gesture to his shoulder by one hand, he extended the other to the ladies. In
my experience of life I have been favored, at various emergencies, by the sympathy and outspoken counsel of
your noble sex; the last time by Mrs. A few lines at present lying on yonder tableâ€”a tribute to her
geniusâ€”will be forwarded to you, dear Mrs. But let us change the theme. You are looking wellâ€”and you,
too, Miss Keene. From the roses that bloom on your cheeksâ€”nourished by the humid air of Todos
Santosâ€”I am gratified in thinking you have forgiven me your enforced detention here. As they passed
through the gateway, looking back they saw Perkins still standing with the child on his shoulder and smiling
affably upon them. Then the two massive doors of the gateway swung to with a crash, the bolts were shot, and
the courtyard was impenetrable. A few moments later, the three friends had passed the outermost angle of the
fortifications, and were descending towards the beach. By the time they had reached the sands they had fallen
into a vague silence. A noise like the cracking and fall of some slight scaffolding behind them arrested their
attention. A light smoke, drifting from the courtyard, was mingling with the fog. With a hurried excuse to his
companions, Hurlstone ran rapidly back, and reached the gate as it slowly rolled upon its hinges to a file of
men that issued from the courtyard. A few paces further lay its late owner, with twenty Mexican bullets in his
breast, his benevolent forehead bared meekly to the sky, as if even then mutely appealing to the higher
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judgment. The soul of the Liberator of Quinquinambo, and of various other peoples more or less distressed
and more or less ungrateful, was itself liberated! Under charge of Captain Bunker the vessel was sent to
Mazatlan by the authorities, bearing the banished and proscribed Americans, Banks, Brace, Winslow, and
Crosby; and, by permission of the Council, also their friends, Markham and Brimmer, and the ladies, Mrs.
Brimmer, Chubb, and Markham. Hurlstone and Miss Keene alone were invited to remain, but, on later
representations, the Council graciously included Richard Keene in the invitation, with the concession of the
right to work the mines and control the ranches he and Hurlstone had purchased from their proscribed
countrymen. Hurlstone, Richard had prevailed upon the Alcalde to allow him to add the piquant Dona Isabel
also to the firm under the title of Mrs. And none contributed more to that result than the clever and beautiful
hostess of Excelsior Lodge, the charming country home of James Hurlstone, Esq. Under the truly catholic
shelter of its veranda Padre Esteban and the heretic stranger mingled harmoniously, and the dissensions of
local and central Government were forgotten.
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Chapter 5 : The Crusade Of The Excelsior Novel, The Crusade of the Excelsior Part 31
Excelsior, cradled in the softly heaving bay, had peacefully swung at anchor on the previous night, and lifted the snowy
curtain of the fog to seaward as far as the fringe of surf, a league away.

It was the 4th of August, , off Cape Corrientes. Morning was breaking over a heavy sea, and the closely-reefed
topsails of a barque that ran before it bearing down upon the faint outline of the Mexican coast. Already the
white peak of Colima showed, ghost-like, in the east; already the long sweep of the Pacific was gathering
strength and volume as it swept uninterruptedly into the opening Gulf of California. As the cold light
increased, it could be seen that the vessel showed evidence of a long voyage and stress of weather. She had
lost one of her spars, and her starboard davits rolled emptily. Nevertheless, her rigging was taut and
ship-shape, and her decks scrupulously cle an. Indeed, in that uncertain light, the only moving figure besides
the two motionless shadows at the wheel was engaged in scrubbing the quarter-deckâ€”which, with its grated
settees and stacked camp-chairs, seemed to indicate the presence of cabin passengers. For the barque
Excelsior, from New York to San Francisco, had discharged the bulk of her cargo at Callao, and had extended
her liberal cabin accommodation to swell the feverish Californian immigration, still in its height. Suddenly
there was a slight commotion on deck. An o rder, issued from some invisible depth of the cabin, was so
unexpecte d that it had to be repeated sternly and peremptorily. A bustle forward ensued, two or three other
shadows sprang up by the bulwarks, then the two men bent over the wheel, the Excelsior slowly swung round
on her heel, and, with a parting salutation to the coast, bore away to the northwest and the open sea again. The
line of coast had already sunk enough to permit the faint silhouette of a trail of smoke to define the horizon
line of sky. A figure, evidently a passenger, had appeared on deck. One or two of the foreign-looking crew
who had drawn near the group, with a certain undue and irregular familiarity, now slunk away again. The
passenger was a shrewd, exact, rectangular-looking man, who had evidently never entirely succumbed to the
freedom of the sea either in his appearance or habits. He had not even his sea legs yet; and as the barque, with
the full swell of the Pacific now on her weath er bow, was plunging uncomfortably, he was fain to cling to the
stanchions. This did not, however, prevent him from noticing the change in her position, and captiously
resenting it. What have we turned round for? The passenger turned impatiently to the third mate. It was
understood that we were going into Mazatlan. The practical passenger had been observant enough of
sea-going rules to recognize that this reason was final, and that it w as equally futile to demand an interview
with the captain when that gentleman was not visibly on duty. He turned angrily to the cabin again. Come over
here, my boy, and say hail and farewell to the Mexican coastâ€”to the land of Montezuma and Pizarro. Come
here and see the mountain range from which Balboa feasted his eyes on the broad Pacific. As he leaned over
the railing, his white, close-fitting trousers and small patent-leather boots gave him a jaunty, half-military air,
which continued up to the second button of his black frock-coat, and then so utterly changed its character that
it was doubtful if a greater contrast could be conceived than that offered by the widely spread lapels of his
coat, his low turned-down collar, loosely knotted silk handkerchief, and the round, smooth-shaven, gentle,
pacific face above them. His straight long black hair, shining as if from recent immersion, was tucked
carefully behind his ears, and hung in a heavy, even, semicircular fringe around the back of his neck where his
tall hat usually rested, as if to leave his forehead meekly exposed to celestial criticism. When he had joined the
ship at Callao, his fellow-passengers, rashly trusting to the momentary suggestion of his legs on the
gang-plank, had pronounced him military; meeting him later at dinner, they had regarded the mild Methodistic
contour of his breast and shoulders above the table, and entertained the wild idea of a sking him to evoke a
blessing. To complete the confusion of his appearan ce, he was called "Senor" Perkins, for no other reason,
apparently, than his occasional, but masterful, use of the Spanish vernacular. Steadying himself by one of the
quarter stanchions, he waved his right hand oratorically towards the sinking coast. One of the finest countries
that ever came from the hand of the Creator; a land overflowing with milk and honey; containing, sir, in that
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one mountain range, the products of the three zonesâ€”and yet the abode of the oppressed and down-trodden;
the land of faction, superstition, tyranny, and political revolution. The new line of steamers is going to stop
there regularly. Open your mouth and try to take in the free breath of the glorious North Pacific. The captain is
a good fellow," continued Perkins, with gentle enthusiasm; "a good sailor and careful navig ator, and
exceedingly attentive to his passengers. I shall certainly prop ose getting up some testimonial for him. Senor
Perkins put up a small, well-kept hand deprecatingly. Some discretion must be left to the other officers. They
probably know his ideas and what is to be done better than we do. You business men trouble yourselves too
much about these things. You should take them more philosophically. For my part I always confide myself
trustingly to these people. I enter a ship or railroad car with perfect faith. He worries himself; he spends hours
and nights of vigil to look after me and carry me to my destination. Why should I worry myself, who can only
assist him by passive obedience? The next moment he had forgotten his philosophy, and his companion his
business. Both flew to the assistance of the fair intruder, who, albeit the least injured of the trio, clung
breathlessly to the bulwarks. I beg your pardon," said the young lady, reddening, with a naive mingling of
hilarity and embarrassment. The level rays of the rising sun striking the white crests of the lifted waves had
suffused the whole ocean with a pinkish opal color: It terminates in Cape St. I remember it on our map at
school. But you may have a chance to judge for yourself," he continued beamingly. Why should we spoil any
little surprise that our gallant captain may have in store for us? Accustomed as his two companions were to his
habitually extravagant speech, it did not at that moment seem inconsistent with the intoxicating morning air
and the exhilaration of sky and wave. A breath of awakening and resurrection moved over the face of the
waters; recreation and new-born life sparkled everywhere; the past night seemed forever buried in the vast and
exundating sea. The reefs had been shaken out, and every sail set to catch the steadier breeze of the day; and as
the quickening sun shone upon the dazzling canvas that seemed to envelop the m, they felt as if wrapped in the
purity of a baptismal robe. With a bound he was on the slanting deck, moving with the agility and adaptability
of youth, and approached the group. He was quite surprised to find Miss Keene there so early, and Mi ss
Keene was equally surprised at his appearance, notwithstanding the phenomenon had occurred with singular
regularity for the last three weeks. The two spectators of this gentle comedy received it as they had often
received it before, with a mixture of apparent astonishment and patronizing unconsciou sness, and, after a
decent interval, moved away together, leaving the young people alone. The hesitancy and awkwardness which
usually followed the first moments of their charming isolation were this morning more than usually prolonged.
Markham wanted to head a deputation to wait upon the captai n in his berth. Lucas, and give Mazatlan the
go-by. Are you tired of the ship? There was a moment of silence, and the voices of Senor Perkins and Mr.
Banks in political discussion on the other side of the deck came faintly. He had drawn closer to her, as if to
emphasize his speech. She cast a quick glance across the deck towards the two disputants, and drew herself
gently away. Without appearing to notice the significance of his speech, she continued gravely: When we had
that terrible storm after we left Callao, I thought it meant thatâ€”that we were all going down, and we should
never be heard of again. I remember that storm, Miss Keene. And I remember"â€”He stopped timidly. You
were saying, only last night, you hardly remembered him. What I meant is, that he will be very glad to know
that I have been so happy here, and he will like all those who have made me so. Miss Keene involuntarily
clutched the air with her little hand, that had been resting on the settee between them, and the young man
caught it in his own. Hurlstone, who smiles on no one?
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Brimmer, with her usual unanswerable naivete; "provided always that you are not joking, Mr. One never
knows when you are serious. Brimmer is quite right; we must all go. This is no mere formality," said Senor
Perkins, who had returned to the ladies. Markham and myself to act as your escort. But he had not appeared on
deck during the presence of their strange visitors; nor was he in the boat which half an hour later conveyed her
to the shore. He must have either gone in one of the other boats, or fulfilled his strange threat of remaining on
the ship. The boats pulled away together towards the invisible shore, piloted by Captain Bunker, the first
officer, and Senor Perkins in the foremost boat. It had grown warmer, and the fog that stole softly over them
touched their faces with the tenderness of caressing fingers. Miss Keene, wrapped up in the stern sheets of the
boat, gave way to the dreamy influence of this weird procession through the water, retaining only perception
enough to be conscious of the singular illusions of the mist that alternately thickened and lightened before
their bow. The dim twilight of the closing day lingered under this roof of fog, which seemed to hang scarcely a
hundred feet above them, and showed a wall or rampart of brown adobe on their right that extended nearly to
the water; to the left, at the distance of a few hundred yards, another low brown wall appeared; above it rose a
fringe of foliage, and, more distant and indistinct, two white towers, that were lost in the nebulous gray.
Presently a low opening or gateway appeared, followed by the challenge of a green-jacketed sentry, and the
sentence, "Dios y Libertad" It was repeated in the interior of a dusky courtyard, surrounded by a low corridor,
where a dozen green- jacketed men of aboriginal type and complexion, carrying antique flintlocks, were drawn
up as a guard of honor. But he places the Presidio at your disposition; you will be pleased to make its
acquaintance while it is still light; and he will await you in the guard-room. Everywhere a ruin that was
picturesque, a decay that was refined and gentle, a neglect that was graceful, met the eye; the sharp exterior
and reentering angles were softly rounded and obliterated by overgrowths of semitropical creepers; the abatis
was filled by a natural brake of scrub-oak and manzanita; the clematis flung its long scaling ladders over the
escarpment, until Nature, slowly but securely investing the doomed fortress, had lifted a victorious banner of
palm from the conquered summit of the citadel! Some strange convulsions of the earth had completed the
victory; the barbette guns of carved and antique bronze commemorating fruitless and long-forgotten triumphs
were dismounted; one turned in the cheeks of its carriage had a trunnion raised piteously in the air like an
amputated stump; another, sinking through its rotting chassis, had buried itself to its chase in the crumbling
adobe wall. But above and beyond this gentle chaos of defense stretched the real ramparts and escarpments of
Todos Santos--the impenetrable and unassailable fog! Corroding its brass and iron with saline breath, rotting
its wood with unending shadow, sapping its adobe walls with perpetual moisture, and nourishing the
obliterating vegetation with its quickening blood, as if laughing to scorn the puny embattlements of men--it
still bent around the crumbling ruins the tender grace of an invisible but all-encompassing arm. Senor Perkins,
who had acted as cicerone to the party, pointed out these various mutations with no change from his usual
optimism. Nevertheless, it affords some occupation and position for our kind friend, Don Miguel, and so
serves a beneficial purpose. This little gun," he continued, stopping to attentively examine a small but
beautifully carved bronze six-pounder, which showed indications of better care than the others, "seems to be
the saluting-gun Don Miguel spoke of. For the last fifty years it has spoken only the language of politeness
and courtesy, and yet through want of care the tampion, as you see, has become swollen and choked in its
mouth. Markham, "the habit of courtesy alone preserves the fluency of the heart. Brimmer, whose small
French slippers and silk stockings were beginning to show their inadequacy to a twilight ramble in the fog;
"but I am so slow, and I never catch the point. Do repeat it slowly. I suppose old Don Quixote will trot out
some of his Senoritas. I want to see those choir girls that sang so stunningly a while ago. Do tell me if you are,
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for this is really amusing. Brimmer continued naively to Senor Perkins,--"Of course, as Don Miguel is a
widower, there must be daughters or sisters-in-law who will meet us. Why, the priest, you know--even
he--must have nieces. Senor Perkins looked half embarrassed. Presently he turned to Mrs. The wives of the
officials and higher classes do not meet strangers on a first visit, unless they are well known. All, except
one--Miss Keene. Senor Perkins gazed at her thoughtfully; Brace, Crosby, and Winslow admiringly; her sister
passengers with doubt and apprehension. When he returned, his face was beaming. I am one of them. Call me
a citizen of the world, with a strong leniency towards young and struggling nationalities; a traveler, at home
anywhere; a delighted observer of all things, an admirer of brave men, the devoted slave of charming
women--and you have, in one word, a passenger of the good ship Excelsior. The approach of Don Miguel and
Padre Esteban with a small bevy of ladies, however, quickly changed her thoughts, and detached the Senor
from her side. Her first swift feminine impression of the fair strangers was that they were plain and dowdy, an
impression fully shared by the other lady passengers. But her second observation, that they were more gentle,
fascinating, child-like, and feminine than her own countrywomen, was purely her own. Their loose, undulating
figures, guiltless of stays; their extravagance of short, white, heavily flounced skirt, which looked like a
petticoat; their lightly wrapped, formless, and hooded shoulders and heads, lent a suggestion of dishabille that
Mrs. Brimmer at once resented. Crosby, the whole aided by occasional appeals to Senor Perkins. The darkness
increasing, the party reentered the courtyard, and, passing through the low-studded guard-room, entered
another corridor, which looked upon a second court, enclosed on three sides, the fourth opening upon a broad
plaza, evidently the public resort of the little town. Encompassing this open space, a few red-tiled roofs could
be faintly seen in the gathering gloom. Chocolate and thin spiced cakes were served in the veranda, pending
the preparations for a more formal banquet. Already Miss Keene had been singled out from her companions
for the special attentions of her hosts, male and female, to her embarrassment and confusion. Already Dona
Isabel, the sister of the Alcalde, had drawn her aside, and, with caressing frankness, had begun to question her
in broken English,-- "But Miss Keene is no name. The Dona Keene is of nothing. What are you, little one?
Why are your friends so polite to you? Why does every one love you so? Well," stammered Miss Keene, with
one of her rare, dazzling smiles, and her cheeks girlishly rosy with naive embarrassment, "I suppose they think
I am pretty. Ah, yes, you are! Supper was served in the inner room opening from the corridor lit by a few
swinging lanterns of polished horn and a dozen wax candles of sacerdotal size and suggestion. The apartment,
though spacious, was low and crypt-like, and was not relieved by the two deep oven- like hearths that warmed
it without the play of firelight. But when the company had assembled it was evident that the velvet jackets,
gold lace, silver buttons, and red sashes of the entertainers not only lost their tawdry and theatrical appearance
in the half decorous and thoughtful gloom, but actually seemed more in harmony with it than the modern
dresses of the guests. It was the Excelsior party who looked strange and bizarre in these surroundings; to the
sensitive fancy of Miss Keene, Mrs. Markham and Miss Chubb seemed dowdy and overdressed beside the
satin mantillas and black lace of the Senoritas. Nor were the gentlemen less outres: The crowning contrast was
reached by Captain Bunker, who, in accordance with the habits of the mercantile marine of that period when
in port, wore a shore-going suit of black broadcloth, with a tall hat, high shirt collar, and diamond pin. Seated
next to the Commander, it was no longer Don Miguel who looked old- fashioned, it was Captain Bunker who
appeared impossible. Nevertheless, as the meal progressed, lightened by a sweet native wine made from the
Mission grape, and stimulated by champagne--a present of Captain Bunker from the cabin lockers of the
Excelsior-- this contrast, and much of the restraint that it occasioned, seemed to melt away. The passengers
became talkative; the Commander and his friends unbent, and grew sympathetic and inquiring. The temptation
to recite the news of the last half century, and to recount the wonderful strides of civilization in that time, was
too great to be resisted by the Excelsior party. That some of them-- notwithstanding the caution of Senor
Perkins--approached dangerously near the subject of the late war between the United States and Mexico, of
which Todos Santos was supposed to be still ignorant, or that Crosby in particular seized upon this opportunity
for humorous exaggeration, may be readily imagined. Brimmer and Miss Keene, in French, any imminent
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danger to the harmony of the evening was averted. Don Ramon Ramirez, the Alcalde, a youngish man of
evident distinction, sat next to Miss Keene, and monopolized her conversation with a certain curiosity that was
both grave and childish in its frank trustfulness. Some of his questions were so simple and incompatible with
his apparent intelligence that she unconsciously lowered her voice in answering them, in dread of the ridicule
of her companions. She could not resist the impression, which repeatedly obtruded upon her imagination, that
the entire population of Todos Santos were a party of lost children, forgotten by their parents, and grown to
man and womanhood in utter ignorance of the world. He had been drinking freely, as usual; but he was bent
on indulging a loquacity which his discipline on shipboard had hitherto precluded, and which had, perhaps,
strengthened his solitary habit. His speech was voluble and incoherent, complimentary and tactless, kindly and
aggressive, courteous and dogmatic. It was left to Senor Perkins to translate it to the eye and ear of his host
without incongruity or offense. This he did so admirably as to elicit not only the applause of the foreigners
who did not understand English, but of his own countrymen who did not understand Spanish. My unhappy
translation cannot offer you that voice, at times trembling with generous emotion, and again inaudible from
excessive modesty in the presence of this illustrious assembly--those limbs that waver and bend under the
undulations of the chivalrous sentiment which carries him away as if he were still on that powerful element he
daily battles with and conquers. After an impassioned burst of enthusiasm towards his hosts in their own
tongue, he turned towards his own party with bland felicity. We find ourselves not in the port we were
seeking; not in the goal of our ambition, the haven of our hopes; but on the shores of the decaying past.
Brimmer will permit us to use the words of her accomplished fellow-townsman, H. Longfellow, of
Boston--we find ourselves borne not to the busy hum and clatter of modern progress, but to the soft cadences
of a dying crusade, and the hush of ecclesiastical repose. In place of the busy marts of commerce and the
towering chimneys of labor, we have the ruined embattlements of a warlike age, and the crumbling church of
an ancient Mission. Towards the close of an eventful voyage, during which we have been guided by the
skillful hand and watchful eye of that gallant navigator Captain Bunker, we have turned aside from our
onward course of progress to look back for a moment upon the faded footprints of those who have so long
preceded us, who have lived according to their lights, and whose record is now before us. As I have just stated,
our journey is near its end, and we may, in some sense, look upon this occasion, with its sumptuous
entertainment, and its goodly company of gallant men and fair women, as a parting banquet. Our voyage has
been a successful one. I do not now especially speak of the daring speculations of the distinguished husband of
a beautiful lady whose delightful society is known to us all--need I say I refer to Quincy Brimmer, Esq. I do
not refer especially to our keen-sighted business friend Mr. Banks" applause , "who, by buying up all the flour
in Callao, and shipping it to California, has virtually starved into submission the revolutionary party of
Ariquipa--I do not refer to these admirable illustrations of the relations of commerce and politics, for this, my
friends--this is history, and beyond my feeble praise. Let me rather speak of the social and literary triumphs of
our little community, of our floating Arcadia--may I say Olympus? Where shall we find another Minerva like
Mrs. Brimmer, worthy of the Jove-like Quincy Brimmer; another Queen of Love and Beauty
like--like"--continued the gallant Senor, with an effective oratorical pause, and a profound obeisance to Miss
Keene, "like one whose mantling maiden blushes forbid me to name? When we look back upon our concerts
and plays, our minstrel entertainments, with the incomparable performances of our friend Crosby as Brother
Bones; our recitations, to which the genius of Mrs. The poem is personal to myself," he continued, with a
slight increase of color in his smooth cheek which did not escape the attention of the ladies,--"purely as an
exigency of verse, and that the inspired authoress might more easily express herself to a friend. My
acquaintance with Mrs. Pardon this digression, my friends, but an allusion to the muse of poetry did not seem
to me to be inconsistent with our gathering here. Let me briefly conclude by saying that the occasion is a
happy and memorable one; I think I echo the sentiment of all present when I add that it is one which will not
be easily forgotten by either the grateful guests, whose feelings I have tried to express, or the chivalrous hosts,
whose kindness I have already so feebly translated. He mingled a moment with some of the other guests who
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had already withdrawn to the corridor, lit a cigar, and then passed through a narrow doorway on to the
ramparts. Here he strolled to some distance, as if in deep thought, until he reached a spot where the crumbling
wall and its fallen debris afforded an easy descent into the ditch. Following the ditch, he turned an angle, and
came upon the beach, and the low sound of oars in the invisible offing. A whistle brought the boat to his feet,
and without a word he stepped into the stern sheets. A few strokes of the oars showed him that the fog had
lifted slightly from the water, and a green light hanging from the side of the Excelsior could be plainly seen.
Chapter 7 : Read The Crusade Of The Excelsior Light Novel Online
CHAPTER II. ANOTHER PORTENT. The saloon of the Excelsior was spacious for the size of the vessel, andwas
furnished in a style superior to most passenger-ships of that calendrierdelascience.com sun was shining through the
sliding windows upon the fresh andneatly arranged breakfast-table, but the presence of the ominous"storm-racks," and
partitions for glass and china, and the abs.

Chapter 8 : - The Crusade of the Excelsior: Easyread Super Large 18pt Edition by Bret Harte
Multnomah County Library. Services. Navigate; Linked Data; Dashboard; Tools / Extras; Stats; Share. Social. Mail.
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Read "The Crusade of the Excelsior" by Bret Harte with Rakuten Kobo. calendrierdelascience.com thank you for your
continued support and wish to present you this new edition. It was the 4th of August,
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