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nice clean rooms and the best food they had 
had since leaving Madrid. After changing their 
crumpled and dusty clothes, (for one of the 
many miseries of diligence travelling is the dust,) 
they started off for the cathedrals, for there are 
two, one above the other. The one below is 
simple, massive, and what we cali Norman in 
character; the one above is the most florid and 
elabórate Gothic. The carving of the portal 
and of the whole facade of the west front is the 
m;>st gorgeous and beautiful thing which it is 
possible to conceive. One's breath is fairly 
taken away by the number and variety of the 
figures. Inside, its principal features are the 
height of the arches and the beautiful open 
pierced work of the galleries which run round 
the cathedral. The rest has a new, white, cold 
look, which did not please eyes accustomed to 
the solemn sober aisles of Seville. In the sac
risty are some curious pictures and relies; 
among others, ' E l Crucifijo de las Batallas,' a 
small Byzantine bronze crucifix which the Cid 
always carried before him in battle, and some 
very interesting letters of St. Theresa's. 

Nearly opposite the cathedral is the far-famed 
University, of which the magnincent facade is 
alone worth a journey to Salamanca to see. 
It is in the richest period of Ferdinand and Isa-
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bella, whose badges are worked into the ara-
besque lace-like scrolls, together with the in-
scription in Greek : ' The fear of the Lord is the 
beginning of wisdom.' Equally elabórate is the 
carving of the facade of San Esteban, in a 
' plaza' a little below the cathedral. The beau
tiful creamy color of the stone adds immensely 
to the effect of all this work. But the French 
destroyed and desecrated every religious build
ing in Salamanca: only ruined cloisters, bare 
refectories, and mutilated doorways remain ío 
testify to past beauties. 

From the cathedral our travellers went up the 
steep hill to the Irish College, having a letter 
from the English minister at Madrid to the prin
cipal ; but he was ill and unable to see them. 
His students, however, received them with 
hearty expressions of welcome, and offered to be 
their cicerones during their stay in Salamanca. 
It was so curious to hear a very decided Irish 
brogue in the ' patio' of a Spanish convent. 
But their numbers are few; and the University 
itself has dwindled down to 400 or 500 students 
insteac. of the 17,000 talked of in the sixteenth 
century. Cardinal Ximenes was once tutor in 
a college here; and Cervantes lived for a long 
time in a house still pointed out as his in the 
Calle de los Moros. The palaces in Salamanca 
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are vety beautiful, especially the Casa de las 
Conchas, so called from the pectén shells pro-
jecting out of each stone; the Casa de las Sa
linas, with its overhanging roof and gallery and 
richly c namented windows; and the Palacio 
del Conde de Monterey, with its turrets and an 
upper gallery of arcaded windows, which look 
like the rich lace fringe of the solid building 
below. After lionizing the whole morning, one 
of the party went to cali on the bishop, a man 
universally esteemed and beloved in Salamanca, 
who received his visitor with fatherly kindness, 
and at once volunteered to walk with her and 
show her the different conventual establish-
ments, which she had obtained Papa! permis- • 
sion to see. The lady soon found, however, 
that walking with the bishop, though a great 
honor, was a matter of some difficulty. No 
sooner did his broad green-tasselled hat and 
emerald cross appear at the córner of any street, 
than every human being, oíd and young, rich 
and poor, gentle and simple, rushed out of their 
houses, or across the road, to kneel and kiss his 
hand and receive hi-s apostolical benediction, 
their faces all the while beaming with a pleasurc 
which it did one's heart good to see. He first 
took her to the great Jesuit college, opposite 
the Casa de las Conchas, which contains up 
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wards of 800 students. It is a magnificent 
building, with a cloistered gallery rurining round 
the roof, from whence the view over the whole 
country is beautiful. The church is a fine 
specimen of churriqueresque work, with some 
pretty side chapéis, and several valuable pictures 
and relies. From thence they went to the con
vent and church of the Augustinians. The 
latter contains some very fine pictures by Ri
bera—that great artist so little known out of 
Spain—especially a ' Conception ' over the high 
altar. This church is exceedingly rich in mar-
bles and monuments, and in the Florentine 
' pietra dura' pulpit, St. Vincent Ferrer preach-
ed. Traversing the public gardens, now full of 
flowers, from every córner of which the little 
children ran forward to obtain the smile and 
loving word of the good bishop, they carne to 
the discalced Carmelite convent, which is a little 
outside the town, and where great joy at his 
visit was shown by the nuns. This house, like 
all the rest, was founded by the saint in great 
poverty and difficulties. In her ' Life ' there is 
an amusing descriptíon of her arrival on the 
Vigi l of A l l Saints, 1570, and finding the house 
full of students, who were with difficulty ejected; 
the alarm of one of the nuns lest any stray ones 
should be concealed in the garrets; and their 
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sleepiag on straw, having found no sort of fur-
niture or beds. Even later, when a chapel had 
been built and dedicated to St. Joseph, St. 
Theresa found that the rain carne in on every 
side, and threatened to put a stop to the con-
secration: but the storm passed away at the 
prayers of the saint. She wrote at that time, 
' In none of the convents which our Lord 
allowed us to found have the nuns undergone 
greater hardships than in this one.' But their 
faith and patience triumphed over all. ' Ann of 
the Incarnation ' was the first prioress of this 
house, and ' Anne of Jesús,' first mistress of 
novices. These two ladies were cousins of St. 
Theresa, and among the first to adopt her re-
form. Their portraits are in the parlor of this 
convent, and ' Anne of Jesús ' has the sweetest 
and most saint-like face that can be imasrined. 

O 

The rest of the house, in its arrangements, dis
cipline, and -hermitages, is the same as all the 
others, and the nuns have equally preserved her 
letters, and those of St. John of the Cross, and 
of several of the religious of the first foundation. 

The English visitar confided to the bishop 
her great wish to visit Alva, the cioister 
above all to one interested in the life of St. 
Theresa, as there she died, and there the body 
of the saint rests. But Alva is twelve miles 
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from Salamanca, and neither carriage ñor 
horses could be procured for the expedition. 
The bishop directly solved the difficulty by 
offering her his episcopal coach and mules, 
which, after some hesitation and reluctance, she 
ventured at last to accept. The next morning, 
therefore, after earlymass at the beautiful Jesuit 
church, the two ladies started in solemn state 
for Alva, the only sad thing being the disap-
pointment which their presence created in the 
villages, where the people, when they saw the 
episcopal equipage, rushed out of their houses 
to get the bishop's blessing, and saw instead 
nothing but two stupid women ! The vicar-
general kindly accompanied them, the bishop 
being detained in Salamanca by the procession 
on St. Mark's day. They passed by Arapiles, 
the scene of Wellington's great battle, (called of 
Salamanca,) in which he utterly defeated Mar-
mont, and by which Madrid and Andalusia 
were saved. Nothing but two low hills, one fíat, 
the other conical, marks the spot immortalized 
by this great victory. Alva is on the Tormes, 
and is approached through a fine natural ilex 
wood, and over a picturesque Román bridge. 
Above the town towers the palace fortress of 
the dukes of Alva, now in ruins. But the 
episcopal mules, whose slow and stately pace 
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,ad been the despair of our travellers ever since 
they left Salamanca, went straight to the Car-
inélite convent, which was evidently their usual 
destination. Here the curé, a kind and benevo-
lent oíd man, met them, and, together with 
the vicar-general, desired to speak with the 
superior. This lady, evidently wearied with the 
number of pilgrims to the shrine of the saint, 
demurred greatly at the notion of admitting 
the strangers, and it required all the eloquence 
of the two priests, backed by the authority of 
the bishop and nunzio, and above all by the 
Papal rescript, to obtain permission to enter the 
' clausura.' 

About two months after the foundation of 
Salamanca, St. Theresa was invited by Francis 
Velasquez, treasurer to the Duke of Alva, and 
Teresa de Layz his wife, to found a house at 
Alva. These two people had long been pray-
ing in vain for children, when one night, in a 
dream, they saw a house, in the courtyard of 
which was a well and a corridor, and near it a 
green meadow full of beautiful flowers. By the 
well stood a saint-like man, who, pointing to the 
flowers, seemed to say to them, ' These are far 
holier children than those for whom you are 
longing.' A short time afterwards they removed 
to Alva, and when they carne to take possession 
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of the house which had been prepared for them, 
their astonishment was great at recognizing the 
very place they had seen in their dream. There 
was the court, the well, the corridor, everything, 
except the saint! Perceiving the hand of God 
in this matter, both Velasquez and his wife de-
termined to convert the house into a convent, 
and asked St. Theresa to accept the foundation. 
In accordance with their wish, St. Theresa open-
ed the house on the Feast of the Conversión of 
St. Paul, under the title of the ' Incarnation.' 

The visitors were taken first into her original 
cell, and thence to the room in which shedied: 
the stones on which she sat, the bed on which 
she was laid, all remain untouched. It was 
on the 3d of October, 1653, that, feeling her 
strength almost entirely spent, she took leave of 
her religious, and asked to receive the Holy 
Viaticum. When it.carne, though previously un-
able to move, she sprangup, and the love of her 
full heart burst forth in the words: ' O Lord! 
the hour is come which I have looked for these 
long, iong years. It is time, my Lord, that I 
should depart henee. Let Thy most holy will 
be done. The end of my weary exile is come 
at last, and my soul rejoices in Thee, whom it 
has desired so ardently and so long.' She re-
peated over and over again, 1 After all, O Lord! 
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I am a child of the Church! a thought which 
seemed to fill her with unspeakable joy. Then 
she said the Miserere, especially the verse, 'Cor 
contritum et humiliatum Deus non despiciet,' 
which she continued repeating as long as she 
had the power of speech. She was asked where 
she would wish to be buried. She answered 
quickly, ' Ought I to have a will of my own ?' 
and then added with touching humility, ' Wi l l 
they not give me a little córner of earth here ? ' 
Mother Ann of St. Bartholomew never left her 
during the last days of her life, and the saint 
died with her head resting on her arm. A pie-
ture representing her death hangs in this room, 
as also one of the visión in which our Lord and 
His angels appeared at the moment of her death 
at the foot of her bed to escort the puré spirit up 
to heaven. There is also a picture of her body 
as it appeared after death, in her religious habit, 
uver which had been thrown a cloth of gold, 
exactly as she had seen in a dream forty-eight 
years before! The face had recovered the youth 
and beauty of girlhood, and the complexión had 
become white as alabaster. The body was pla
ced in a very deep grave, by desire of the found-
ress, who feared that it might one day be remov
ed. Nine months after it was taken up, and 
found îs perfect and beautiful as the day of the 
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burial. It was then conveyed to St. Joseph's 
convent at Avila, where, having been judicially 
examined, it was, by order of Pope Sixtus V., 
brought back to Alva, where it rests now over 
the high altar in a magnificent silver shrine. To 
this sanctuary our visitors were now led, through 
the choir, which contains likewise her heart in 
a crystal case, and a multitude of relies, pictures, 
and crucifixes, including the heads of St. Félix 
and St. Justus, brought from Rome, a quantity 
of the saint's letters and of Padre Garcia's, and 
a picture of St. John of the Cross, with the ques-
tion of our Lord and his answer inscribed on 
the base: 

John, what recompense dost thou ask for thy labor ? 
No other than to suffer and be condemned for Thy love, O 

Lord ! 

There are twenty-five religious in this house, 
which is one of the most interesting that can be 
seen in Spain. In the church are the bodi is of 
Velasquez and his wife, the founders of the 
house, and of John de Ovalla and Doña Juana 
de Alhumada, the saint's favorite sister, whose 
monuments, with their child at their feet, are 
placed in a side transept. After spending the 
whole morning in this holy house, the two ladies 
went on to the curé's, who had k-indly prepared 
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an excellent dinner for them, and received them 
in his little presbytery with the frank and gentle 
courtesy which is so characteristic of the Span
iards : oniy his hospitality was almost overwhelm-
ing; his guests found it impossible to eat and 
drink all the good things which his generous 
heart had coilected together in their honor! 
The evening saw them once more at Salamanca, 
in the palace of the kind bishop to whom they 
cwed their deeply interesting Alva visit. He 
took leave of them with fatherly tenderness, and 
at parting gave one of the ladies a large and very 
admirable photograph of himself, which she had 
much desired, but scarcely dar'ed ask for. 

The peasants at Salamanca adhere to their 
oíd national costume—the men with enormous 
hats, the women, in addition to the bright yellow 
petticoats, with a kind of scarf or striped blan-
ket, red, white, and black, which they throw over 
their shoulders, or, if wet and cold, over the 
head: this scarf seemed universal in the district. 
The men had scarlet burnous, with heavy tas-
selled fringes thrown picturesquely over one 
;¡houlder, as at Valencia. 



C H A P T E R X I I . 

Z A M O R A A N D V A L L A D O L I D . 

AT seven the next morning our travellers 
bade adieu to Salamanca, and went on by 

dilisrence to Zamora. The road is flat and un-
interestino- till vou come to Corrales, where, to 
the left, in a sheltered valley, is Valparaíso, the 
once fine convent in which St. Ferdinand, that 
best of Spanish kings, was born. From the 
hermitage, called E l Cristo de Morales, Zamora 
appears with its battlemented walls, fine cathe
dral, and picturesque oíd bridge with circular 
cowers, which spans the Douro. The water of 
this river is said to be as nutritious as chicken-
broth, ' Agua de Duero, caldo de pollos;' so 
runs the proverb. The peasants here use those 
dreadful carts (as in Portugal) with solid wheels 
—mere circles of wood without spokes or axles 
which make the most abominable creaking noise 
that can be imagined; but their drivers never 
seem to find it out. 
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Our travellers were taken to a little ' posada' 
in the principal square, opposite a kind of Hotel 
de Ville, with a beautiful Venetian facade, exqui
site windows, and carved portáis. The mistress 
of the house showed them into a room out of 
which was the universal box-bedstead recess; 
but they found it evidently occupied. Its owner, 
the colonel of the detachment of troops quarter-
ed there, carne in a few minutes afterwards, and 
the ladies apologized for their unintentional in
trusión, but were assured that he was delighted 
to place his apartment at their service, and in 
fact that there was no other. Presently a meal 
of some sort was announced to them, and our 
travellers no longer wondered at the colonel's 
choice of quarters. The uninviting dish of 
' garbanzos' was brought up by a girl whose 
beauty will ever remain as an ideal in their 
minds. A perfectly oval face, the most tender, 
lustrous eyes, a beautiful mouth, hair rolled 
above the delicately formed ear, behind which 
was stuck a bright pomegranate blossom—she 
would have made her fortune in six months 
as a model to a painter! and her shy, retiring, 
modest manner added to the wonderful charm 
of her appearance. At Cádiz, at Seville, and still 
more in the outlying villages, beauty of thistype 
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had been met with by our party, but never in 
such perfection. 

The train for Medina del Campo not starting 
for four or five hours, they resolved to employ 
their time in exploring the curiosities of the 
town, and first went to the cathedral, which has 
a curious tower, fine Saxon arches and cloisters. 
The inside has been modernized, but contains 
some beautiful wood-carving in the choir and on 
the bishop's throne, and some very fine monu
ments. But the glory of Zamora is the Templar 
Church of Sta. Magdalena. The deeply-recess-
ed entrance, with its remarkable circular arches 
enriched with Norman and Moorish patterns, 
the rose-windows, and the high altar, with its 
round arch and billet mouldings, are really 
unique in their beauty. The ' Alameda,' or 
public walk, begins opposite this church, the 
space in the centre being filled with roses, at 
that time in full blossom. From thence there 
isa picturesque view of the oíd walls and of the 
prison of the Cid, with the open cloister and 
gallery of the bishop's palace, and the rich and 
cultivated valley below. The hour for the de-
parture of the train having now arrived, our tra
vellers went down the hill to the station, their 
bags being carried for them by the beautiful girl 
who had so charmed them before, and who, re-
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tiising all rernuneration, shyly kissed the eider 
lady's hand and vanished. Here was enacted 
one of those scenes from real life which are often 
so much more touching than the most exciting 
romance. A young bride was starting with her 
husband, and grouped round the rail way carriage 
were all her friends and oíd servants, to wish 
her good-by. One of the latter was her nurse, 
and the despair of the poor woman was piteous 
to see. Dressed in her beautiful peasant's holi-
day costume, with strings of pearls on her white 
bodice, but her face swollen and disfigured by 
weeping, she clung to her young mistress with 
a tenacity which was both painful and touching. 
The tie between masters and servants in Spain 
is very cióse and very sacred. No one dreams 
of ordering their man or maid to do anything; 
whatever is wanted must be asked for with a 
deference and courtesy which they consider their 
due, and which is invariably accorded. The 
servants consider themselves entirely as part of 
the family into which they enter, and identify 
their interests, their sorrows, and their joys 
with those of their employers. 

Our travellers arrived at Medina del Campo 
too late to stop and visit the Carmelite convent 
there ; but were obliged to push on to Vallado-
lid, which they reached at eleven o'clock at 
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uight, very tired, but charmed with their expe-
dition. 

Valladolid, once the capital of Spain, the birth-
place of Philip II., and which witnessed likewise 
the death of Columbus, has been entirely ruined 
by the French, who sacked or destroyed every
thing in it which was most interesting either in 
religión or art. It is now being rebuilt in a stiff, 
commonplace way, and boulevards planted, as 
in a third-rate French town. There is a great 
museum of pictures, to which some of the party 
went, and reported them, with very few excep-
tions, as execrable. The cathedral was built by 
Herrera, the architect of the Escurial, but was 
never finished. It is cold and uninteresting to 
the last degree, the only beautiful thing remain-
ing in it being the silver custodia. 

The church of the Dominicans, called San 
Pablo, was once a marvel of beauty and art; but 
nothing now remains save the exquisite facade. 
The fiat went forth from the Emperor Bona-
parte: ' Sa Majesté a ordonné la suppression 
du couvent des Dominicains, dans lequel un 
Francais a été tué.' ' His majesty has ordered 
the suppression of the Dominican convent, 
in which a Frenchman was killed.' The same 
fate awaited the neighboring college of San 
Gregorio, containing the wonderful ' retablo' of 



Valladolid. 2 6 1 

Juan de Juni: the beautiful double cloisters 
alone remain. One of the most interesting 
things in Valladolid, rarely visited by travellers, 
is the house of the two famous sculptors Juni 
and Hernández, at the córner of the Calle de 
San Luis. Juni was an Italian, of the school of 
Michael Angelo, and equally daring and grand 
in his conceptions. Hernández, who succeeded 
him both in his fame and in his studio, was the 
Murillo of Castilian sculpture. Like Angélico 
da Fiesole, he never began any work without 
prayer, and his whole creations breathe that same 
spirit of love and holiness which made an Eng-
lishman exclaim, on leaving Overbeck's studio 
one day in Rome : ' I feel as if I had been all 
the time in church.' 

His prívate life was that of a brother of char-
ity, and his ñame was a household word for all 
that was ' lovely and of good report.' Yet few 
care to go and see the little room which witness-
ed for twenty-three years that hidden life of piety 
and genius. The people in the house at present 
seemed utterly ignorant of the whole matter; 
the window of his studio is blocked up; and 
his works are every day disappearing through 
the bad taste and indifference of his degenerad 
countrymen. Another interesting prívate house 
in Valladolid is the ' Casa del Sol,' now a bar-
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rack, once the residence of Gondomar, ambassa 
dor of Philip IV. to our James I., whose library 
was one of the most valuable in Spain. It contain-
ed a very curious collection of English literature 
of the time of Shakspeare. The whole was sold 
to Charles IV. ; but as his Majesty did not pay, 
some 1,600 volumes were kept back and left to 
the tender mercies of the carpenter or bricklayer 
who had charge of the house ; and so these 
priceless treasures were finally sold for waste-
paper and disappeared. Those seen by our 
travellers in the Queen's Library at Madrid 
formed only a small portion of his secret cor-
respondence during his embassy in England. 
There are ten volumes there, and some others 
in the hands of the great antiquary, Señor Gay-
angos ; but as yet no authentic translation or 
account of their contents has reached this coun
try, which is very much to be regretted. 

The next visit of our travellers was to the 
bishop, whose palace contains a handsome stair
case, cloistered' patio,' and beautiful garden. He 
showed his guests, among other things, a very 
fine Murillo of the Crucifixión, and a beautifu, 
' retablo ' by Pinturicchio, which he is having 
restored for his prívate chapel. His secretary 
volunteered to accompany one of the ladies to 
the Carmelite convent, while the rest continued 
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their wanderings over the town. Entering into 
the parlor, while the superior was examining 
the permission to enter her ' clausura,' the lady's 
eyes fell on this quatrain over the door: 

Hermano, una de dos: 
Ó no entrar, ó hablar de Dios. 

Que en la casa de Teresa 
Esta ciencia se profesa. * 

The original convent given by Bernardin of 
Mendoza, brother of the Bishop of Avila, was 
in an unhealthy situation near a river; so that 
St. Theresa removed her nuns to the house 
where they now are, and which was purchased 
for them by his sister. It bears the title of' Our 
Lady of Mount Carmel.' Mary of Ocampo (in 
religión called Maria de S. Juan Bautista) was 
the first prioress here, and trained her sisters to 
such perfection that St. Theresa spoke of the 
house as ' the most admirable of all her founda-
tions.' It became the home of a perfect galaxy 
of saints, ladies of the highest rank and fortune 
devoting their lives to God in spite of all human 
difficulties and oppositions. The secret of their 
perfection is disclosed in the reply of one of 
them to a person who was marvelling at her 

* Brother, choose between t'.icse two : Either enter not, or 
speak of God. This is the science proíessed in Theresa's house. 
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undisturbed tranquillity in the midst of severe 
triáis and sufferings: ' The valué of whatever 
we do and bear, however small it may be, for the 
love of God, is inestimable. We should not so 
much as turn our eyes, except to please Him.' 
This sanctity and singleness of purpose have 
descended like a precious heritage to the sisters 
now in the house. It was impossible not to be 
struck with the expression of their countenances. 
They have the usual mementos of the saint: 
her letters, her clothes, her hair shirt, etc., and 
the MS. of her ' Camin de Perfección.' In the 
garden are hermitages, as at A v i l a : over the 
door of one is the inscription : 1 A t Carmel and 
at the Judgment Day, God only and I.' Philip 
II. decorated one of these little oratories, and 
placed in it an altar of ' azulejo ' work. They 
have also some very interesting pictures, por-
traits, crucifixes, and relies. 

The great trade of Valladolid is in silver-
smith's work. With the discovery of the New 
World a vast quantity of silver and gold poured 
into Spain; and this was wrought into beau
tiful forms and patterns by Antonio and Juan 
d'Arphe, Germans by origin and birth, but who 
settled at Valladolid, and executed almost all 
the beautiful cinquecento work which our tra
vellers had seen in the different ecclesiastical 
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treasuries of Spain. Juan became Master of 
the Mint at Segovia, and published his designs 
for church píate, which have been generallv 
adopted. Now great artists and a taste for art 
seem to be equally extinct. But there is still 
a large manufacture of crosses, reliquaries, and 
the like in Valladolid, which are much sought 
after in other parts of Spain, like the silver 
buttons of Cordova and Granada. 

It must be confessed, however, that Valladolid 
was a disappointment to our travellers; partly, 
perhaps, because they had been spoiled by the 
gorgeous beauty and antiquity of the south, but 
also because the hand of the spoiler has really 
left nothing but shells of buildings to testify to 
the bygone glories of the ancient capital. 

Without much regret, therefore, our travellers 
went on the next day to Burgos, where many 
things were yet unvisited by them. They ar-
rived late at night, and the next morning found 
one of the party very early in the streets, en-
quiring the way to the 'Iglesia Mayor.' She 
was directed to a church a long way off in the 
heart of the town, which turned out to be the 
very beautiful oíd Benedictine Church of San 
Juan, instead of the cathedral of which she was 
in search. It was, however, well worth a visit 
and contains some very fine tombs of the T O J 

265 
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quemada family. Service over, the lady wishod 
to retrace her steps, but then suddenly reccl-
lected that they had come to a new hotel the 
night before, of which she knew neither the 
ñame ñor the address. The different turns she 
had taken in going to the church had complete-
ly bewildered her small notions of geography, 
and she could not ask her way, being in the 
absurd position of not knowing what place to 
ask for! In despair at last, after having wan-
dered half over the town, she addressed herself 
to a peasant woman sitting in a córner of one 
of the streets, whose son was holding in his 
arms one of those black and white lambs which 
always bring to one's mind Murillo's picture of 
St. John the Baptist. With the most ready and 
gentle courtesy, the woman left her basket with 
a neighbor, and undertook to guide the stranger 
to the two or three principal hotels in the place 
till they should find the right one—and this 
was only a fresh proof, if one had been needed, 
of the universal kindness which characterizes 
the people. 

Later in the day, our travellers returned to the 
glorious cathedral, for which even their Toledo 
and Seville experiences had not spoilt then.; 
and then went up the steps to the Church -f 
San Nicolás, which is on a steep ledge above, 
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and contains the most wonderfully carved ' re
tablo ' of every event in the life of the saint. It 
was the finest and most delicate work of the 
«ort which they had seen in Spain. There were 
also some interesting alabaster monuments in 
a side chapel. From thence, ascending still 
higher, they carne to San Esteban, the oldest 
church in Burgos, but which had been terribly 
knocked about during the siege. A beautiful 
doorway and rose-window, an infernal gallery 
and pulpit, and a fine oíd picture of the Last 
Supper in the sacristy, are all that remain of its 
ancient splendor. The priest, seeing strangers 
in the church, good-naturedly carne forward and 
invited them to come into the cloisters, from 
whence the view over Burgos is very beautiful. 

Descending the hill, they went to see several 
of the oíd houses in Burgos : among others La 
Casa del Cordón, the house of the constable, so 
called from the rope over the portal, and the 
Casa de Miranda, with its beautiful fluted pil-
lars and ' patio.' But one thing was still un-
visited, and that was the Carmelite convent, the 
last of St. Theresa's foundations, and one ac-
complished in spite of contradictions and diffi
culties of all kinds. It was on the 2 ó t h of 
January, and therefore in the depth of winter, 
with deep snow on the ground, and the floods 
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out in every direction, that the saint, though 
already in failing health and strength, undertook 
this work. She and her eight nuns were nearly 
drowned in passing what is called ' The Bridges,' 
near Burgos, the water having covered all the 
tracks, so that the wagons were perpetually 
sinking in the mire. In order to comfort her 
companions, St. Theresa showed no fear, but 
cheerfully exclaimed : ' Courage, my sisters ! 
What greater happiness can you wish than, if 
need be, here to become martyrs for the love of 
our Lord ? Suffering, through obedience, is a 
great and beautiful thing.' They arrived safely 
at the house of a devout widow lady, Catharine 
de Tolosa, who had purchased a building for 
their convent, and had already given up two of 
her daughters to be nuns under the saint's 
direction. Before their arrival they had ob-
tained the consent both of the city and of the 
archbishop; but, to their dismay, found that the 
primate had changed his mind, and was now 
very much opposed to the new foundation, 
positively refusing permission for mass to be 
said in the house where they were. After weeks 
of vexatious delays, on the Vigil of St. Joseph 
the archbishop granted the Tícense. But now a 
fresh peril awaited them. The river rose and 
raged with such violence against the convent 
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that it threatened its total destiuction. It 
flooded the lower stories, so that thev were 
obliged to remove everything up to the garrets, 
and they nearly died of hunger, no one being 
able to approach the house, and their stores 
being all buried beneath the waters. St. 
Theresa was very ill at the time, and said to 
Ann of St. Bartholomew : ' My child, I am faint-
ing: see if you ean find me a mouthful of 
bread.' One of the novices waded waist-deep 
into the water, and got her a loaf. A t last two 
men swam to the house, and, diving under the 
water, broke open the doors to let it out of the 
rooms. The quantity of stones and rubbish 
left behind filled eight carts. 

Such were the obstacles thrown in the way of 
this Burgos foundation ; but our saint's courage 
did not fail her, and the house remains to this 
day a monument of her loving faith in our 
Lord's promises. Speaking of the privations 
they had endured, she could still exclaim : O 
my God! how little do fine buildings and exte
rior delights contribute to interior joy!' 

The nuns received their unexpected visitor 
with immense kindness, and showed her every
thing in their house, inviting her to diñe with 
them, and making a special ' tortilla'(omelette) 
in her honor. They have some of the saint's 
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letters, written in 1582, only one month before 
her death, and showed the stranger both these 
and the saint's cell, cha ;' dress, and writing 
materials, all of which have been preserved by 
them with the most filial veneration. After-
.vards they took her into the choir, and sang 
while she played the harmonium for them, and 
a beautiful Benediction service concluded this 
her last visit to the Carmelite convents of Spain. 
If it be objected by some of our readers that too 
much stress has been laid upon the life of St. 
Theresa in a simple book of travels, the writer 
must give as the reason not only that one of the 
objects of her Spanish tour was an inspection 
of these convents, but that without understand-
ing some thing of the history and inner life of 
one whr has had so great an influence over the 
minds of her countrymen, it is almost impossible 
rightly to enter into the spirit of the people. 
She is a type of a character peculiar to Spain, 
and which could scarcely have existed in any 
other country; but its wonderful combination of 
spirituality and common sense makes her ex-
ample the more invaluable to the age in which 
we live. 

And now the sad day had come when our 
travellers' holiday was over, and they were com-
pelled to leave Spain. Sorrowfully, for the last 
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time, they drove under the massive oíd gate-way 
of Burgos, with its turrets and statues, which has 
witnessed so many changes; and over the rapid 
river Arlanzon, which skirts its walls. A couple 
of days' travel found them once more at the 
clean little inn of Bayonne, striving to recon-
cile themselves to the uniform French houses, 
French tcngue, French climate, and French toi
lette, contrasting so painfully with their expe-
riences of the last four months. They rested 
there a day, revisiting the cathedral, which, poor 
though it looked to their Spanish eyes, has been 
very prettily restored in the last few years: and 
then went for a short time to see the French 
Sisters of Charity at the great hospital established 
by Mother Dévos. Some of her oíd sister-com-
panions are still laboring there, and they saw 
her room, her bed, her place in the chapel, and 
the good Sceur Madeleine mentioned in her life, 
who had worked with her so indefatigably for 
ten years, and will labor on till God calis hei 
to share the rest of her much-loved superior 
Taking a little carriage in the afternoon, the> 
drove over to Biarritz, that bright little watering. 
place, with its picturesque rocks jutting out into 
the sea, which roars under its tiny caverns, its 
nice smooth sands, and its white image of the 
'Star of the Sea' standing on the extreme 
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point of the little pier. Though it was not a 
regula' show-day, the presentation of their cards 
obtained admission for our travellers to the 
emperor's palace, which is like an ordinary 
private gentleman's house, very simple and very 
comfortable. The empress's bed-room, fitted 
up with gay linen chintz, contains but two lit
tle pictures, one of the Blessed Virgin, the 
other of St. Vincent de Paul, which hangs over 
her bed. The gardens slope down to the sea, 
and she has just built in the grounds a beauti
ful little chapel, thoroughly Spanish in its deco-
rations, with Moorish colored roof and ' azulejo' 
walls, and the choir or tiny apse beautifully 
painted, the subject being the Blessed Virgin, 
surrounded by angels, with a background of 
' white lilies and vermilion roses.' This was 
our travellers' last reminiscence of Spain—a 
country which they left with the greatest regret, 
and with the earnest hope of revisiting it before 
the so-called march of civilization has utterly 
destroyed all that is beautiful, simple, and 
chíiaeteristic of this noble people. 












