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THE LEGEND OF PADRE }JUSK.

In the beauuful city i Monterey, close beside the old
Franciscan convent, there standsa siogle stately palm, larger
and more periest «a s growth than any other paim that you
will find 10 all the country {or miles around. It grows upon
an odd corner of waste land—that very Likely was the con.
vent garden a conple of hundred years ago—and behind it,
acruss the brozd sweep of the tree-clad vailey, the blue
Sicrrs rases us gagped crest agasnst the biues aky.

Iostinctieely you know, as you look at this beautiful palm
—mith ity waviog, feathery branches reared high toward
heaven, and s ccf-scl ooty diaming stscogth frum the

ground that the fathers loog ago made holy by their
prayers—that 2t a story of some surt to teli; tha, a
meaning attaches to ats presence beside the convent wall;
that it came there, back in the misty past, by oo mere idle
chance, Bat among the gentle folk of Monterey, you wll
ask in vain for this solitary palm’s slo:i. Culture and re-
finement somehow are at war with the sweet traditions
which modestly, along quiet ways, come down to us from
tumes of old. And 2o, if you wounld know the story you
must seek 1t amopg the humble dwellers 1n the town . the
cargadores, who carry heavy loads of other people’s goods
cpon thewr shoulders ; the seremos, twho watch over the
safety of the citg o the sull, dark bours of the night ; the
lenadores, who bnng 1 wood, loaded upon yet mote patiznt
Surro,, from the mountains aear at hand, oz other of the clul-
drea of il . for all of these, knowng not of books, and busy-
ing themselves not with the serious theughts and concerns
which vex he souls of theu vetters, aic iearned an logeadary
loze. la these simple, tinsdul munds, Jluminaung them
with a light that bnghtens the daik places of weary lives,
the old storics live on through the cenlanes; passing from
1ip to heart, from heart to hp, and 30 to heart sgaip, yet
graog always a more melluw beaaty with the pasaing years,
Therefore, it must be among the lowly folk of Monterey
that.you search for the storyof the state {palm ; andif your
search be well sped, you will here told, in the gracions
Spamsh of Mexico—which s ncher and sofier, even than is
the nich, soft Spanish of Spain—this legend of the Padre
osc.
I Padre Jose was not bred to the Church from his youth.
He was the son of the \ soldier Lon Liego de V. ,
and his profesmion was that of his tather . the sword, WE:n
Don Diego was ordered ap into the rebellious northern
country—back in the year 1692 this was, before the father
of the oldest man now living was born—Don José went also,
Aund this althorgh the day was named for the wedding, angd
the Dooa Anz de Opate, most beaaufnl of ail the maidens
in the realm of New Slg:un. was watiog to be hisbride, As
all the world knows, there was hard fighting during that
a:gaigu. For a dozen years the revolted Pucblos had
stood out zganst ther Spacish masters, and even Don
Liego, with all his gallantry, and wath ail hus soldierly skall,
could not in a moment conquer them, There were battles
2t Santa Cruz de la Canada, at San Yldefonso, at Taos;
cven ander the very walls of Sznta Fe, But the campaiga
ended, and Don Liego drew hus torces sonthward agan for
rest while the wnter tasted, and yet the Spaniasds were not
conquerers. It wasabout the blessed Chnstmas season—the
nocke urna—that the sad news came to the Dona Az, 1in
the aty ot Mexico, tbat 1 uns of these tatucs her sover had
been sl And so, no joyluiness being ieft 1n hife, she
eatered the stera order of the Capuchinss. Passing 1nto
and so beyond the grave—as was that order’s woat—she to
the world was dead.

Thrungh that new year, and thruagh a t gart of the
sext, oo Diegy bauled with the Pucblos, and firally,
having subdoed them, he came gallantly home; and, =
strange thing * with him came Don Jose, alive and welll
Betcg taken prisoner m the fight od he smesa before San
Yidefonso, he had been camed off 1ato the mountains of the
Sangre de Cristo and tbere held for near two whole years,
His was a dreary home-coming, for his promised bride was
wedded to the holy Charch, 20d 50 was lost to him utterly.
There was no light of hupe ieft fo: hum in the world at ag.
Ternble was Dun juse s ragiog agone.  Adlan, wm hus Serce
despair, he cursed the holy Church for sevening him from
hus love. But God was meraful to this sinner, and, instead
of consuming him (0 a moment in wrathfal fame, sent to
him a messenger of psace. That night the blessed Saint
Eranas appeased to him 10 a vion and told hum that hus
drezd si0 would be garduned and cven, o the end, iest from
his fieree sorruw would be grven hum, of he would devote his
1ifc to God'ssesvice in saving beathen souls, Therefore Doa
Jjose entered the ordes of the kranascans.  Not did he, as
15 the wont of those who eater the religious hfe, change his
pame. As Josc, be sud, he had annsd, and as josc would
work out, 1o deeds meet fus repentance, his full forgiveness,
Acgd a5 Josc is 2 name most holy wn the Church there was
noae to cavil

pecaase there were few hesdbza Semabonts, but more
becaase he felt that ke could be stron n his fath and
work if widely scparated Bowm has geu lt 0%,
Pzdre Juse asked to be sent oat from the city of Mexico mto
some far corner in thalend, And so it fell out that Padee
José was sent to make his bome in the old Franascsn coa-
vent here in the city of Montety, Ewven in the first year of
his service many were the wandenng souls that tus love and
gentleacss and great compassioa brought safe to shelter i
the good care of God.

Yet for a long while there was oaly sorrow in the beart of
Padre Jose, His good wozks gladdencd others, but humself
they made aot gird, for alwats rose op between him and
happiacss the memory of bu .32 6.2 s was a genle,
clingring n= t 3 moat grllent ome, 23 8% mve
deeds of arms time zud agaia had sbown—and the peed fo
a personal love was strong within him, There wzs a3 haly
comfort in kua love of the good God, and in his love of work.

for His deas zake, but this toached oaly the spiritesl
:& of his natare, a3d lef? hus buman losging for goxcthing

real, that he might tend and cherish, and, If need be, spend
his life {or, all unsatished, While this blank in his belng
remaided unfilled there was nothing to check the seturn of
his love to the dear one who bad passed from him into the
bosom of the Church, of whom, even to thick, as the poor
padre but too well knew, was deadly ein.  So his soul was
wrenched and torn within hilm by this ever-recurring conflict
between his holy duty and his humas love.

Therefore 1t came to pass that the Lind Gud, scewg bow
loyally the Padre Josd strove to do his duty, and how bitter
hard that duty was tc do, one day took pity upon him and
Lightened his heavy load.

Beneath he hut sua that bexts duwa so ferceiy here i the
ivng summe: Lme, makwog the air une quivenog cloud of
scorching heat, Padre José cume slowly across the valley
toward 5\5 town. He came from the lttle chapel of Vus
Lady of Guadalepe, over un the first of he foui-hills, and
his heast wss heavy, for few, and careless of its meaning,
wete the Indians who had come to his celebration of the
mass. The distance from the chapel to the convent is bat a
mile—a tufiling walk on one of the cool, cnsp, October-like
days which scrve for winter here in Montery. But bencath
that summer sun even a stmn[i man would have grown
faint and weary—if he had not fallen outright by the way,
The strength of Padre Joid was given #o largely to the ser-
vice of God that but hde reraained for his own needs; and
so0, mudway in his weary walk, coming tuv a place where a
tangle of mesquites cast a warm shadow—that yet, in con-
trast with the very sunshine, was refreshingly c wi— he thank.
fully cast lumself down apon the grouad for rest.

Close baside where he sat was a Seld just cleared for
planting, and along the (newly made ayca the bLrowa
water was moving slowly, and w23 giving great solace to the
thirsty land, Itis thouﬁbt by some that tac field sct
about with ga/ma., on the slope below the chapel of Guada-
lupe, o the rery feld beside which Padre Josc rested that
day., Whether this be the truth —as it well may be—or only
a &ncy. we may pot know ; but it surefy is true that while
the Padre sat there resting he gaw lying in the dust of the
wayside, whese it had been carelessly tossed when plucked
up from the ground a little palm tree zoarce a span loog—a
thin, green shoot, rudely wrested from the place where 1t
had begun its innocent, joyous life, and thus cast forth to
die. At first the Padre, worn by the heat and by the sorrow
of his heart, thought not at all of the poor litile palm on
which his eyes rested idly. Auod when, presently, he per-
ceived its presence, aud anderstood its evil plipht, there
came for it oo compassion into his heart.  lle even, fur a
Litle spacs, it a cruel pleasare in watdhiog at se shasrelliog
there in the scorchisg sunshine, while he sat resuog an the
shede—so hard and bditter tas his mood.

Bat such wicked {eelings a3 these cuuld not leog find har-
bour in the Padie’s breast. Soon a sense of ﬁrm shame,
and of horros &t his own sinfulness, came uver him , and ke
rose up, prayiog that he might be forgiven, and that he
mght, with God's good help, save the little m's life.
Through the blistering sunshine—{orgetfui that lus bood had
fallen back from off his tonsured head—he ¢arried the sor-
rowful hittle tree to the cuopmsa and plunged st snto the re-
freshment of the slow-moving brown water ; and held 1t
there, tenderly, ontil Jhe pitiful limpness vanished from the
tiny leaves and there was something of the Rrzmuess n the
pale green stem.  And hefelt that mournng thing, now
wadc juyful, was offenog uts thanks (o hum. Thep, 46 sume
suft moss that he found beneath the grove of mesquites, well
wet, sothat a grateful dampasss might be had for the rest
of the hut salk, he cowmpped it lunogly -asd su set of
for the towvn.  Not anuil he sat testiog in his still cool cell.
the litde meanwhale having been planted in rich moist
carth o the conven: garden, and czrefuliy sheded from the
sun antil its strength should come sgain, did Padre José
realize tha! in lightening the lroables of this pout fursaken
uree he had for a brief space wholly ce to fecl the
weight of hisown. Aud as he prayed there, in the shady
stillness of his cell, the thought cxme into his heart that God,
10 Hus iofinste and meicy, had sent bum thes litue

that he m:ght have sumethicg tulove.  Being yet apon

is knees, he prayed from ot of the depths of his simple,

trnstful soul that this good gift might be his, and that the
litile palm might live.

Arnd K¢ pum did Live.  Fium day v dag, fium week o
week, as Fadie Juse wended il luvingly and fauhfally, piag-
ing the while for its well-being with the same trusting fauth
that be was wont tu pray for the saving of heathen sounls, 1t
grew apd flourshed , aud it sejoiced in the stength of us
regained life with a visible gladness that was reflected into
and that gladdened his own sorrowing heart. When the
weaaness of lus Iabour rested beawnly upon him ; when a
dark despondency stized him and the thought weghed opon
his goul that his work among the beathen was in vain, and
that shoald he die av one wounld hase been the better fur his
Iife or would be the worse for Jus death—then stezling in
cpaa thus datkaess of sorow would would come the sweet
consciousacss that the palm live’ .ud loved him a2od de-
pended upon him. And the other, the human love, that so
wirenched and tormeated him, and that could aot, in ats very
axtare, be cast vol of his baang, wastempered aod chasiencn
by tlus purez love.  When, in the carly morning, and again
i the cvening’s douk, he came o his galm and munistered
to its wants—giving it draughts of sweat water, keaping rich
carth about its roots, pruning away its too luxuriant leaves
0 that ats life might be concentrated and streogthened for a
more vigorous growth—the memory of his carly, passionate
love wonld come back to him - but eom!ortinﬁ , being puri-
fied. And zs he weat about his holy wotk by dsay, the
thought of the littls tree that loved him anc that waited for
hus retorn 2t aight, opheld and streagthened bim.

The palm, for sts part, repaid the care that Padie Juee
gave it by giomag as never palm grew before.  Its sbm
sweas vecame thick and sturdy ; its grciouns leaves spread
ozt in a feathery crest, and cverywhere upon 1t were the
signs of a zich, abundsant life.

So the montks slinped silently away, and were lost in the
deptks of the ing years, add the pa’m shot up and
becarae a beantiful tree 3 and becaunse of its existence there
czme to be, i not happiness, atleast a tefreshicg love that

bred peace in the heart of Padre Josd& And so was ful.
filled the promise that God made to him, speaking by the
blessed St Francts in the vision.

Thus more thag a score.of years passed on. Through ali
this time the Padre José gave of his strength freely to hy
holy work, and many heathen souls were saved which, but
for his zealous labour, surely would bave been lost, lig
palm had long since outgrown his care for it, and now,
1ts tarn cared for him —even as his sturdy son, beisg come
lo man's estate, might have cared for him had it pleased
heaven tu satisfly his human love, It was a noble tree auw;
and against its fool he had made a seat, where he would
wme 1n the 2arly morning, and agsin as the sua went duwa,
fur et and cumforing.  And the palm, swayiog a inue
the evening breeze, would press fis trunk against him Jov.
sagly, and soft syhisperings of {ts thankiulness for the wte
ihat he had given it would come down to him frum 1ta sun.
ling, feathery leaves, When he was sad, thukiog o1 he
weariness of life and of all the sorrow that there was therein,
the palm leaves rustled to him mournfully in echo of e
mouming that was 10 his heart, Yet, imperceptibly, the
tone of thewr murmurings would change, brninging toto huy
heart more and mere of brightness,

At other umes, when the memory of his lost love on earth
would come back to him and fill hism with a dreary sadness,
the palm would whisper of ts own love and faithfuiness.
It would tell of its butter sorTow as it lay s the scoiching
sunshine by the wayside where he found it cast out to die,
and ol its juy when his hands gave i water to dunk, and
shielded it in the cool, damp moss, and gave 1, too, there
im the convent garden, a sale refuge where it might rejoice
m sty uew-foend Lfe, .

Bot it came tv pass, at the end of many years, that a pes.
tilence fell apon the city—a deadly fever that rose ap from
the earth and that czused many to die, such a fever o
oever before was known, and, mercifully, never since hay
beea known here in Monterey. In every house was ihe
shadow of death. The fathers of the convent were .nsum
1a good works among the sick ; and even, that they might
have mcte time to save the living, thaey forbore for a seasn
to &2,y masses {or the dead. O {mch morning and cach
uight the townsfolk in whom was Jeft strength to walk, came
to the church of St. Francis, and there, together with the

ood fat‘};crs, sent up their prayers that the pestilence might
stayed.

Ang' when the deaths grew many, and there was sore need
for yet more nurses for the sick, the conveant of the vaps.
chinas upaned Its doors, and the holy nans came forth and

ve theu aud, (The Holy Father gave them grace am
ullest absolotion whep, in the after years, thenr prayer tu
pardon went to Rome.) The blessed presence and swest
gentleness of these saintly nans brought comfurt into manya

.icken huuse in that a.ost dreery time,  But—sach was e
divisiun of theit work among the sick - -the Franciscans ana
the Capuchinas rarely met,

Faithful was Padre Jos¢é wn caring for the sick, and a
cutisultor; 10 the name of the blessed sants those whose sik-
ness was even nonto death, Almost his only rest was the
Lile spsce, morning and eveniog, when he sat beneawh by
g:.lm. And being, after his many years of zealous labory,

ut a fral man, and going thus constantly wnto those places
where the pestilence was at its worst, the ume came whea
he himself felt that the fever had him in its hold ; and bn
heart was gladdened, fo: he hoew that now hus rest wuna
come.

Close upon the eveming of the third day, feeling then b2t
his rescase was ncar, he asked that they would cauy aim
out beyond the convent walls into the garden, and place i
in the sext beneath hus palm, aod leave.bym there.

Beauutal s the evening m Monterey, When the sua bas
sunk beyond the creat of the noble Milrs, a great basmt of
ced and gulden glory leaps ap in the sky and for a .unp
time hangy quivenng there above the mountains. Cluads o
gozgeous colouring float od the Sicrra and outline i
sombn., jagped ndge against their sich splendoar, and
through the clefts between the , broad rays of hgm
shoot ont scross the valley, and bathe the farther mounam
in a liquid fame. And cven more beautiful, or, perhsps,
only aiffeseauy beanuful, s the time, a httle after iy,
when the glorious magnificence has vanished from the sky,
and .o us plsce have cume subdued, delivious coluanagy-
cwocs of the splendout that has pasted away.

Arnd Padre Josc, situng beneath his palm, with the fera

wite gone from hicn—for it had dooe its work—thanked
&vd in his heart that this most perfect earthly beauty shonld
be his last sight of carth, Xt was s fit prelude, as he whis
ered to the palm  hus head resting, = for years be kad
wont &s he sal there to cest dt, the palms lovig
trank —fu1 the sight 3¢t more beactiful, being keavenly, dat
would be his £0 s009. Dreamily he whispered his thank-
fulpess for all that the palm had beea to bim; for all ws
copstant tendernsss and love throngh these loog yan
Then e cool evenung wiod which sweeps down frum e
moaatuns at the end of the hot days, and brings with d 3
most delectable zefreshment, passed sofily through the pai=
leaves, and made the old, sweet story of the palo
uee's graucde and Jove, And, posscsung aone of e &l
ishoess that goes with, if, indeed, it be the very essesce
of, ai haman ivve, the galm-tree marmured its owa !
ness that the timae had come when the one whom it loved
s0 truly woald cease to be inted with sorrow, =nd
would know oaly the perfect hizppiness of an exdless, holy

Then the Padre whispered agsin, or it may be that this
only in his heast, his Jooging to z2c the Dona Ana yet oxe
more before his forever closed to things of the eanth
And, lo! as this longog rested upon lus soul, there came to
open the gate of thr convent sarden—| led thutha,
surely, by God's guece—a koly uun ; and lookiag on bies fac2
the Padre Jose knew that for the hittle time of hfe ya k2
to him the love that be had Jost was foundl L.

So she s2t benide him, bencath the palm, strokicg bis
cold hand lovingly , set with a Jove chastenzd by loog eof
feniag of Jove's ack and now sanctioned beczuse it
ouy ance tuward unc £p.n Khum,nsied visibly the haod of

death. Togeibar they 1alked the long youss which, is. el



