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THE MADONNA OF ALMADEN

The Madonna of the Mountain lg the’ knelt the Madonna of Almaden,
last

wlfe of Clemente Chaboya, the
man in the Mexlcan town ot Almaden,
Al I recall of her garments #4 a black
shawl draped about her head and
ghoulders. The grace of old Spaln
Wwas in tho folds of that shawl, It
framed her ivory pale face, her black
balr, strenked wtil White, her sorrow-
ing dark eyes.

All her life had becn passed on thd
Bl fn Mexican Almaden, Her father
came there in 1840. She saw the town
in its wild, reckless dissolute prosper
ity, whlle life was only a bubble and
denth an adventure, In Almaden's
poverty sho likes |t best,

She sat In her little  unpainted,
nent house, »It Is Leautltul here,” she
sald, “You can't see the valley for
the fog, It Is most beautiful in  the
spring.”

“You're the only woman

“Yes”

*You're not lonely 7"

“I 1ike to bo alone near the chuich.
1t’s over there,” She nodded In the di-
rection of the turicted hill,

*“Will 30u show us the church?”

Qulckly she took a key, and led us
up the ateps of her hiliside  garden,

here?”

around the base of the hill, over a
10cky road which once had been o
smoothly paved street of Almaden.

Wa passed wiecks of houses, wrechs of
gardens,  Here had been a dancing
hall, there o house, and beyond neat
the church was one of the twa spots
where the tars of the circus had
amused Almaden,

We appronched the little church, the
bell was gone. “Yes, sha said, “When
setvico was discontinued the  bell
was talen away.”

‘We passed through the church gar-
den, o tangle of Scotch broom and
oleanders, Reverently she opened the
door of the little sncristy with Its,
warn red carpet, Then she took us
Into a darkened room where the last
patre had slept. Here stlll remalned
parts ef hia hed. Iferc was the Ma-
donn1 to whom in the morning hl4
eyes opened,

When sho rose I asked her If the
church had appolnted her coretaler
of the place.

Gradually her story came, All her
life she had worshipped In this church,
She had been hero baptized and con-
firmed, Always she had come here
to muss and to confession, When ser-
Vices wele discontlnued the other peos
plo attended the lttle church at the
haclenda, But this church on the hill
scemed dearer to her than the one Le-
low. Sho continued to come here
where was Our Lady of Guadalupe, to
whom she prayed to preserve her
loved ones dally rlsking their lives In
the great dark cavern of death ncarly
a third of & mile under the carth, Per-
haps the church remembered thote years
and pleaded with her not to go away,
even when the bells were silenced, even
when there were only ghosts of prayers
to be heard,

She remained to sce irreverent be
and frreverent winds break
open  the  church, wrench
out the windows, wreck the sta-

tlons of tho Way of the Cioss Wild
storms beat {hrough the windows and
drenched the robes of even the Ma-
donna who for seventy-five years had
guarded old Almaden, Mrs Chaboya,
could not endure the agony of the sut-
fering Madonna.

So Tath taught the Madonna of the
Mountaln the way. She was poor, but
one of her sons nlso loved the llttle
church, Ile nalled tight the windows.
Tle hoarded up the empty spaces,

winds from Toma Prieta. No longer
wag sho drenched by the water,
Mother of God was safe,

Then for days the Madonna of the
Mountaln worked eleantng the church.
Unknotn, unrewarded, she put it fn ita
pleastng order, She locked the front
door and took the key to the sacristy,

Worshippers never come to the de-
serted builllng. Almaden s no ph-
grimage for travelers, Alone on the
helghts thls humble woman there
kneels, Sho hears only echoes ot
musie, of prayer, of vespers, She sees

The

Then we went out Into the Aban-
doned honse of worship, Some of the
windows were missing and the open-|
fngs had heen boarded over, Several,
of the prints of the statlons of the
Way of the Crows had heen torn from
thelr frames, hut the room was clean
and well ordered, A coverlng of lace
and linen lay on the Altar,

“Tacing the altar was an empty tttle
gallery where hadstood two organs, In
the right hand carner of the church
|were two wmall, uncurtalned boxes
|1arge cnough to conceal a man., Here
for Sears had sat tho confessor and
the confessed, Dutlng al) the stormy
Itife of the mine, Almaden wad the
refuge for the sinners of Ban Jose
and thls little corner meered seared
WIth &lns sobbed forth in whispers

1 turned away from the contessional.
Tefore the black cruetfix which stood
out on o purple background, with Our!
Lady of Refuge and Our Lady of
Guadalupe looking down on either side,

only shadows of priests, but the echocs,
the shadows are her reality, Our
Tdy of Refuge, Our Tady of Guada-
lupe, the hiack cruelfly, the echoes
and the shadaws all belong to the
Madonna of the Mountaln,

No.
longer was the Virgin lashed by the



