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TO
THE TRIBE OF THE WANDERING FOOT

THIS i THE WAY THAT LEADS DOWN INTC THE VALES OF
A FILLOW WANDERER, PASSING QUT, GREETS YOU AT
THE CROSS-ROADS, AXD WISHES YOU
A PLEASANT JOURNEY






Tos Augeles, Yesterday ad Today.



S HE began life as the “Pueblo de Nuestra Sefiora la

Reina de Los Angeles,” and a shabby little queen she
must have been, too, for all her high-sounding name, A
mere handful of adobe houses set in straggling rows, a
sleepy pueblo with cow paths for streets, such was the Los

Angeles of yesterday, drowsing on the bank of the meander-
ing stream that scarce wet the sun-bleached stones in its

path.

Today a bustling, wide-awake metropolis has pushed
north, east, south and west—over the hills where the va-
querc tended his herds; over the gravel flats where stood
the shack of the Digger; straight across the broad acres
of the rancho, cbliterating the last trace of the land baron’s
hacienda.

With all her metropolitan airs, Los Anpeles is not en-
tirely given over t0 modern ways; and not the least among
her charms are the things that remind one of “the days that
were” Palatial residences and substantial business blocks
have all but crowded the adobe, with its tile roof and
shaded patio, its tiny, deep-set windows and earthen floor,
out of sight. Yet now and then ome still comes upon a
bit of sunmy Spain in the midst of prosaic brick and mor-
tar—a parden, where orange trees drop perfumed petals
upon the ground ; and back of this, the time-stained adobe,
screened from the gaze of the curious by a growth of
tangled vines, long unpruned. Always there are children
with velvet-black eyes, clinging to the skirts of the mother;
yet always there is leisure for the siesta, the gossip with a
passing friend, the pleasant hour in the garden.

Should the tourist wish to see where La Reina
life, let him seek the quarter known as “Sonoratown,” ]
clanging of the street car gong has silenced the tinkle of
the mandolin that timed the measures of the dance; the
caballero’s love plaint is no longer sung beneath the grated
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window; and the “corner grocery” has supplanted the
tienda, whose proprietor, in no wise concerned as to the ex-
tent of his sales, would pitt up the shutters at noon, every
day,a.ndbetakehmnse!{tohtsmforathre&hour siesta,
Nevertheless, this is the Los Angeles of

Here is the Plaza, and, opposite it, Lhechurch " dedicated
in 1822. One may ata]mmtanyhuuroftheday
and see dark-robed %:um kneeling before the altar, or
sitting with bowed heads on the long benches, placed be-
fore the stations of the cross., Over there is the confes-
sional, where the plea of the penitent is heard ; and here by
th&dnnfﬂlemfont of holy water, wherein Mexican
worshiper and the sightseer alike dip their fingers, if they
be of one faith.

Among the houscholds of Sonoratown may still be found
those who remember the days when the flag of the Mex-
ican republic floated over the pueblo. La sefiora is bowed
lnnmﬂlﬁtwughtofyﬂars,bntahehasnntfm en how
she danced in the moonlight under the golden-irnited or- ¥l
ange trees, to the trilling of mandolins; and well she re- |
mﬂshow,wiihsgiancefmmhrbrighteyes,shebmght.
the gay caballero to her feet. |

“Si gefior, the pomepgranate blossom that Manuel stuck |||
in my hair was not redder than my cheek, and my step was .|

light in the dance.,” !
Could she ever have been young! The brown cheek be- |
neath the faded rebozo is with wrinkles now, and -

the light stephasbemmeawaddlesmeelastlhesluppedf
the fandango with :
But Manuel, too, has his memories. He will tell of the
trials for supremacy in feats of skill and strength among
the youths, when oftentime the lawless blood would be §
spilled as as mew wine; of the promenade in the |
Plaza, head up and broad-brimmed sombrero set lﬂamh
on one side, shoulders back, rs jangling—all wi
to charm the nmdcn -ﬁmrdu:l, whose eyes in-
terpreted the speech denied; of the serenade under the
ted window with only the stars to see the red rose that !
E:ihertddowntothehandofthemba]lero
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