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with them were some of the men of the Emperor Montezuma with
a map of native paper "on which were painted and marked very
true to nature, all the rivers and bays on the northern coast from
Panuco to Tabasco, that is, for a matter of one hundred and forty
leagues, and the river Coatzacoalcos was marked on it."*

Few are those who since then have followed this coast. We were
told that here and there pirates had taken shelter, and we heard
stories of political refugees who had taken this route. But other-
wise, it had apparently been deserted by everybody for centuries.

Some small rivers had to be forded, but only one of these was
so deep that we found it necessary to place our feet on our saddle
in order to keep dry. We were on the lookout for a trail which
should turn inland to the settlement of Piedra Labrada, and did
not find it until late in the afternoon. This trail was very narrow
and its entrance well concealed. Into an opening in the bushes we
drove our horses, and then struck a low and muddy path. All the
time we had to be on the lookout for branches, and as our horses
stuck to the edges of the trail in order to avoid the mud, we had to
be on the alert not to get our knees smashed against the trees.

Our guide insisted that we were now nearing the settlement, but
we rode on for an hour and a half without seeing a sign of human
beings. Then he gave up, and another guide, whom we had christ-
ened "the Pope," his name being Bonifacio, set us on another trail
which by five o'clock brought us to all that was left of the settle-
ment of Piedra Labrada-a few charred house posts over-grown
with plants. Nine hours in the saddle, and then to reach an aban-
doned and burnt settlement!

But that was not all our trouble. Huge black clouds were
gathering around the mountain tops; a storm was near. Hastily
we rigged up our tent fly on three charred posts, hung up our ham-
mocks, and set to prepare a well-earned lunch. When we climbed
into our hammocks for rest and sleep, it had begun to rain slightly.

The rain gathered force during the night, the tent fly sagged,
and pools of water formed on it and started to drip on us. We
managed to keep fairly dry, though La Farge had a fight to stop
a small river from running down his hammock ropes. The "boys"
huddled together under our hammocks and really had the dryest
place in camp.

Shortly after dawn, two of the "boys" set out in search of some
rumored inhabitants and the third tried hard to make a fire with
some wet wood. He finally gave this up and turned to a job which
pleased him infinitely more-he sat quite still for an hour looking

*Diaz, Bernal, Maudlslay Edition.


