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An hour later we forded the Rio Cedro and then rode at a quick
trot towards the north and northwest. For a long distance we fol-
lowed the river bank. It was like riding through a beautiful park,
and the trail being a "Camino Real," we found it well cleared. It
was growing dark, and we hastened more, knowing that the people
living at the next river crossing usually did not come out to ferry
travelers over the river after nightfall. The night was magnificent
with millions of stars and millions of fireflies. Fortunately we found
an Indian with a lantern at the second pass and persuaded him with
silver to ferry us over the river. Picturesque enough was the black
water, the heads of the snorting horses alongside and an Indian at
each end of the canoe balancing an 18-foot paddle.

On and on we rode until after 11 o'clock we clattered in on the
cobble stone pavement of the village of Nacajuca. A nice, small
town it was, with red tiled roofs and colonnades in front of the
houses. Here and there hung a kerosene lanp. The noise of our
cavalcade brought the dogs out to bark. Not a soul did we see until
we reached the Plaza, where we found two heavily armed policemen
and the local inebriate, celebrating with a phonograph. To our
question, where we could find quarters for the night, the village
drunkard replied by leading us to the house of one Dofia Teresa.
Several times we knocked on her door without getting any answer.
Again and again our friend called, "Dofia Teresa, Dofa Teresa."
WVe were just going to give up hopes of getting into what was said
to be the only Inn of Nacajuca when we spied the flickering light
of a candle through a crack in the door and heard whispering voices
inside. Two women were discussing whether or not it would be safe
to open the doors at that time of night; it might be bandits or rebels.
Then one of the doors opened slightly and those within caught a
glimpse of the writer's travel-soiled and blonde hair. Strange as it
sounds, that sight induced her to open the door, and we were ad-
mitted into a vast room in which were two chairs and one table in
addition to a child's bed in a far corner. We unloaded our animals
outside the house and then led them right through the parlor out
into the back yard. While we were hanging up our hammocks, the
old lady produced a good meal.

The outstanding feature of Nacajuca is its jail, not that we got
into it, but we were impressed by it as we rode past. The building
looks solid, has two heavy wooden doors with monstrous locks, and
an inscription in red letters on its end wall: "Sal Si Puedes," which
means "Get out if you can" (fig. 83).

The road beyond Nacajuca was good and hard, but this was the
dry season; when it rains, it must be nothing more than a ditch full
of mud. Along the sides of the road are rows of a century-plant


